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SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter 1: The Graveyard 


The will-o'-the-wisps had brought the spunky, red-headed girl to a 
realm of fog. Beyond the forests, she had traveled for days, even 
after she was separated from her horse. She had but a few supplies 
in her satchel, a sheathed sword, her loaded quiver, and her trusted 
bow. The fog was chilly, soothing to the pasty sweat on her freckled 
face. After her castle had been taken and her family's forces were 
defeated by heinous creatures, it was up to her to seek answers. 
She swatted at the fog defiantly. A single will-o'-the-wisp glowed and 
wiggled, beckoning her to step into the hazy abyss. 


"Ye better not be toying with me mind," snarled the princess. She 
tightened the scarred grip on her bow and readjusted the strap of her 
quiver. With a huff and a brave first step, she entered the fog. At this 
point in her journey, she was willing to slay any creature that stood in 
her way. She was unafraid to wander the wilds that tested her. She 
was Merida of Dunbroch. 


The squishy grass under her feet did little to upset the princess. Her 
green velvet dress had been stained by mud and torn by claws. 
Merida never cared for the pristine look. It was a recurring issue that 
her mother, Queen Elinor, would often criticize. As irritating as she 
had been long ago, Merida would gladly give anything to hear her 
voice again. The silly noises from her triplet brothers. The stories of 
her boastful father. They all conjured sweet memories. She thought 
of her family not in mourning but as motivation. 


Just as her patience withered away, Merida finally discovered where 
the will-o'-the-wisps had meant to bring her. It was a graveyard 
where they danced in a circle and squeaked like giggling children. 


"What am | supposed to find 'ere?" asked Merida angrily. She 
ambled past the tombstones, covered in dry vines and dew. It 
seemed like a dead end but Merida explored what she could. The 
engravings in each tombstone were faded; Merida tried to read them 
by wiping off the damp dirt. The letters were strange, some looking 
more like symbols or glyphs. Merida groaned and glared at the 
whimsical will-o'-the-wisps. 


"What am | missing? Gimme a hint, won't you?" Merida marched 
over to the ghostly lights that flew overhead like frightened fireflies. 
As they bobbled onward, they came down to what had to be another 
tombstone. After biting her lip, Merida sighed and trudged after them. 
Once she arrived, Merida realized that she had stumbled upon an 
enormous granite monolith, resembling one of the ancient standing 
stones from her homeland. The impish lights rose high, revealing the 
entire surface of the ten foot tall relic. 


Merida leaned in for a closer look. She scrunched her face and tried 
to make sense of the markings, which looked more like the pages of 
a storybook. Little devils gathered around a massive pumpkin until a 
fat monster with a floppy head and a stitched mouth hunted them all. 
The characters were running and fleeing, at least that's what Merida 
thought. The fat monster claimed a hill with a peak that dipped and 
curled into a spiral. Perhaps it was symbolism; Merida had never 
seen a hill like that in her travels. She read the story where it looked 
like a tall, stick-like man came to challenge the monster. There was 
no scene of action but Merida found an image of the monster, 
dissolving into a scattered mess of tiny insects. At the bottom of the 
monolith, the stick man held a pumpkin where he was praised by the 
devil-like figures. Merida pondered on who the stick man could be. 
His eyes and teeth reminded her too much of a skull's face. Was he 
in fact the hero of this ancient fable? 


Merida decided to read the other side of the monolith. It was smooth 
and blank. She was about to shout back at the will-o'-the-wisps for 
wasting her time. Her feet struck a long hard object, hidden in the 
dark green grass. She tumbled forward, rattling the arrows in her 


quiver. As she grunted and rose to her knees, Merida glanced over 
to her shoulder to see what tripped her. She flinched and bolted up 
to her feet. Her sword flashed out of its scabbard and aimed towards 
the ground. A lifeless skeleton slumped as if the monolith was its 
pillow and the grass was its bed. She peered into its hollow eye 
sockets. It wore a tight black suit with thin white lines. It seemed as if 
this man once had a particular sense of style, indicated by a petrified 
bat that was worn as a bow tie. 


Merida poked the skeleton with the tip of her gleaming sword. Its jaw 
Opened, appearing to let out a terrified scream. Merida frowned and 
sheathed her sword. She crouched down and blew air up her 
forehead. 


"Ye dun seem to be busy. Maybe ye can be better 'elp than these 
useless sprites." Merida shook her mangy head of curly red hair and 
smirked. She had to find some humor with her predicament. Shrill 
cries caught Merida's attention. Behind her, the will-o'-the wisps spun 
madly in circles. 


“Dun be such babies! I'm not the one who wanted to go strollin' into 
some graveyard!" scolded Merida. Two new lights shined from the 
fog and hovered close together. Unlike the others in pale blue, these 
twin lights were bright yellow. Slowly, they crept closer. When Merida 
noticed that the other blue wisps fled and faded away, she pulled an 
arrow from behind and expertly aimed with her bow. The string was 
pulled back tightly. One eye closed. One eye on its target. 


"What are ye?" asked Merida under her breath. As she suspected, a 
creature had arrived and studied her with its pulsing yellow eyes. It 
slowly left the fog and revealed its demonic form. Its purple body 
floated with flimsy bat wings. Its cuffed claws and thick legs made it 
look like some kind of ghoulish jester. What horrified Merida most 
was its head, severed by the top half of its jaw. Both halves were 
somehow tethered to stay close together, opening and closing with 
no hinge. The creature flung its head back with the top half hanging 
in between its wings. A hideous heart-shaped symbol appeared 
brightly on its chest. It was outlined in blood red, with a zigzagging 


"X" marking on the center. Merida immediately recognized the 
symbol from the night when her castle was besieged. The monsters 
had slipped through the shadows and attacked the farmers, 
merchants, and servants. It was a nasty blur of screaming, blazing 
hay, trembling castle walls. Merida let out a savage cry when she 
released the arrow, flying fast like a sharp whistle. The floating 
monster was struck and fell to the ground. Its claws twitched like the 
tiny legs of a crushed cockroach. 


Six more sets of glowing eyes surrounded Merida and the monolith. 
She yanked the arrow from the creature's chest, causing its entire 
body to shrivel into clumps of pitch black smoke. From one target to 
the next, the arrow was back in between the bow and the string. 
Merida waited to determine which of the six targets she would hit 
first. One swooped in like a bird of prey. Merida dipped into a 
somersault while still holding tightly to her bow and arrow. She fired 
and took it down. Three more came after her. Merida smacked her 
thick wooden bow against two of the monsters and shot another 
arrow into the third. While the clumsy two creatures scratched each 
other, Merida plunged her sword through them both. She had the 
grin of a proud huntress. The remaining two opened their jaws widely 
and spat fireballs at Merida. After dodging them, she spotted them 
preparing to unleash the same fiery attack. She loaded her bow and 
brought down the one on her left. The last winged creature on her 
right floated higher and coughed a burning ball. Merida twirled away 
where it slammed against the monolith. She had her next arrow 
ready to impale its body. Her back was pressed against the 
engraved symbols. She looked up, down, side to side, and forward. 
Nowhere to be found. Merida would not underestimate the same 
sneaky creatures who hide in the fog and move in the shadows. She 
spun back around the monolith and searched for her last kill. It was 
gone. She could only see grass, tombstones, and fog. Merida tried 
not to panic. She listened to whatever sound or clue would help her. 


KR-KR-KR! Bones clicked against each other. Merida was alarmed 
but confused. 


KRSSSSH! A puff of blistering heat rushed to her face. Merida 
ducked. She then looked up and found the last creature staring down 
at her. It flapped its wings and gagged, increasing the size of his 
blazing breath. Merida fidgeted to fix her aim. She could not find the 
right spot to take it out with one shot. Its raspy mouth inhaled, 
seconds from attacking. 


FWWWiIP! 


Something thin and black had reached for the winged creature and 
pulled it away. It was tossed around and around, forming a burning 
circle. Then, the hidden figure slammed the creature into the wet 
grass. The fire was doused. Two long arms, like the legs of a spider 
reached out and ripped the creature in half. Merida watched its body 
dissolve in a mixed state of awe and horror. One long shadowy pole 
stepped in front of her, followed by another. They bent low allowing 
the figure to reveal his face. 


"Why hello, young lady!" 
It was the skeleton. It moved. It spoke. It saw her. 


"AAAAAAAAAAAAH!" screamed Merida. She sealed her eyes shut 
and drew out her sword. She thrusted it through what had to be 
fabric. All she could hear were more bones clicking. No one was 
grabbing her or trying to hurt her. She tried to be calm and figure out 
what was happening. She cracked one timid eye open. A tall figure 
had folded his limbs to be close to her height. The tip of her sword 
was still piercing his suit. Her view went up to the beaming grin on 
his skull. 


"No need to worry," said the skeleton man. 


Merida hissed at him. It did not how matter how charming he spoke 
or how much of a dapper gentlemen he appeared to be. If something 
is dead, then it should stay dead, buried in the ground or burned at a 
pyre. It was just too weird and unnatural to accept. Then again, she 
had been following a trail of ghostly lights that she did not trust 


completely. Furthermore, she had firsthand experience with a witch's 
spell that transformed her mother into a black bear. After losing her 
castle to horrible monsters, Merida loathed these supernatural 
encounters. She pulled back her sword but kept a firm grip in case 
he was the deceptive type. 


"It appears I'm too good at what | do best. A blessing and a curse, tis 
the perfect tragedy," said the skeleton man, flaunting his bony wrist 
away from his body. Merida was perplexed by his poetic tone. It 
helped to combat the fear and tension in her shoulders. 


"A curse? Is that what made ye like this?" asked Merida. 


"She speaks? Aha! Most delightful!" The skeleton man crossed his 
long arms over his chest. He shrunk his eye sockets as if closing his 
eye lids. He flashed another bright, toothy smile. 


"Huh?" 


"Allow me to make a proper introduction. | am Jack Skellington, the 
Pumpkin King of Halloween Town!" boasted Jack, springing to his full 
height. He spread out his arms, as if waiting for applause. Merida 
gaped at him, acting strangely euphoric for a dead man. 


"Allo-WEEN... Town?" repeated Merida slowly. 


"Oh ho ho! Your accent is so adorable. But yes. We used to 
celebrate a most horrifying, ghoulish, spine-tingling, and nightmarish 
holiday... Halloween! | was the master of monstrosity, the tyrant of 
terror, and the frontman of fright! We would wait and prepare all year 
for the festivities. It was all in good fun, | promise you. Not a mean 
spirit in our haunting home!" 


"Then is this place... where you live?" Merida thought that it would 
not be too odd to expect a talking skeleton to reside in a spooky 
graveyard. 


"Why no! In fact, we're rather... far... from my home," The joy in the 
skeleton's voice vanished so suddenly. He rested his melancholy 
skull into his hand. "You see... it all started when one odious fellow 
went too far. His name was Oogie Boogie. He kidnapped our kind for 
his meals. | put a stop to his nefarious games and banished him. We 
believed we were truly rid of him... that is, until Oogie returned. Our 
town was attacked by these hordes of awful monsters. They came 
not to celebrate but to bring harm and chaos. We tried to fight back 
but there were too many of them. They preyed on their victims and 
stole their hearts." 


"Stole hearts?" asked Merida. 


"Well yes. That is what the Heartless do. You can see their symbol 
on their chest. Most have it. Then you have the Shadows. Tiny little 
imps... all black but with yellow eyes. | thought they were cute but 
they're cruel." Jack's description alarmed Merida. Her mind raced 
back in time to when the Shadows invaded her home and brought a 
cavalry of creatures with knight's helmets and the Heartless symbol, 
black with red lines. 


"So that's what they're called? Those nasty little beasties!" Merida 
fiercely drove her sword into the grass. Jack gasped. He could see 
the trauma in Merida's heaving breaths. 


"Then you too have crossed their path?" asked Jack. 


"They attacked me people. They attacked me family. Are ye saying 
that they... lost their hearts too?!" barked Merida, twisting the hilt to 
drill the sword even deeper into the dirt. 


"That's what | was told. We had a brilliant scientist back in Halloween 
Town. Doctor Finkelstein. | came to him when the Heartless first 
appeared. He had this book that told the tales of the Heartless, 
creatures from another world. They hunt for the magic that lies in our 
hearts. But there's never an end to their hunger. Once a home is 
overtaken by the Heartless, it falls into darkness and takes everyone 
into it. 


"They're vermin, that's what," growled Merida. "But if ye say they're 
from another world, how did they get 'ere?" 


"That's what | set to find out!" Jack swung his fist over his chest with 
pride. "You see, | have a theory about how the Heartless arrived 
here, uninvited. Someone or something opened a door between their 
world and ours." He used both hands to illustrate his idea. "| Know all 
about convenient, safe doorways that can allow a person to travel to 
a faraway place in a moment. Like from my town to your castle, for 
example. But the Heartless are using a very special door. It's called 
the Door to Darkness. It enables them to cross into our world from 
their world. Do you understand?" 


"| guess so," Merida hesitated to give a confident answer. She knew 
of the spirit world from ancient lore, which is where the will-o'-the- 
wisps came from. "So... to stop the Heartless... we have to find the 
door... and close it?" 


"Seal it! Lock it! Stick a thread into a needle and stitch it tight!" 
confirmed Jack with a jolt of righteousness, surging through his 
bones. 


"Then what are ye doing ‘ere? Is this where the Door to Darkness is 
supposed to be?" Merida searched frantically, swinging her tangled 
red hair like vines. 


"| regret to say no. | escaped from Oogie and his Heartless minions 
just before they took over Halloween Town. | was able to take the 
book that should have the answers. There is still So much to read." 
Jack reached into his suit and pulled out a thick tome with ripped 
edges and a flimsy spine. On what Merida guessed to be the cover, 
the book had a large faded print of a heart-shaped symbol. Jack 
slipped the book back inside his rib cage and tidied his suit. 


"Oh and... sorry about ruining yer clothes," said Merida sheepishly. 


"It's quite alright, my dear. | live to be scary but it can backfire 
sometimes. | wandered for days until | found these little blue flames." 


"The will-o'-the-wisps?" 


"That's a darling name to call them! Yes, yes! It has a musical ring to 
it, no? The will-o'-the-wisps brought me here to this monument." 
Jack gestured to the monolith. "If | only | could give credit to the artist 
who wished to honor me. | remember feeling very... sleepy." 


Merida crouched to inspect the grass where she found Jack earlier. 
She picked up crumbled petals of what she knew to be deadly night 
shade. 


"That explains it!" exclaimed Jack. "Do be careful. It could put you 
into a slumber." 


"It's fine," Merida reached under her neckline and pulled out a flat, 
bear-shaped pendant. "Me mother gave this to me. It protects me 
from magical maladies." 


"How handy!" praised Jack. "And so then, the next thing | knew, | 
woke up and you were fighting the Heartless. You were truly 
marvelous! | was going to let you handle them but then that one 
beast nearly torched your fiery red locks. It was not my intention to 
steal the spotlight. | do apologize." 


"No, no. You were fine. | actually... should be thanking ye, Mr. 
Skellington." 


"You're too kind. You can just call me Jack. But | lack the honor of 
addressing you m'lady." Jack swiftly dropped into a courteous bow. 
Merida giggled and gave a slight curtsy. Her mother would have 
been pleased. 


"| am Merida of Dunbroch," answered Merida, affirming honor in her 
tone. 


"Oh, Merida, the beautiful and brave! Would you do me the honor of 
joining me in my noble quest to stop the Heartless?" Jack knelt and 
reached out his bony hand. "I understand what it is like to be the last 


hope for the ones you love. | will not rest until we save both of our 
homes." 


Merida sensed a knightly presence within Jack Skellington. He was 
more than just a skeleton who could walk or talk. He did save her 
and offered answers that she had desperately searched for. If Jack 
wanted to harm her, there was nothing to stop him. Merida had 
already figured out that she could not easily kill him because of what 
he was. She thought about what her family would do. Her father 
might have bashed the bones out of Jack; her mother would be 
frightfully cautious and spew harsh words. It was totally up to Merida. 
She believed it would be wise to travel with someone else who 
shared the same goal and could also fight on his own. 


"I'll take ye offer, Jack." Merida shook his hand, coarse and cold. It 
was unlike Jack's personality. He shouted with glee and shot his 
spindly arms in triumph. "But where do we go now?" 


"Let's ask our friends!" Jack whistled, summoning the will-o'-the- 
wisps from the fog. They chirped and bounced over to Jack where 
they spun around his body. 


"They're like wee puppies to their masters," teased Merida. Jack 
chuckled. 


"Now, now. We have an important mission," asserted Jack to the will- 
o'-the-wisps. They backed off and hovered calmly. "Take us to the 
Door to Darkness! Let's find their stronghold and slay the Heartless. 
For the good of Halloween Town, Dunbroch, and other lands!" As 
Jack pointed emphatically, the will-o'-the-wisps sunk low and formed 
a trail. Merida expected him to run off in a jolly sprint. Instead, he 
looked down and waited for Merida to join him. Together, they 
followed the glowing ghosts. Together, they left the graveyard and its 
eerie fog. 


The Shadows 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter 2: The Shadows 


Far above the lush landscapes of the Disney Kingdom, a magnificent 
steel stadium floated in the sky. Thousands of passionate fans 
applauded. They had been waiting for so long to watch the top two 
contenders step onto the central battle arena. 


From the luxury VIP box, Queen Minnie giggled in delight. She knew 
she had the best spot in the stadium with a clear view of the arena 
below. In her frilly rose gown, she turned to her dear friend, Princess 
Jasmine of Agrabah, wearing a lavender robe over her turquoise 
outfit. She had traveled across the vast desert from her palace to 
attend the competition. Carpet, a magical living item from the Cave 
of Wonders, whirled up and around, too eager to sit still. Jasmine 
had borrowed him from her sweetheart back home. She and Queen 
Minnie were ready to watch the friendly but fierce fight through the 
thick glass wall. 


King Mickey flipped over from the ground entrance and landed on 
the elevated arena. He wielded the Keyblade, a shining golden 
weapon that resembled a large key. He raised the Keyblade by its 
silver hilt, cuing his diehard fans to chant his name to the famous 
melody of "Mickey Mouse March". 


On the other side of the arena, Donald Duck waddled while waving 
his magician's staff. He was ready to win over the cheering crowds 
with his presence alone. Instead, he only received less than average 
applause, the kind one would expect just to be polite. Donald 
grumbled angrily and pointed his staff over to Mickey, both friend and 
rival. Mickey gave his usual jolly smile and offered to shake hands. 
Donald returned the gesture before stepping back onto his side of 
the arena. The bright digital timer under the giant monitor had been 


set. Both Mickey and Donald charged into each other. The fight 
commenced! 


Meanwhile, beyond the Eastern mountains, one particularly tiny 
dragon unfolded his bamboo chair, dug into his firecracker-flavored 
popcorn box, and gazed into an ancient magical mirror. Its smooth 
surface revealed live footage of the fight between Mickey and 
Donald from the floating stadium. 


"Yo Mu-LAAAAAAN! It's just started! Get your China-saving butt over 
here!" shouted Mushu from the ancestral temple. As a proud family 
guardian, it was his sacred duty to protect Mulan in the battlefield 
and offer spiritual wisdom. Recently however, she had enjoyed a 
period of peace with her family. She hurried through the lawn, past 
the cherry blossom tree. 


"Sorry Mushu. | lost track of time and-" Before Mulan could finish 
speaking, Mushu raised his stern hand and tapped the stone floor 
with his scaly feet. 


"Shu-shu-shu! | don't wanna waste anymore time with your tardiness 
or your excuses. Come on!" huffed Mushu. He rolled his eyes before 
packing his mouth with more popcorn. Mulan crossed her legs 
beside her lovable guardian. She did not understand how Mushu got 
the mirror to work. It was an old family relic used for spiritual 
reflection, not so much for displaying sporting events from miles 
away. Mulan was tempted to ask Mushu but he turned hyperactive at 
an instant. 


"OOOOH YEAH MAN! This is | what | call the ultimate butt-kicking! | 
really hope that duck-dude gets at least one shot at Mickey. | mean 
we all know who we're putting our money on, am | right Mulan?" 


"You might want to keep it down. My ancestors are technically trying 
to rest," suggested Mulan. 


"And Illl'm technically trying to watch. Rude!" Mushu's cheeks were 
stuffed like a greedy squirrel. His cheering was muffled. Mulan 


looked back to the fight on the mirror. She carefully studied Mickey's 
form as he swung his Keyblade against Donald. 


"FIRAGA!" shouted Donald. From the top of his staff, he crafted a 
giant burning fireball and launched it at his more popular opponent. 
Mickey evaded the attack just in time. The point of impact was 
scorched with soot and flames. Donald whipped his staff around, 
firing a barrage of smaller fireballs. They flew after Mickey like heat- 
seeking missiles. Wherever he hopped, they followed. Donald 
cackled with a devilish grin. There was not much space for Mickey to 
retreat away from Donald's spell. Mickey swung his Keyblade ina 
half-moon guard, hitting all of the fireballs at once. The smoky recoil 
blasted him to the edge of the arena. A shocking, collective gasp 
took over the stadium. Queen Minnie held her gloved hands to her 
lips. Princess Jasmine, along with many of the spectators, was at the 
edge of her seat. 


Mickey wobbled but plunged his Keyblade into the floor of the arena 
to steady himself. He lunged ahead while Donald summoned a 
vertical bolt of lightning to stop him. Mickey performed a midair twist 
and dodged the electrifying attack. He rolled into a fighter's stance, 
aiming his Keyblade at Donald. He was ready to shoot a piercing 
blast of magic but froze. Something glimmered and grew from out of 
the clouds. Something big. 


Before Donald could hit Mickey who had dropped his guard, he 
caught the bewildered look on Mickey's face. 


"What are you-" Donald turned around and squawked. A flying pirate 
ship loomed over the stadium and cast wicked shadows over the 
audience. 


"DONALD, watch out!" warned Mickey at the sight of an iron cannon, 
locking into position. He tackled Donald away from its aim. 


PWWSHI! A heavy cannonball was shot right into the arena. Panic 
ignited within the audience. Mickey and Donald waited for the smoke 


to wither away. They both gazed upon the deep crater that could 
have been filled with broken bones and charred feathers. 


Donald could only hold his fears with a single gulp. Mickey looked 
back up where the flying ship sank into the stadium. Judging by its 
scarlet red exterior, Mickey knew right away which captain 
commanded the pirate ship. 


"Hook," said Mickey. A sharp whistle pierced the entire sky, losing its 
azure blue color for a sickly dark red. 


Queen Minnie shuddered at what appeared to be a cursed twilight 
sky. Jasmine glanced at her magic carpet, cowering behind her legs. 
She tried to stay calm, even as the flying pirate ship began to 
overflow with a mud-like darkness. Once it fell into the seats, the 
fans tried to flee. While Minnie and Jasmine were safe in their private 
box, Mickey observed the spilling darkness, bubbling into small 
shadowy imps. They twitched their crooked limbs and blinked their 
beady yellow eyes. One creature spotted Donald and pounced at 
him. 


"GYAAAAAH!" quacked Donald madly. He cast a burst of fire to ward 
off the first creature. He waved his staff against the others. 


"The Heartless are here." Mickey identified the creatures, those who 
had yielded to the darkness within their own hearts. The puny 
species that traveled in large numbers were known as Shadows. 


"Well no one invited them!" shouted Donald. He fired blast after blast 
of fiery magic, eliminating the Heartless as they tried to attack him. 


"Let's take care of these fellas first. And then we gotta help 
everybody else,” said Mickey with a noble nod. 


"Whatever you say, Your Majesty." Donald nudged his head towards 
the left side of the Heartless while Mickey leaped to the right side. 


"Oh dear. This ts horrible!" wailed Minnie. 


"We have to get the people to safety," said Jasmine. "I'll go with 
Carpet and make sure everyone is escorted to the shuttles." 


"That's awfully brave of you. In that case, I'll see to it that the no one 
gets left behind." 


"Alright. Then we can meet back at the stadium to help Mickey and 
Donald. They should be fine. | believe in them." Jasmine sped out of 
the luxury box. As a devoted friend and ally, Carpet flew after her, 
more than willing to put its sentient life on the line. Jasmine rode 
Carpet and soared off to the lower levels of the stadium. She helped 
to guide the terrified guests to the right hallways where they could 
evacuate aboard shuttle ships to fly back down to the ground. 


Queen Minnie went up the stairs and checked the stadium seats. A 
few people remained, scattered across the empty seats. They 
scrambled to find a hallway that was less packed. Her eyes could not 
leave Mickey and Donald who were busy with their own tight battle. 


A cry for help. Two kids tried to climb up the aisles away from a gang 
of Shadows. Queen Minnie stuck out her hand with a magical ring 
given to her by King Mickey for her protection. She used its power to 
shoot a blast of light that gleamed like a shiny pearl. It spiraled off to 
demolish the Shadows. She asked the kids if they were okay and 
helped them to find the closest exit. Once they were safe, nearby 
Shadows gathered and preyed on Queen Minnie. She tried to 
escape them by heading down the stairs to the front row seats. 
Somehow, the other gangs of Shadows were attracted to her. As it 
was her duty to protect people, Queen Minnie put on a brave face 
and lured the Heartless towards her. She turned back and forth, 
fighting back with as much force as she could with her magic ring. 
She tried to play defensive but one bold Shadow leaped over the 
crowd of its kind. 


Before it could make contact with Queen Minnie, Jasmine and 
Carpet whooshed by as a purple blur. The creature was snatched 
and released, falling high enough to disappear on impact. Queen 


Minnie was grateful. She waved at Jasmine who returned and 
scooted to Carpet's edge to make room. 


"They just keep coming!" Donald was becoming more irritated with 
the surrounding horde of Heartless. He stomped his webbed feet 
and panted. 


"Just keep it up, Donald. We're almost done," said King Mickey. 
While the flying pirate ship made its descent even closer to the 
arena, Queen Minnie and Jasmine finally arrived to help. 


"Your Majesty! And Your Highness!" said Donald, in respect to Minnie 
and Jasmine. "This isn't safe for you two!" 


"This isn't safe for anyone," argued Jasmine. She whistled to Carpet 
who dove under and tripped three Heartless. Jasmine stepped 
forward and kicked them off the arena. Minnie followed up by casting 
her pearl attacks behind Mickey. For now, the Shadows kept their 
distance. 


“Thanks for the help. | hope you two didn't get hurt." said Mickey, 
nervously scratching his ears. 


"We're fine. Everybody else should be safe now," said Jasmine. 


"Oh Mickey. This is all horrible. What are we going to do?" asked 
Minnie. 


"We'll think of something, | promise," said Mickey, determined. 
"Donald, let's-" 


"Your Majesty! LOOK!" yelled Donald. He pointed behind Mickey. 
Both Minnie and Jasmine gasped. Mickey turned with wide eyes, 
brimming with fear. 


The remaining Heartless gathered over at one section of the 
stadium. This time, they combined into a colossal tower, swaying like 
a shadowy twister. It bent over and leaped to the arena. King Mickey, 


Donald, Queen Minnie, Jasmine, and Carpet huddled to the opposite 
side. The tower of Heartless sprouted two long legs. Next, came the 
muscular black arms and claws. The Shadows used their dark 
powers to form a new creature, classified by King Mickey's royal 
reports as a Darkside. Its hollow chest bared the shape of a heart. 
Thick tendrils, like black vines, covered its head where only its cold 
yellow eyes could be seen. 


The Escape 
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The Darkside cast the first attack. A pitch black fist crashed into the 
arena. 


King Mickey and Donald Duck were knocked away from Queen 
Minnie and Jasmine. Carpet flew high and swooped over the 
Darkside's glowing eyes. 


"It's distracted! Now's our chance!" squawked Donald "B- 
ZAAAAAAH"" His staff shot a zig-zagging bolt of lightning into the 
monster's chest. Mickey launched two blasts of light at its shoulders. 
Queen Minnie and Jasmine hurried to action and rammed into each 
leg. The giant wobbled. Its pointed foot stomped backwards. Mickey 
hoped their attacks were just enough to push it into the deep space 
between the arena and the stadium. The menacing monster fell to 
one knee. They all gazed at its grotesque head and its glowing eyes. 


The Darkside jerked its head over to Queen Minnie and Jasmine. 
Despite its mighty size, its brawny arms swiftly swung across and 
snatched the two ladies. 


"Oh Mickey, help!" wailed Queen Minnie. Jasmine grunted and tried 
to wrestle her arms free. 


"I'm-a comin'!" King Mickey aimed his Keyblade right into the 
Darkside's face. 


" Not this time, you little pipsqueak !" shouted a low voice through a 
fat neck. A heavyset figure bounced out of the floating pirate ship. 
His flabby body shook the ground beneath him. 


"PETE!" King Mickey called out to his oldest enemy. Pete was the 
Disney Kingdom's most infamous scoundrel. He had a nasty habit of 
getting himself involved with the wrong crowd or starting his own 
trouble. Be it cheating, stealing, or employing the forces of darkness, 
Pete never seemed to heed to decency. 


"What do you think you're doing?" shouted Donald Duck. 


"I'm getting this party started, that's what. I've brought my own 
guests to fill up the seats!" cackled Pete. Little blobs of darkness 
crept to the edges of the hovering pirate ship. 


"We came fashionably late, of course. You like our ride? Courtesy of 
Captain Hook!" bragged Pete. 


"No one wanted you!" Donald shook his head angrily. 


"What are you doing here with the Heartless? Tell them to let Queen 
Minnie and Princess Jasmine go!" commanded King Mickey. 


"Hmmm," Pete scratched his oversized jaw. "I don't think so. We're 
taking them to a VIP cruise ship, you see. He-he-he. But don't worry, 
we got something extra special for you ." He pinched his fingers into 
his mouth and whistled. Two dark creatures, known as Air Pirates for 
their wide goggles and mechanical wings, dove down from the ship 
and captured King Mickey. They swung back upwards in a nautious, 
corkscrew direction. 


"| don't think so!" cried Donald "GRAVI-" 
THUMP! The Darkside's free hand slapped the ground over Donald. 


"Oh no!" shrieked Jasmine. The Carpet was still trying to pull out one 
of the Darkside's curled fingers. 


"HAHA! That's what happens when you mess with the big boys." 
Pete bore a wicked grin when he watched Mickey being shoved into 
the loading port of a large black cannon. 


"This is my overdue gift, your Majesty. An all-expenses-paid, one- 
way trip to... far far AWAY!" One of the Air Pirates scratched its 
fingers and lit up the cannon's short wick. 


KA-BOOM! Mickey was shot away in a trail of cannon smoke, miles 
away past the horizon. 


"MICKEY!" screeched Queen Minnie. Jasmine jerked her ears away. 
She finally managed to loosen her arms. With Carpet's help, she 
pushed back one of the Darkside's fingers. She had enough room to 
slip out and land safely on Carpet. 


"Donald! You have to get up!" Jasmine and Carpet dodged the 
incoming pack of Air Pirates. 


"That's right! Go and get her back!" fussed Pete. The Darkside tried 
to swat the Carpet like a buzzing pest. In doing so, its hand moved 
away from Donald. He forced his legs up and blasted Pete with a 
Blizzard spell. It came as a shooting, blue star that struck Pete and 
encased him in ice. He left a bewildered look in his still eyes. 


"Let's get this big palooka out of here!" Donald charged his staff with 
crackling red light. 


"B-ZAAAAAAAAH!" Donald fired a calvary of multiple fire attacks 
against the Darkside. It tumbled on its kness and released Minnie 
from its clutches. 


KRRR-AK! 

Pete huffed as he broke out of Donald's icy prison. 

"Fine! I'll just settle with one and make this an easy job!" Pete pulled 
out a pistol, shaped like the muzzle of a fierce hound. He pointed his 


gizmo-looking weapon at Queen Minnie. 


BZZZT! Pete had pressed the trigger and fired a rapid laser beam. 
Donald and Jasmine winced. When the pistol's light faded, they both 


saw that Minnie was petrified into a statue. 
"No!" cried Jasmine. 


"PETE, YOU MONSTER!" yelled Donald angrily. He fired another 
Blizzard spell at Pete but he bounced off to the top of the Darkside's 
head. He jumped again and retreated to the pirate ship. 


" You certainly took your time ." grumbled a grouchy voice. Jasmine 
and Carpet flew by and glanced at the notorious pirate captain, 
cloaked in red, with a hook for a hand. 


"You wanna leave now, Hooky? Then tell your crew to get packing. 
We're done here," said Pete. He whistled once more, cuing the Air 
Pirates to carry Queen Minnie as a statue, off the arena. Jasmine 
tugged the Carpet to rush over towards Minnie. The Darkside 
reached out to Jasmine again but Carpet flew away just in time. The 
giant had missed. Jasmine could feel her thumping heartbeat. 


"Later losers! Have fun with your new friend!" taunted Pete. He 
cackled into the cabin as the ship rose and flew away from the 
stadium. 


"Get back here!" shouted Donald. It was just him, Jasmine, and 
Carpet against the Darkside. Their fiendish foe raised its arm, as if to 
crush them. Donald and Jasmine were stood bravely, ready to fight 
back. Before they could do anything more, the Darkside started to 
vibrate throughout its shadowy limbs. Its eyes shined like an 
overcharged beacon. Maybe it could not handle the damage from 
Donald's attacks. 


PWWWSH! The Darkside's body burst, disintegrating into blotches of 
dark energy. Donald Duck and Jasmine retreated to the Carpet. They 
swiftly flew over the remains of the giant. Shades of black and purple 
matter spread voraciously, consuming the arena and the stadium. 
Everything disappeared under its darkness. It was no longer safe to 
be there. 


The Carpet carried Donald Duck and Jasmine out of the floating 
stadium, humming until it stopped abruptly. 


FW-SHOOOM! 


The explosive power of the darkness rang the sky. Donald and 
Jasmine gawked down below at the stadium, engulfed in a massive 
orb of swirling darkness. It was like a hideous, black planet, burning 
with gas and light. 


"Oh boy. I'm glad we got out of there." Donald let out a heavy sigh. 
He swiped the sweaty feathers over his eyes. 


"| don't think Pete's realizes what he's gotten into. We can't let him 
get away," remarked Jasmine. She tugged the Carpet by its fuzzy 
fabric. It bolted ahead, chasing the pirate ship through the distant 
clouds. Their plan was to get more information while they had their 
enemy in sight. Jasmine's heart ached for Queen Minnie, petrified 
and imprisoned by Pete and the Heartless. As for Donald, he only 
wanted to teach Pete a lesson with a good pounding. He trusted 
King Mickey, a noble and brave hero, would be fine, wherever he 
landed. They would find each other. Eventually. Hopefully. 


"Holy Shiitake Mushrooms!" Mushu was flabbergasted by the series 
of events he witnessed from the mirror. After the darkness 
conquered the stadium, the footage was then lost. He and Mulan 
stared blankly into their reflection. They were not not sure if Donald 
Duck and Jasmine had escaped in time. 


"This is terrible. The King was attacked. And the Queen was 
kidnapped," recapped Mulan. 


"Why do the Heartless and the oversized dumpling have to ruina 
good day? Now it's a disaster!" rambled Mushu. 


"Based on the sunlight from the stadium, the cannon launched the 
King in the East. If we hurry, we might be able to find him. He'll know 
how to fight the Heartless threat." 


"Great plan! But uhm... where do we start lookin’? We can't use the 
mirror. It only shows us a place we already know about." Mushu was 
right. Mulan did not want to waste time and resources scouring in the 
wrong places. She took a deep breath and came to her knees. With 
a humble nod, she began praying to her ancestors. 


"Please. Guide us to King Mickey. Guide us like you guided Mushu 
to me," Mulan spoke softly. Mushu rolled his eyes. When it come to 
speaking to the other guardian spirits of the Fa family, he could 
never please them. 


A streaming breeze whirled through the window. It carried the wispy 
trail of the burning candles around the ancestral shrine. An azure 
aura brimmed from the tombstones, from which Mulan's pale 
ancestors emerged. 


"Fa Mulan,” begun the elder spirit with a ghostly white hair. "A new 
kind of darkness has surfaced. It seeks to leave its own realm and 
conquer the worlds of light." 

"We know. We saw the whole showdown. It's crazy!" blurted Mushu. 


"King Mickey is lost somewhere. He needs help," said Mulan 
urgently. 


"And so you two shall aid him. Others will join you. Others will try to 
stop you," cautioned the elder spirit. 


"Soooo, you gotta tip on where we gotta look?" asked Mushu. 

The elder spirit gave only a quick glare at the puny dragon. 

"Fa Mulan. Travel North with your... guardian to the Bamboo Forest, 
at the edge of the Eastern mountains. There you will find the King 


with the key. Be safe. Be wise. And fight with honor." 


"| will. Thank you," Mulan bowed respectfully. Mushu nudged his 
head and rolled his eyes. The elder spirit and the ancestors receded 


into their tombstones. Mulan sprung up and told Mushu to wait 
outside her home. She went straight to her family to tell them that 
she would be leaving on an urgent mission. As they shared an 
endearing hug, Mulan assured that she will return as soon as she 
can. Wearing her family sword in its scabbard by its strap, Mulan 
signaled Mushu to followed her into the stable. 


"All right! It's Mushu and Mulan! Out again in the battlefield! Family 
honor for the win!" cheered Mushu from the wooden windowsill. 
Mulan latched her saddle and other supplies onto her reliable horse, 
Khan. She then pulled herself over his back and flapped the reins. 
Mushu leaped and perched on her shoulder. 


"First it was saving the Emperor. Now we're saving the King! Let's do 
this!" Mushu shared great enthusiasm for the adventure ahead. 
Mulan appreciated his company. He lent a helping hand when it 
came to combat and morale. She loved her family and her village 
dearly. It was her goal to seek the King and stop the Heartless 
hordes from spreading to the Eastern mountains. It was more than 
just a matter of honor on the line. She knew from stories that the 
Heartless were more vicious and merciless than the Huns. There 
was no time to lose. 


The Clouds 
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Carpet swiftly followed the trail of the flying pirate ship. With the use 
of a heating spell, Donald Duck was able to keep him and Princess 
Jasmine from freezing in the sky. While he was eager to fight Pete 
and his Heartless minions, Jasmine nervously gripped the stiff 
seams of the Carpet. She could not shake off the memories of the 
screaming fans. The dark energy that had consumed the stadium 
would not stop there. She had experience with sinister magic and its 
evil users. Without King Mickey to lead them both, it was up to her 
and Donald to stop the Heartless from reaching other lands. 


"We're getting closer!" squawked Donald. He tugged the Carpet, 
gaining on the pirate ship. Jasmine looked ahead, steadying herself 
against the sudden changes in the wind. 


FWWW-SHOOOOOOM! 


A glowing streak of red shot across the sky. It passed Donald and 
Jasmine. It seemed to share the same interest in catching up to the 
pirate ship but with much greater speed. 


"What was that?!" cried Donald. Carpet drifted to the side, giving 
Donald and Jasmine another angle to view the unidentified flying 
object. It buzzed around the pirate ship like a bulbous, red beetle. 
Thunderous cannons filled the sky, aiming to rid itself of the pesky 
nuisance. Fortunately for Donald and Jasmine, this halted the ship, 
allowing Carpet to get closer and lurk underneath it. 


The cantankerous captain of the flying pirate ship burst through the 
upper deck doors. He had been deeply disturbed during his 


afternoon nap. 


"MR. SMEEEEE!" yelled Captain Hook. His tense shoulders barely 
contained his desire to throw a tantrum. He waited for his pudgy first 
mate to stand before him and salute. 


"Aye Cap'n?" 
"What be making this blasted racket?!" 
"We're trying to knock down the bogey, Cap'n.” 


"Why are you wasting me precious cannons on that silly carpet?" 
asked Captain Hook. "Send the Heartless after them if we must!" 


"It's not them, Cap'n. Look!" Mr. Smee pointed to the red object, 
flying overhead. It then swerved, cast a harsh glare with its smooth, 
metal surface. 


"Clear the skies! Fire the cannons!" barked Captain Hook. 


"But you just said-" Mr. Smee could not finish his bumbling remark. 
Captain Hook had snatched him up to his beak-like nose. 


"Blast the red bug and bring the pilot to me," instructed Captain Hook 
before inhaling, "UNDERSTAAAAAND!" 


"Uh-huh! | mean-aye aye, Cap'n!" Mr. Smee stuttered, spewing a 
series of non-intelligent sounds. He finally managed to pass on the 
command to the Heartless, scattered over the ship. They assumed 
their roles, loaded up the cannons and adjusted the line of fire. 
Despite their terrible aim, Captain Hook found some pleasure in 
watching the red object dodging his cannon fire. 


Meanwhile, Carpet snuck to the stern of the ship. Donald knocked off 
the flightless Heartless fiends on guard while Jasmine was the first to 
set foot onboard. Donald joined her while the Carpet dropped to the 
wooden floor. It lifted its back, as if exhausted from the flight. 


"You've earned yourself a good rest," praised Jasmine. She covered 
Donald from behind while he moved forward, waving his staff 
cautiously. Upon hearing cackling from the main deck, Jasmine 
pulled Donald behind two large barrels. They peeked through the 
thin gap and spotted Captain Hook and Mr. Smee. Both were 
infamous pirates that were often thwarted by the spunky leader of 
the Lost Boys, Peter Pan. Jasmine knew she and Donald could not 
face every single foe on the ship. She wanted to stay quiet and 
eavesdrop for any information on Queen Minnie's location. Donald 
wished to face Pete one last time and settle the score. 


"It won't be long now." Captain Hook grinned as he twisted his wiry 
mustache. "We rule the skies now, Smee. | think a part of me will 
almost miss that wretched boy." 


"Peter Pan? It has been a while since we last dealt with him. | 
wonder whatever happened to him," said Mr. Smee. 


"|, the clever Captain James Hook, tricked that red-headed brat into 
believing his beloved Tinker Bell was taken hostage at a faraway 
castle." 


"But she's with us. She's keeping this ship afloat." 


"Aye. Peter Pan is a foolish lad. The owner of that castle is a vicious 
beast who despises ‘uninvited guests'." 


"Do you think this beast will finish Peter Pan for good?" 


"| pray so. If not, the beast will keep the boy busy. Either way, it will 
work for our greater plan," boasted Captain Hook. 


"What plan is that, Cap'n?" Mr. Smee gazed upon his marvelous 
leader. He longed to learn what schemes Captain Hook was 
concocting. Donald Duck and Jasmine were also keen on learning 
anything about his villainous affairs. Much to all of their 
disappointment, Captain Hook gave a haughty laugh. 


"Nevermind that. Tis Captain's work. Make sure the Heartless hit 
that- 


BZZZ1-BZZ2T | 


Neon green blasts pelted the side of the ship. Captain Hook let out a 
yelp while Mr. Smee tumbled and lost his balance. Donald Duck and 
Jasmine shrieked. Their cover was blown as the barrels were 
destroyed. Behind the plumes of smoke, they made a hasty retreat 
towards the mid-level stairway. Donald turned for a moment and 
caught a close view of the flying object. It was a scarlet space 
cruiser, equipped with plasma pistols and a blue cockpit. It rocketed 
far ahead, rotated its pistols, and attacked once again. This time, its 
green blasts struck the main deck, near the main mast. 


"SMEEEE! What's taking us so long?!" shouted Captain Hook. 


"We'll bring it down, Cap'n!" assured Mr. Smee. Distressed, He 
scurried to the antsy Heartless, who hissed him away. The panels to 
the mid-level cabin slid open. Pete emerged and slammed his feet 
on the main deck. 


"Does a certain captain need help defending his ship?" mocked 
Pete. 


"Shut your yap, you hooligan!" snapped Captain Hook. "We've got a 
red devil in the sky." 


"A red devil?" Pete followed the sounds of the space cruiser, evading 
the cannon fire. 


"Unless you've got another Heartless, hiding under your trousers, | 
suggest ye stay out of the way!" warned Captain Hook. 


"| don't hand them out like free samples, Hooky. Why not let me use 
that 'ol Anchor Whip you got in the front?" Pete did not wait for an 
answer. Captain Hook hollered but Pete heaved the handles of the 
massive cannon-like device, holding the anchor. It was supposed to 


be used to bring the ship down for landing. Pete kept his beady eyes 
on his target. He rubbed his thumbs on the trigger. He squinted and 
watched how the red spaceship moved away from the cannons. 


CLICK! The anchor was launched and smacked into the hood of the 
red spaceship. In doing so, its drastic weight tossed the flying pirate 
ship on its port side. Everyone except Pete flung off their feet. 
Jasmine nearly toppled off the edge but Donald caught her wrist and 
pulled her back. The other Heartless bumped into each other and 
collided over Mr. Smee. Captain Hook held onto the starboard railing 
with his hook and climbed his way over to Pete's position at the front. 
He was ready to shout down his eardrums. Before he could begin to 
raise his voice, Captain Hook watched the red spaceship drop past 
the clouds in a trail of smoke. Pete grumbled as he reeled in the 
anchor back on board. 


"There! Be grateful we're on the same team. Hehe!" said Pete. 


"You could have flipped the entire ship, you fool!" scolded Captain 
Hook. 


"And you could have lost your whole ship. Now what's a captain 
without a ship, hmmm?" Pete smirked as Captain Hook growled and 
glared. If it was not for Pete's weight, the pirate would have hurled 
him out to the clouds. Before he could respond with a snarky retort, 
Mr. Smee cried out to him. 


"Cap'n! We got stowaways!" 


Both Captain Hook and Pete swung their faces around. They first 
looked at Mr. Smee wagging his pointed finger and then turned 
towards the two intruders of the Jolly Roger. Jasmine and Donald 
Duck sprinted fast, losing their breath. 


"Grrrr! Get'em boys!" Pete signaled the Heartless to follow his 
command but Captain Hook swung his hook against his chubby 
chest. 


"My ship, my authority! Get'em boys !" shouted Captain Hook ina 
shrill voice. The Shadows, the Sword Pirates, and the Air Pirates 
gathered on the main deck and chased Jasmine and Donald to the 
farthest point of the stern. Jasmine pleaded to the Carpet to take 
them out of the ship. It hovered and held her and Donald as it 
bounded upward. The screeching Shadows and the slashing Sword 
Pirates lost their prey. As for the three Air Pirates, they were still 
chasing their prey. 


The Carpet had not fully regained its strength and flew weakly. 
Donald tried to hit the swarming Air Pirates, swooping and dodging 
his magic attacks. Jasmine gripped onto the Carpet and glimpsed at 
the distant red blur, plummeting like a meteor. The view of vast forest 
lands grew with their imminent impact. 


One daring Air Pirate narrowed its sharp wings and dived down 
quickly. It snatched Jasmine by her shoulders. She screamed, 
alerting Donald to help her. 


"Get away!" shrieked Donald, blasting the Air Pirate with a Fire spell. 
Jasmine was released into the air where she fell several feet away 
from the Carpet. Donald furiously yanked the Carpet to steer over to 
her. One hand pulled its tassel while the other stuck out his staff to 
reach Jasmine's hand. The chirping of wild birds grew louder, 
creeping into their ears. Time was running out. 


Carpet exerted a spurt of energy, enough to pick up Jasmine and 
glide straight into the forest. Its body tried to shield her and Donald 
from hitting the thick branches and prickly twigs. 


THUD... THUD... WHAM! 


Jasmine and Donald Duck tumbled onto the ground, ridden with dirt 
and dead leaves. While the princess clenched her teeth from her 
bruised shoulder, the feathered mage stepped back to his webbed 
feet. 


"Take THIS!" Donald cast a Thunder spell, shooting strings of 
electricity at the three Air Pirates. They burst into specks of darkness 
and disappeared. Donald hurried over to Jasmine and cast a Cure 
spell on her. Donald succumbed to his trembling knees and plopped 
to the ground. 


"That was close!" exclaimed Donald, panting. 


"Are you okay, Donald? You should heal yourself," said Jasmine 
softly. 


"| used up too much magic. | have wait a while," explained Donald. 
Magic had its limits, just like physical strength. In order for Donald to 
replenish his magical power, he needed to rest and refrain from 
spellcasting for about a half hour. 


"It's too bad we couldn't save the Queen." 


Jasmine frowned. She was disappointed in herself. All she and 
Donald could do was chase a flying pirate ship just to escape so 
quickly. When a passing breeze rustled the leaves above, Jasmine 
looked up and spotted a patch of the sky through the trees. An idea 
struck. She approached a tall tree and hoisted herself up to its 
lowest branch. 


"What are you doing? Be careful!" cried Donald. Jasmine did not 
respond right away. She steadied her weight against a forked 
branch. Climbing the bony branches, Jasmine cleared the leaves 
and found a distant tail of rising smoke. 


"What do you see?" hollered Donald. Jasmine took a quick, catlike 
path back to the ground. She was beaming brightly, despite the 
smudges and tears on her royal robe. 


"That red spaceship. | Know where it is." Jasmine scooped the 
Carpet into her arms and beckoned Donald to follow her past the 
tree she just climbed. 


"Wait. Do you want to find the spaceship that almost killed us?" 
asked Donald skeptically. 


"It was trying to attack the pirate ship, not us. Besides, we won't get 
anywhere far on foot. Carpet's still too tired to fly us anywhere. We 
need his help and maybe we can help him too." 


"Well... if we are on the same side, maybe he knows more about 
what Hook and Pete are up to." 


"Exactly." 


"And maybe we can go looking for the King too!" shouted Donald in 
glee. He bounced on his flappy duck feet. 


"That's the idea. | just hope the pilot turns out to be a friend and not 
another enemy," said Jasmine. It was her only plan. They were 
stuck, traversing the forest where they had to watch out for any wild 
Heartless. Every few moments, Jasmine would take the lead, climb 
up the trees, and confirm that they were on the right path. So much 
had happened in a single day. She and Donald may have to plan for 
shelter. She knew that her sweetheart, Aladdin, would stress if he 
knew about the devastating events that had transpired. He was a 
noble and clever young man who would put himself in harm's way to 
protect her. For now, Jasmine had to take care of herself. Both 
Donald and Carpet still needed to regain their strength. She was not 
a skilled fighter but she could motivate people to persevere past their 
own doubts. As to whether she could motivate the mysterious pilot of 
the red spaceship to assist them, Jasmine had no idea what to really 
expect. 


The Forest 
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Ribbons of darkness shuffled over Mulan, passing through the 
bamboo trees. Tiny bugs chirped under the late afternoon sky. 
Ominous breezes whispered like the gentle melody of a flute. Mulan 
had been venturing through the forest for a few hours. Mushu 
exhausted himself from shouting various battle chants and napped in 
her satchel. Mulan had to rely on her memory of the mirror's vision to 
find King Mickey. No other clues had surfaced on his location. Her 
horse, Khan, could feel her frustration through his reins, pulled in all 
directions. Mulan licked her lips and considered taking another break 
by the stream she had found. She took a deep breath and eased her 
shoulders. Perhaps a meditative moment of peace would clear her 
mind. It was then that she heard a distant moan. She focused and 
listened once more. The same moan echoed from the same place. 
She swerved her horse to gallop due North. His hooves pummeled 
the dirt, alerting Mushu from his slumber. 


"Are we there yet?" mumbled Mushu. He poked his head out of the 
satchel and gazed at the bamboo abyss around him. Mulan 
scrunched her shoulders and firmly held her seat when her horse 
leaped over a steep ridge. 


"HU-WHAA!" shrieked Mushu. He stretched and cracked his 
dragon's spine. He climbed up Mulan's gi and perched on her 
shoulder. "Yo Mulan. How are we doing as Team Honor? Did we find 
anything yet?" 


"| don't know. Maybe,” replied Mulan, eyes mainly forward. 


“| don't know. Maybe.'? What does that mean? I'm about ready to 
stuff some steamed buns in these dragon jaws. Hey listen, | think we 


forgot to pack some sweet and sour sauce. Do you think-" 


The horse let out a shrill whinny. A small person, with a large head 
and equally large ears, lay in a crater, twice his size. 


"Sweet Mother of the Chinese Zodiac! It's the King!" exclaimed 
Mushu. He dropped to the ground, ripped off a splinter from a 
bamboo tree, and poked the body. It exhaled and blinked its wide 
cartoony eyes. 


"Mickey, my man. How ya feelin'?" Mushu waved his scaly claw over 
Mickey's face. 


"Mushu! You're supposed to say 'your Majesty'," corrected Mulan. 
She dismounted and approached Mickey. "Are you hurt? We're here 
to help you." 

"Huh... who are you?" asked Mickey, rubbing his aching head. 


"I'm Fa Mulan. You can just call me Mulan. This is my guardian, 
Mushu. We were sent to rescue you." 


"Rescue," repeated Mickey softly. He looked side to side, trying to 
figure out the area. Nothing but bamboo as far as he could see. 


"Yeah, don't you remember, your Majesty? You were shot out of a 
cannon," reminded Mushu. 


"Cannon... rescue," Mickey thought back to the booming blast that 
blurred his mind. A whimpering cry rang out to him. 


"MINNIE!" Mickey panicked and bolted up to his feet. 


"Minnie? Oh QUEEN Minnie. That's your honey-bunny," said Mushu. 
"| remember. She was taken by Pete and the Heartless." 


"Were you two there? What happened?" Mickey turned frantic for 
answers. 


"After you were launched, Donald Duck and Princess Jasmine 
chased the pirate ship and the stadium was swallowed by the 
darkness," recapped Mulan. "It's going to spread to other places if 
we don't stop it." 


"But do ya know where the ship went? Where did they take Minnie?" 
Mickey was antsy, practically interrogating Mulan and Mushu for her 
whereabouts. Instead, they slouched their shoulders and frowned. 


"We saw it all from a mirror that only showed us the stadium. We 
don't know anything beyond that. I'm sorry, your Majesty," said 
Mulan. 


Mickey sulked and looked away. 


"But we need your help to fight the Heartless. What can we do?" 
asked Mulan. For such a cheerful king, Mickey found it difficult to 
force a smile on his face when he had no idea if Minnie was in 
danger or not. 


"If it makes you feel better, Donald and Jasmine should be fine. They 
escaped on the carpet. They zoomed out to safety on that floating 
rug," confirmed Mushu. 


"Well... | Suppose that's good news." Mickey nodded and surveyed 
the forest again. "Do you know how to get out of here?" 


"Definitely. You can ride with us," offered Mulan. She reached out her 
hand towards Mickey. Mushu grinned and raised his thumb. He was 
eager to travel alongside someone who was both a living legend and 
a royal ruler. 


"Gosh. Thank you Mulan,” Mickey followed Mulan up to her saddle 
and sat behind her. While she guided her horse through the bamboo 
forest, Mushu started to chat with Mickey to put him in a good mood. 
He tried asking about his favorite food, favorite color, favorite fighting 
move, and how many bedrooms were in his castle. Mickey only 
mumbled short answers, much to Mushu's dismay. 


They rode down a steep hill, curving past a still pond. 


"Hold up," requested Mickey. Mulan tightened the reins and stopped 
her horse. 


"What is it? A hot springs spa?" Mushu sprung from behind Mickey's 
ears. 


"Something is watching us. It's close," explained Mickey. Mulan 
gripped the hilt of her family sword. Mushu growled and pointed his 
dragon's snout. Nothing appeared nor were there any strange 
sounds. Mickey dropped from the horse and headed to the pond. A 
heavy fog drifted from the other side. Mickey twitched his ears. He 
then summoned his Keyblade and stood on guard. 


Finally, Mulan and Mushu heard it too. 


A humming motor was near. It grew louder. A hooded figure floated 
into view. It hovered in midair like a phantom. It shined its bright blue, 
pixelated eyes. Two beams of blue shot out and scanned Mickey, 
Mulan, and Mushu. All three of them flinched. 


"King Mickey. Threat level. 9. Fa Mulan. Threat level. 7. Mushu. 
Threat level. 2." 


"Hey!" hissed Mushu. "| don't know what kind of messed-up scale 
you're using but you can't flaunt your lights and judge me. You don't 
know me or my dragon mamma." Mushu's bickering caused the 
phantom to turn its gaze with a grinding click. The front flaps of its 
cloak whipped outward. The lower half of its body was white and 
round like a pill. Mickey gasped upon catching a glimpse of its 
Heartless symbol. The phantom glowed a ghostly white while its 
symbol shined black and red. 


Suddenly, bubbly blobs of darkness emerged from the ground. They 
wiggled and took the form of a new breed of Heartless, one that 
Mickey had never seen more. There were seven of them, with a 
mechanical appearance. They ignited motor sounds on banded 


tractor tires and clasped the air with pincer-like arms. Their bug-eyed 
lens buzzed and shook. As the phantom leader flew away into the 
fog, the wheeled Heartless charged after Mickey. 


"Oh yeah baby! It's battle time! For family honor! Hi-ya!" cried 
Mushu. Mulan unsheathed her sword and ran past Mickey. She 
slashed the closest Heartless while Mushu sprung forward and spat 
fireballs at his foes. 


"We'll cover these monsters, your Majesty. Go after the phantom!" 
shouted Mulan. 


"Right." Mickey chased the robotic rogue through the bamboo forest. 
He fired a blast of white light to clear the fog. The phantom drifted 
between the trees and swerved in circles. Mickey leaped, ready to 
swing his Keyblade. Seconds before contact, the phantom phased 
out of sight. It had dashed so quickly back to where Mickey had 
jumped. He landed and came after it with another Keyblade strike. 
The phantom rocketed up to the height of the trees and zoomed 
onward. Mickey tried to run after it but it moved with greater speed. 


Thumping horse feet approached Mickey from behind. A hand swung 
in to snatch him off the ground and seat him onto a saddle. 


"Hang on." Mulan rode her horse to gallop even faster. They were 
catching up to the phantom. 


"| got this!" volunteered Mushu. He slithered up the horse's neck and 
pounced right over to the phantom's cloak. Its blinding blue lights 
whirled backwards. 


"Oh my... what lovely... eyes you have," Mushu recognized his 
failure to flatter the phantom when it raised its short arm, morphing 
into a blaster gun. 


PWWWWSH! 


Mushu was blasted away in a trail of smoke. Mulan swerved her 
horse and caught him just in time. 


"Looks like... | don't... got this. Bleh." Mushu coughed and went limp 
like an overcooked noodle. Mulan placed him into her satchel as she 
believed he earned himself another nap. 


"It's over there!" shouted Mickey. The chase continued. Mulan raced 
to the fleeing phantom towards the edge of the bamboo forest. 


"We're so close. You're doing great," said Mulan to the horse. Mickey 
raised his Keyblade, closed one eye, and prepared to aima 
projectile blast at the phantom. It twirled up and shot at the ground. A 
violent burst of smoke and dirt frightened the horse into a frenzy. 
Mickey hung on to the saddle while Mulan worked to calm it down. 
Desperate to catch the phantom, Mickey stepped off and sprinted. 
After passing through the smoke, he watched his robotic adversary 
soar towards the Western valley. Mickey cast an attack spell but to 
no avail. The blast of white light had trailed off its target and faded. 
The phantom had escaped. 


Mulan rode her horse towards Mickey, where they found themselves 
on agrassy hill, atop a dirt road. All the bamboo trees stood behind 
them. 


"Where did it go?" asked Mulan. 


"That way." Mickey pointed up West but quickly brought his hand 
down. "But it's gone now." 


"I'm sorry, your Majesty. We did everything we could," said Mulan. 


"Mulan, | want to thank you. | really appreciate you and Mushu for 
finding me out here and for handling those Heartless. You're both 
really terrific," commented Mickey. 


"Thank you. It means so much to hear you say that. If you could give 
me ten minutes to let my horse eat and rest, we can go on. That is, if 


you're okay with us traveling together." 


"Of course! | definitely like the company. It'll be a tough journey 
ahead. We gotta find that phantom. It's the only clue we got about 
what the Heartless are up to with Pete." Mickey was determined. He 
felt confident with his new allies. Sword in hand, Mulan left her horse 
and approached Mickey. He watched her step down to one knee and 
give a respectful bow. 


"What are ya doing?" 


"|, Fa Mulan, will pledge my allegiance to your Majesty, King Mickey, 
to stop the Heartless across all the lands." Mulan proceeded to stand 
back up and cross her chest with her sword 


"That's might nice of you but you can just call me Mickey. | don't 
mind. | heard you've done a great deal for your country. | should be 
bowing to you too." Mickey returned the favor with a king's bow and 
held out his gloved hand. 


"Well then. Can | call you 'Mickey, my man'?" Mushu had burst from 
the satchel and rushed to shake Mickey's hand. Mickey chuckled at 
the feisty dragon. 


"Sure thing. We're friends now." Mickey faced Mulan again. She 
gave a warm smile and shook Mickey's hand. She was proud to call 
herself an ally and a friend of the King. 


"Awwww yeah!" screeched Mushu, "Team Honor gets a new 
member! Let's take a quick snack break with the pony and ride into 
the sunset. Nothing's gonna stop us now. Watch out Heartless! 
We're coming to set your booties on FIYA!" 


Mickey and Mulan cracked up with glee. It helped Mickey to 
overcome his worrisome feelings for Minnie. He ambled beside 
Mulan and her horse to a nearby stream. While drinking its crystal 
clear water, he glanced at his gleaming reflection. His eyes seemed 
to sparkle but they only reminded him of the phantom. There was 


something about those bright blue, pixelated eyes. They were 
familiar. 


The Monsters 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter 6: The Monsters 


"Can't this piece of junk go any faster!" grumbled Randall, a five-foot 
tall, purple salamander. He thrusted one of his eight feet against the 
gas pedal. The stolen vehicle was a puny cart with a plastic roof, 
held by four flimsy poles. With two seats available, there was only 
enough room for the reptilian rogue and a highly advanced 
mechanism in the passenger's spot. Randall had used his 
camouflaging scales to infiltrate the Monster's Inc. facility and 
purloined a spare global core, a critical piece to traveling between 
worlds. It was supposed to be a smooth hiest for a solo thief. 
Everything came to ruin when two employees of Monsters Inc. had 
caught him and chased him through an active doorway, one that lead 
to a strange jungle. 


The bumpy terrain only aggravated Randall. He reached one hand to 
steady the box, holding the core, which resembled a jagged gear 
with a flat bulb. He tried to steer the cart onto the smoothest surface 
he could see under the thick canopy. The blotchy patches of sunlight 
did very little to help him. All Randall had to do was get to the 
rendezvous point and deliver the core to the man who strongly 
desired it. 


RAAAAAAAAAAR ! A spine-tingling roar echoed from behind. 
Thumping paws hounded after Randall. He pressed the pedal even 
harder. The edge of the jungle shined ahead. If the cart would keep 
its speed at constant, Randall believed he would make it. 


"Aaaaaaah-AAAAAAH!" A familiar voice cried out in an attempt to 
mimic an animal call. Someone had swung from a vine and flew past 
the trees. 


THUD ! That same person had landed on the roof. 


Growling through his crooked teeth, Randall swerved the cart into a 
sharp turn. The jumper rolled over to the passenger side of the roof. 
As he hung low and reached for the box, Randall flicked his hand 
away. It was a small green monster whose body was mostly 
comprised of a giant eyeball with bony limbs. 


"Get lost, Mike Wazowski!" hissed Randall. 


"Put a sock in it, lizard-boy!" snapped Mike. "You're not getting 
away!" He dove onto the box and reached for the folded cardboard 
lid. Randall lunged at Mike while holding the steering wheel with one 
foot. He jabbed Mike's eye and shoved him off the box. Mike gripped 
onto the edge of the cart, losing its soeed. Randall stashed the box 
onto the pedal to keep the cart moving. 


"Say hi to your polka-dotted pal for me!" shouted Randall, ready to 
peel off Mike's hands. 


KRRRRRSH ! Two furry claws dug into the back of the cart. 
Randall's shriveled heart nearly burst. 


"Sulley, you big lump! Our old friend-turned-traitor wanted to say hi to 
you!" exclaimed Mike with a jolly grin. 


Sulley was a seven-foot tall behemoth. Despite his azure fur with 
pink dots, this monster knew how to terrify any friend or foe. 


"Randall! There's nowhere else to go!" warned Sulley. Randall 
wormed to the bottom of the cart and grabbed the box. 


"That's what you think!" As Randall leaped away, he kicked back the 
cart. Mike and Sulley were caught in a screeching tailspin. The cart 
rammed into a mossy tree. Randall snickered and carried the box 
out of the jungle. 


Basking in the burning sunlight, Randall surveyed his surroundings. 
He distanced himself from the jungle's edge and moved closer to the 
center of a wide, dry terrain. Judging from the mountain peaks and 
the Southern cliff side above a large lake, Randall had arrived at the 
right spot to meet his client. He held the box overhead for shade. He 
immediately jolted out further when he heard Mike and Sulley getting 
closer. Randall had to admit that Sulley was right; there really was 
nowhere else to go. 


PWWWE ! Dark red plumes erupted in front of Mike and Sulley. They 
slipped as they cautioned themselves. Randall recognized the color 
of the smoke and fire. It curled into the hood of a cobra before 
constricting and twisting into the shape of a tall, thin man. The 
smoke cleared, revealing a sinister sorcerer in black and red. He 
wore an ornate feathered hat and held a cobra-shaped staff with 
ruby eyes. Perched on his pointed shoulder, a parrot snapped its 
beak at the two monsters. 


"This tropical weather bites, Jafar!" squawked the parrot. "The 
humidity makes me feathers feel all shaggy!" 


"Hush, lago!" commanded the sorcerer. He sneered at Mike and 
Sulley. He swung his pitch black cape as he turned to Randall. 


"You certainly like to make an entrance," snarled Randall. 
"Do you have it ?" asked Jafar with a cold, deep voice. 


"It's in here, boss." Randall gave the box to Jafar, holding it with his 
left hand. His other hand thrust his staff towards Mike and Sulley, 
behind him. 


"| see you brought... company," observed Jafar with disdain. "Are 
they from your world?" 


"What? Yeah." answered Randall. Jafar hummed to himself. He 
gestured lago to flutter to the box and open the lid. 


"This looks about right, Jafar." lago pinched the global core, 
gleaming in the sunlight. "Now can we get out of here?" 


"Patience," insisted Jafar. He inspected the core and slipped it into 
his pocket. 


"Hand it over, you creep!" jeered Mike. Jafar ignored him and tossed 
aside the box. 


"Hey!" shouted Sulley, "| don't know who you are or why Randall is 
working with you, but you need to give us back the core. It's 
dangerous!" 


"Your concern is touching but hardly necessary," replied Jafar. He 
rubbed his staff and concocted an idea. "I think I'll make good use of 
you." Mike and Sulley looked at each other. Even Randall was 
confused by his words. Mike lost his cool and ran after Jafar. He 
aimed his cobra staff, glowing bright red from the eyes. Sulley 
lunged and yanked Mike away from Jafar's line of fire. 


PZZZZZZ | The staff shot a beam of red light shot at Sulley. His roar 
was immediately cut off when his body froze. His soft fur turned to 
solid stone. Mike gasped as Sully was cursed and became a statue. 


"Sulley? SULLEY!" cried Mike, tapping Sulley. Jafar shook his staff 
and levitated Sulley over to his side. 


"What gives? What do you need him for?" asked Randall, impressed 
and threatened by Jafar's magic. 


"This beast cannot be allowed to interfere with our plans. His little 
friend is not worth the effort." Jafar flung out his cape and raised his 
staff. He summoned a stormy portal of darkness through which he 
sent the Sulley, unable to fight back or move an inch. Mike's best 
friend had disappeared. 


"Hey! What about our deal?" Randall was not about to be cheated by 
a scrawny man in lavish clothes. 


"Of course, my friend. | shall honor our bargain." Jafar struck Randall 
with black and red bolts of electricity. The eight-legged reptile 
hollered in pain and flailed. Mike was mortified. Jafar scoffed back at 
him and passed through the portal. Mike ran after him but the portal 
vanished into a shadowy wisp. 


Randall grunted and gasped, almost choking. Mike thought about 
offering help but Randall hissed with his sharp teeth. 


"What did that guy do to you?" asked Mike softly. Randall let out a 
harsh scream and sprinted off the cliff side. Mike went after him. He 
had to know what was going on with Jafar and their deal. When Mike 
tumbled to the very bottom of the rocky slope, he spotted Randall, 
retreating into the lake. It was tiring to keep up but Mike made it to 
the damp sand where he collapsed. He could feel a tremor, rippling 
the lake. About twenty feet away, a bizarre vehicle sat by the water's 
edge. It looked like a wrecked police cruiser, red on the outside with 
two blue thrusters in the back. 


SPLSHSHSHSH! 


Randall emerged from the water but he had grown enormously. His 
upper four hands were turned into webbed claws. His spine had 
sprouted spikey quills, frilling in and out. Mike looked at his 
adversary, having taken the form of a soulless sea serpent. 


"Uh... Randall?" 


ARRRRRRGH |! The mighty monster let out a thunderous scream. 
Randall dove and snatched Mike off the shore. Mike could feel his 
round body about to be squished. He cried for help. 


PWWE ! The cracked windshield burst out of the car. Randall 
followed the sound. Mike could see that the driver's seat was empty. 
A blurry, dark blue figure swiftly leaped over to Randall, pounded his 
head, and opened his claw. As soon as Mike was freed, he was 
carried while soaring over the water. He hollered until they landed, 
trailing through the wet pebbles on the shore. 


"Thanks... uhm." Mike needed to blink his single eye at his rescuer. 
It had to be another monster like him but not any kind that he had 
ever met. 


"My... name... Stitch," squeaked the little blue creature. He was 
furry, had a peculiar koala nose, and stout rabbit ears. He put out his 
paw as if to shake hands. Mike hesitated but stared into Stitch's 
huge black eyes. He seemed like a friendly fellow. 


ARRRRRRGH |! Randall returned with another roar. Mike winced but 
Stitch growled back, unafraid. 


"Meega, nala kwishta!" mocked Stitch, ready to finish the fight. 


The Vizier 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
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Stitch twitched his head, as if searching with his keen eyes. He 
darted several feet away from Mike to fetch a stone with a sharp, 
bladed edge. Snarling through his teeth, Stitch pelted Randall in 
between his eyes. He howled and slammed the surface of the lake 
with his serpentine tail. 


SPLSSSH! 


Stitch yelped and fled from the violent wave. Mike had no idea how 
to help his new comrade. He looked back at Randall and noticed a 
red gash in between his eyes, where he had been hit. 


"Naga-naga. Weechiba!" squeaked Stitch, waving his little arms at 
Mike. 


"What? What are you saying?" asked Mike, clueless and hesitant. 


Stitch pointed to the water, then to him, and shook his face like a 
fussy child. 


"You don't like the water...?" 


"lL... can't-AAAH!" Stitch sprung away and pulled Mike along with 
him. Randall had lunged with his vicious jaw. It snapped shut without 
a victim. 


Mike was released and tumbled back onto the shore. Randall 
straightened his body, growing his thorny spines and his webbed 
claws. His once lavender scales turned ugly, dark purple. His old 
rival had succumbed to something wretched. Something toxic. 


"I'm open to any ideas, buddy!" cried Mike. "As long as | can... 
well..understand them." 


"Chikama... Orcachta!" exclaimed Stitch. Whirling past Mike, Stitch 
headed to his space cruiser. Mike thought that he had something, 
maybe a weapon, they could use to finish off Randall. Unfortunately 
for them, the lakeside dweller was already onto them. 


Randall opened his acidic mouth where bright purple sparks lit his 
throat. 


"Look out!" shouted Mike. Stitch twitched his ear. He buried his feet 
into a fortified stance and opened his arms. He barked at Randall, 
curling his back like a disturbed dragon. 


PWWWWWWSH! 


Wild violet flames spewed from Randall. Stitch was wide open to feel 
the direct attack. 


"Nooo!" Mike raised his arm and cringed. What could he do except 
scream for help? It would have been different if he was working with 
his best friend, Sulley. He was the beastly brawn of their once 
dynamic duo. Mike knew how to encourage Sulley and strategize his 
strengths. On his own, he could only write detailed reports on 
monster physiology and entertain children. How could any of those 
skills help him in this kind of fight? 


Instead of panicking, Mike waited to see what became of Stitch. He 
was afraid to move if a single step on a slippery stone would alert 
Randall. The violet flames subsided, revealing Mike's resilient ally. 


In his claws, Stitch held a kind of molten clump of violet energy. Mike 
was bewildered. Who was this monster? What was he? 


Stitch reached back and hurled the glowing clump back into 
Randall's mouth. Randall gagged and flailed, causing violent waves 
to splash. Mike scurried over to Stitch. They both watched Randall 


dive headfirst into the water. His tail whipped madly. He was still full 
of rage but at least Mike and Stitch had a moment to rethink their 
plan. 


"You're a tough guy, arenchya?" asked Mike. Stitch shrugged off the 
water from his fur before smiling back at him. 


"Wikima! Laliga!" Stitch made a hasty crawl over to his space cruiser. 
Mike hurried behind him. Stitch had hopped into the pilot's seat 
where his claws flew from different levers, meters, knobs, and 
buttons. Mike's single eye could not keep up. He gasped when the 
cracked monitor turned on. On the top right corner, the gun-shaped 
icon flickered, surrounded with bizarre symbols. Stitch squealed with 
joy and grabbed what appeared to be a joystick with a red trigger. He 
tugged it loose and slammed it forward. The gun-shaped icon went 
dim, causing Stitch to growl in frustration. 


"It's broken," said Mike in a grave tone. He glanced up at the foamy 
surface of the lake. Randall had returned. 


"I'll buy you some time, pal. You get to fixin' whatever gizmo you got 
in there." Mike hopped out of the space cruiser and abruptly 
stopped. He had an idea. 


"If you can understand me, hit him in the spine. That should keep 
him from getting back up." Mike ran as fast as he could, watching his 
step on the shore. He kept to the dryer edge to move faster. Stitch 
watched the talkative green eyeball yell and wave his arms to 
distract Randall. The blue alien understood everything Mike had 
said. He went back to fixing the wires and the control pad. 


Besides camouflage, Mike knew that Randall's greatest strength was 
his flexible body. He could slither, crawl through tight areas, and 
move evasively out of sight. So far, Stitch had tried to hit the head, 
which only enraged Randall. Mike also knew that Randall hated his 
sense of humor. With those two points in mind, Mike finally found a 
way to aid Stitch in their battle. 


"Wakey-wakey, Lizard-Lakey! I'm over here!" taunted Mike. He 
danced and jeered at Randall, who focused all of his beastly 
attention on him. Randall swam and lIurked in the deep center of the 
lake. He pursued Mike and came at him with another bite. Mike 
jumped several feet away and spat his tongue at him. 


"You getting pretty big, Randy. Did you gain weight? Buddy. You 
gotta lay off the cupcakes." Mike bore an obnoxious smile. Randall 
roared and curled his back. Those same purple sparks arose from 
the back of his throat. Mike was losing stamina and caught his foot 
on some muddy sand. He tripped and gaped at the fiery blast, 
crackling and growing. 


BZZZZZZZZZT ! Amassive glowing bullet of neon green light was 
shot from the wrecked space cruiser. Randall screeched and wailed. 
His scales were burned to a crisp. The neon green substance rapidly 
spread up and down his spine. In an act of desperation, Randall 
flung his head over at the space cruiser. He slammed his skull onto 
the nose cap, catapulting a tiny blue blur into the air. Mike squinted, 
trying his best to watch where Stitch would fall, under the sunlight. 


SPLSH! Stitch had taken a deep dive into the water. He squealed in 
gibberish but even Mike knew that it was a cry for help. Without 
hesitation, Mike jumped into the shallow waters and swam as fast as 
he could. He followed the sound of Stitch, slapping the surface which 
quickly became bubbly babble. He reached down and grabbed 
Stitch's claw, just inches before sinking to the bottom. Mike brought 
him up where he gasped for air. They turned to Randall who was 
cloaked in violet light and smoke. His burning breath attack was 
about to be unleashed. Mike pulled Stitch back underwater for cover. 


PWSHSHSHSH! Ka-BOOOM! Plumes of violet light rose above the 
trees. Mike and Stitch resurfaced. They eventually made back to the 
shore where Mike collapsed on the dry grass and dirt. Beyond 
exhausted, Mike could not pick himself up. Thankfully, Stitch was 
happy to help. Mike tried to rest while he was carried back to the 
space cruiser. Stitch waited for Mike to stand on his own. He held 


onto the smooth rim of the cruiser and looked at Stitch, calm and 
friendly. 


"Th... th... thank you. Friend." 


"Uhm... you're welcome. You said you're Stitch, right? I'm Mike. Mike 
Wazowski." Mike gave a weak chuckle. 


"Waloga... namachi... uh... WAZOWSKI!" exclaimed Stitch, clapping 
his claws. 


"There you go. Haha... eh," said Mike. He looked back to the lake 
one last time. Randall was nowhere to be seen. As much as he 
disliked his office rival, Mike never would have wished for such a 
terrible fate. It had to do with whatever that man named Jafar did to 
him. It was the same man who had kidnapped Sulley and took the 
global core. Before Mike could leave through the doorway that led to 
his home, Monstropolis, he had to rescue his best friend, wherever 
he was. 


"Jim-Jim!" Stitch spoke into a kind of device with a speaker, attached 
to a curly cord. 


"What?" asked Mike, pulling himself into the frame of the pilot's seat. 


"Jim-Jim!" repeated Stitch. Only scratchy noises from static to 
humming were present from the speaker. Stitch groaned as he 
bumped his head onto the monitor and pulled his eyelids. 


"Hey... Stitch." When Mike spoke, Stitch did not respond. He dug 
through the debris with a determined drive. "I-uh... | need your help." 


Stitch's left ear propped up and twitched from side to side. Maybe he 
was listening after all. 


"That weird guy with the staff... he took my friend. You know... the 
bigger blue furball. His name is Sulley. | need to find out where he is 
and bring him home with me. | know you've got your own 


problems... but... | don't know what else to do. | don't know anyone 
that'll help me. I... | won't leave without Sulley. He's... like family to 
me." 


Stitch bolted upward. He climbed out of his seat and stared into 
Mike's single eye. 


"You... lost... family ?" asked Stitch. His squeaky voice turned 
melancholy. Stitch unclipped what had to be something akin to a 
glove compartment. He retrieved a hand-made doll, sagging on its 
huge head. It had a pink bow tied to a tuft of hay and a stitched 
smile. 


"|... lost... family ." Stitch embraced the doll and placed it back into 
the clipped compartment. 


"Ohana" muttered Stitch. 


"Ohana?" responded Mike. He thought it was either the name of the 
person he lost or the name of the doll. 


"Ohana... means... family. Family... means... no one... gets left 
behind... or forgotten," said Stitch sweetly. Mike would have cried if it 
was not for a timely cough. 


"So... will you help me find Sully? My family?" checked Mike. 


"EH!" Stitch nodded and grinned. Mike was invited to squeeze 
beside him. Stitch twisted a few levers and raised one red meter to 
the middle. Stitch pinched two wires together, snapping a tiny burst 
of electricity. The beeping noise went off. Mike turned to a flashing 
symbol, made of three concentric circles. It started from the smallest 
to the largest and looped in the same cycle. 


"Jim-Jim!" Stitch pulled out a scarlet, square-shaped remote with two 
tiny antennas. On the bottom, there was an outlet, through which it 
was charging from the ship. The panels opened from the center, 
revealing a green screen with a glowing grid. 


"Is that a map?" asked Mike. 


"EH!" replied Stitch. He leaped out of the space cruiser, opposite of 
where Mike was standing. Mike followed him where Stitch brought 
his tracker. Stitch sniffed Mike and studied the screen once more. He 
pressed a button which maximized the map and revealed a glowing 
red dot. 


"Ichiba!" Stitch swallowed the remote whole and charged due West, 
back into the jungle. 


"Uhm... are you sure that was the best idea?" Mike was did not 
understand why Stitch, who seemed resourceful and smart, would 
eat their only chance at finding Sulley. Regardless, Mike trusted that 
Stitch Knew what he was doing and ran after him. They ran past 
large shady leaves and jumped over thick roots. Mike was spooked 
by the shadowy leaves, rustling like the harsh whispers of a 
nefarious plot. However, as long as he stayed close with Stitch, he 
managed to stay brave. 


Stitch froze and put his claw out, cuing Mike to stay still. Someone 
else other than the two of them was present. Present and speaking. 


Mike and Stitch were cloaked behind the long, banana leaves. Mike 
crept deeper through the thick bush. He peered through gap of green 
stems and spotted someone tall and dark. 


"Jafar," gasped Mike. He scowled and eavesdropped on Jafar's 
conversation with his irritated bird. 


"Why don't we just turn them all to statues?! We'll decorate them all 
over the lawn like victory trophies. Ah? Aaaah?" 


"BECAUSE lago... that would require a laborious effort across the 
kingdom. We would not want to bring the heroes all together. We 
mustn't alert them. Once they learn of their fate, it will be too late." 
Jafar flaunted his bony hand. He conjured a transparent veil with a 
crimson shimmer. 


"Greetings," began Jafar. 


"To what honor do | owe the former vizier of Agrabah?" It was a 
woman's voice. Elegant and clever. 


"| have acquired it." Jafar reached into his pocket. His shoulder 
dipped and rose back up. Mike could not see what he was giving but 
it had to be the global core that Randall stole for him. Jafar stuck his 
hand into the veil and pulled it back. 


"Excellent. | trust that you've rewarded your accomplice.” 


"That | did. Shame to say... he was not strong enough to wield the 
darkness. He would have been a wonderful asset." 


"The Heartless will suffice for now," said the woman harshly. 


"| understand that you've recruited others to our side. Shall | proceed 
to check on them?" asked Jafar. 


"No. Instead, why don't you find Princess Jasmine? Pete has spotted 
her traveling with the King's mage. 


"That oaf couldn't capture a girl, protected only by a feathered fool?" 
scoffed Jafar. 


"Hey!" squawked lago. 

"Not you," snapped Jafar. 

"Then surely it should be simple for you. As simple as it is for a street 
rat to outsmart the vizier." The woman snickered. Jafar growled, 


digging his staff into the dirt. 


"Very well," answered Jafar through his clenching teeth. The veil 
vanished. lago flew from Jafar's shoulder and fluttered around the 
forest. 


"Lemme just stretch my feathers and we can-" lago spotted an odd 
shade of bright green. 


"Jafar! It's the eyeball creep!" lago swooped back to Jafar, who 
turned with his flapping cape. He found Mike and fired a blast of 
magic from his staff. Mike dodged just in time but he approached the 
vizier from the jungle leaves. 


"Where's my friend?" demanded Mike, shaking his fists down low. 


"The fuzzy one? I've relocated him to a more... cozy district. He 
won't escape. BUT" Jafar raised his staff. "You can join him if you 
like." Jafar cast the petrification spell but Stitch swooped in and 
saved Mike. 


"Yikes! It's the alien. Get'em Jafar!" cried lago into his ear. 


"DON'T TELL ME WHAT TO DO!" howled Jafar. He fired a barrage 
of blasts at Stitch, expertly avoiding each one. He ducked, bounced, 
hopped, and flipped in the air with ease. 


“Enough of this!" Jafar swung his staff, summoning a wave of 
Heartless minions behind him. 


"Come on, Stitch! We can take'em! We got-WHAAAA!" Mike was 
swung from under his feet and carried off once again. He looked 
down at Stitch, whom lago had called an alien. That would explain 
his strange language and his advanced technology in his space 
cruiser. 


"After them!" commanded Jafar. The Heartless horde consisted of 
Shadows and Bandits, two-legged creatures with desert attire and 
scimitars. They charged at Mike and Stitch who retreated deeper into 
the jungle. 


"Geez! They're all over the place!" whined lago. 


"The rats will always have their holes to hide in. We need not 
submerse ourselves. Soon, this kingdom will be ours. It'll be... a 
whole new world." Jafar cackled. His wicked voice startled the birds 
and the bugs in the jungle. lago crossed his wings and rolled his 
eyes. 


"Now then, let's go find Princess Jasmine," announced Jafar. "She 
must be exhausted from her travels." 


The Swarm 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter 8: The Swarm 


Time seemed to be excuse itself from Merida's world. She cared not 
for the hours that passed while traveling with Jack Skellington. He 
had entertained her with thrilling tales of his time as the master of 
nightmares in Halloween Town from mixing putrid potions to planning 
the choreography for a cadaver recital. 


Once they entered an evergreen forest, Jack twirled out of sheer joy. 
He was reminded of a most marvelous night, when he flew around 
the world and delivered ghoulish presents to children. While his 
stories were almost hard to believe, Merida enjoyed the vivid 
imagery. 


Jack curiously and impulsively changed the subject to Merida's 
homeland. She could see the eagerness on his face. And so, she 
told him about the grassy hills of Dunbroch. She rambled about her 
culture as best as she could describe it. From haggis to bagpipes, 
from kilts to castles of stone, Jack was deeply fascinated. He 
expressed his ardent desire to dress in a tartan outfit and reenact 
sword fights as an actor. Merida hinted that her family would rather 
have her invite a wild bear than a skeleton who could talk. Jack 
insisted however that he could charm any person, alive or dead. 
Merida snickered and accepted his challenge. 


Together, Merida and Jack discovered an abandoned school. An 
omnious wind howled through the shattered windows. The will-o'-the- 
wisps gathered at the entrance trail and disappeared. Merida 
reached for her bow and tried to listen for any Suspicious sounds. 


"Eureka! The Heartless door must be close," exclaimed Jack, raising 
an emphatic finger. 


"Does yer book mention anything important? Let's have a look," said 
Merida. Jack pulled out the book from his rib cage and gave it to her. 
She flipped through the pages and discovered several drawings of 
yellow-eyed monsters. Most of them bore the Heartless symbol on 
their body. She likened them to cursed animals, demonic soldiers, or 
possessed household items. As for finding an answer for their 
current predicament, Merida did not Know where to start. 


She flicked her chin upward when she heard the patter of feet and 
claws from the school. Merida and Jack exchanged suspicious looks. 
They both heard the same sounds. Merida placed the book into her 
satchel and nodded to Jack. When he nodded back, they both 
walked together and headed to the school. 


They approached the crooked front doors. Merida pulled them apart, 
causing them to scrape the concrete step. She stopped, hoping not 
to cause too much noise. Instead, she slipped through the gap and 
Jack followed her. Crumbled paper and dead leaves littered the 
hallway. 


Because Jack was much too tall, he had to lower his head and fold 
his limbs. Merida led the way, creeping past the rusty lockers. She 
looked to Jack and jerked her head towards the first classroom on 
his left. She checked each room on her right. Desks and chairs were 
either smashed, flipped over, or both. As they reached the middle of 
the hallway, a powerful stench seized Merida nostrils. 


"Oy!" Merida tried to hold in her disgust. 


"What is that odd aroma?" Jack sniffed. "It would make fora 
wonderful soup.” 


"It smells like a heap of horse pies." Merida coughed into her arm. 


"It has got to be in this cafeteria." Jack peered into the large room 
ahead and nodded. 


"A what?" 


"Where teachers and students gather to dine or socialize," explained 
Jack. 


"Ah. We just call that an eatin’ room." Merida shrugged. She turned 
around and inhaled as much clean air as she could. She then 
followed Jack into the cafeteria. It had a filthy white floor, covered in 
discarded food and wrapping. Jack followed the smell and stretched 
his arm into the kitchen corner. 


"Aha!" said Jack. Merida heard a metal clatter. 
"Be careful, Jack!" 


"| found the pot with the rotten food. | closed it to make it better for 
you." 


"Thanks. But if the doorway is supposed to be 'ere, then where 
exactly do we need to go?" Merida wandered the spacious cafeteria. 
Jack snooped behind the counter and explored every nook and 
cranny. He rose to look inside the kitchen cupboards. Only cobwebs 
or cans with faded labels. 


The setting sun cast its light through the dusty window panes, near 
the ceiling. Merida shielded her eyes. She could not see her shadow 
grow tall behind her. It turned thin and long. The head and hair split 
into two zig-zaggy antennas. It peeled its own body off the floor. The 
slender shadow came to life and silently approached Merida. Its arm 
curled back, ready to swing its claws. 


"Behind you!" warned Jack. Merida gasped. There was no time to 
think. She flashed her sword and swung in a full, spinning circle. The 
shadow had dipped back to the floor. Flatter than paper, it dashed to 
another open spot of the cafeteria. Merida watched it rise to its feet. 
Other shadowy creatures emerged from underneath the tables and 
joined its comrade. 


"Looks like we've got a whole batch of beasties to fight, Jack." 
Merida gripped the hilt of her sword and studied the movements of 


all the swarming Heartless. 


Jack let out a sinister scream, scaring the Heartless away from 
Merida. This proved to be tactical, giving Jack time to leap over to 
his royal ally. He crouched low, ready to pounce with a skeleton 
man's strike. 


"En garde, your highness!" cried Jack. He stood back to back with 
Merida. They focused their attention on the returning shadows. 
Merida recalled these forms of Heartless from Jack's book; they 
were Neoshadows, highly evolved forms of the imps that attacked 
her castle. She had to keep calm and aim true. 


Both Merida and Jack lunged towards their own half of monsters to 
slay. Merida swung her sword at the closest Neoshadow while Jack 
came at them with jabs and dancing kicks. Merida growled every 
time she missed. She countered one attack but the Neoshadows 
would flatten themselves and retreat. Merida's blade could barely 
leave a scratch if they were beneath her. She knew she had to hit 
them while they were standing or in midair. Behind her frazzled 
clump of red hair, a Neoshadow jumped and spun its whole body, 
Slamming into Merida. She fumbled to her knees and dropped her 
sword. She fiercely turned back to face her foe with an arrow in her 
bow. 


TWING ! It flew sharp and straight but the Neoshadow ducked and 
slithered back on the floor. Merida stomped her foot and groaned. 
Meanwhile, Jack could reach the Neoshadows but they clung onto 
him and pulled him down. He tried to slam them into each other but 
the damage was minimal. They shook their bodies and surrounded 
him yet again. 


"| can't reach'em!" exclaimed Merida. 


"Perhaps we should switch up our style. It takes two to tango after 
all," said Jack with a smirk. 


"What do ye have in mind, Jack?" 


"Have you got enough arrows for each one?" 
"Aye!" confirmed Merida. 


"Then it's all up to your aim. Here!" Jack used his long arm to snag 
the single antennae of one Neoshadow and tossed it like a dirty rag. 
Merida watched it squirm in midair. A cocky grin took over. She fired 
an arrow into its head. Once it fell, it faded like smoke. Jack let out a 
hearty laugh and snatched for another enemy. He and Merida 
repeated this pattern, slaying each Neoshadow. Only one remained. 
Merida retrieved her sword, climbed to the top of the table and 
slashed the Neoshadow before it could touch the floor. 


As a friendly gesture, Jack raised his thumb to Merida who heaved 
deeply and laughed. Together, they exited the school through its 
back doors and stumbled upon a desolate playground. 


A disturbing kind of solace took residence in a small plastic replica of 
a castle. Jack guessed it was some kind of playhouse for children. 
Merida went over to the dangling swings and then walked under the 
brittle, climbing bars. The slides lost their color; its paint had already 
begun to peel. She searched for anything beyond the playground. 
Nothing but dead grass. 


Merida spotted what looked like a hooded child, sitting on a giant 
play wheel. It was a kind of meager carousel for spinning on its flat 
side. 


"Hey!" Merida called out to the child. There was no response. 


"What is it, Merida?" asked Jack. He watched Merida, rushing to the 
child who had lowered his head. She swung around him and knelt to 
see his face. She gasped. The child lopped over its limp body. It was 
not a person but a doll with a painted face. 


Suddenly, gears were grinding tightly. Merida was unsure of what it 
was supposed to be but it came from the center of the wheel. Jack 
hurried and yanked Merida away. 


FW-SHING ! By means of a spring trap, the giant wheel snapped in 
half, crushing the metal handles and the doll. 


"| recognize this kind of machinery," revealed Jack, coldly. Merida 
picked herself up. She did not understand Jack's comment. 


BWWSH! The back doors of the school burst wide open. A 
gargantuan burlap sack waddled outside. Its four corners were 
pinched and stretched into arms and legs. Somehow, it possessed a 
fifth corner with a three black spots; two for glaring eyes and one for 
a large mouth. 


"So here | find you! The Pumpkin King himself! And some little girl. At 
least you managed to save someone ." Oogie cackled with a deep 
throaty voice. He puffed his pudgy belly and sneered. 


"How dare you!" shouted Jack, with burning anger. 


"I'm only in this because of you, Jack! You humiliated me. | found 
some real friends. They gave me an army of Heartless. All they 
wanted me to do was sick the Heartless on Halloween Town. Two 
crows. One Stone. All sweet revenge!" bragged Oogie. 


“Enough! You will pay for putting my friends in danger. So out with it! 
Where... is... the Door to Darkness?" asked Jack, restraining his 
outrage as best as he could. 


"The Door to Darkness?" Oogie pretended to ponder. He spat a long 
centipede from his mouth like a child blowing his tongue. "Can't say | 
know what you're talking about." 


Merida wanted to clear the fiendish smile off Oogie's face. She fired 
an arrow. Its sharp tip ripped and scarred Oogie's burlap cheek. 


"Don't lie! Tell us where we c'n find the door that the Heartless use!" 
demanded Merida. 


Oogie covered the rip with his arm and scowled at Merida. 


"Don't disrespect me, you pesky brat! Oh Heartless!" called Oogie. A 
moment of chilly silence lingered. 


FWWSHSHSH ! Even Oogie gasped when a horde of countless, 
capsule-shaped monsters burst through the windows of the school. 
They gathered around Oogie and hovered in midair with buzzing 
propellers. Merida thought of them as some kind of bee-Heartless. 


"Get the girl! I'll deal with 'ol Jack," commanded Oogie. They all 
darted forward and flew gregariously towards Merida. Jack tried to 
block the oncoming attack but the Heartless parted their numbers 
away from him. 


"| trained them real good, Jack." Oogie laughed maniacally. He took 
great pleasure in watching Merida trying to outrun his Heartless 
forces. She swung her sword to block against them, divebombing 
like missiles. Jack knew that they only appeared and moved 
according to Oogie's orders. Jack sprinted over to him and pulled 
him by the folds of his fat neck. 


"Who are you working for?!" shouted Jack. 


Oogie giggled and coughed a batch of bugs into Jack's face. Jack let 
go and tried to swat them away. Ooogie bumped him away with his 
thick belly. 


"The bad boys who felt sorry for poor little Mr. Oogie Boogie." Oogie 
puckered his lips, feigning sadness. He reached into his mouth and 
gagged. Jack stood back as Oogie pulled out an ornate pistol. The 
barrel was crafted into the muzzle of a hound with razor sharp teeth. 


“They gave me an early Christmas present too! No receipt needed!" 
Oogie slipped the tip of his arm around the trigger and aimed for 
Jack. 


BZZZT ! Abeam of burning red light flew like a laser. Jack twirled 
away and dodged it. 


"Hold still. It'll only tickle." Oogie squeezed the trigger again, only to 
miss. He growled and fired repeatedly. 


Jack bounced, ducked, rolled, flipped, and danced away from each 
of Oogie's blast attacks. 


"Your aim is atrocious!" scolded Jack. Oogie cried in frustration. Jack 
was ready to lunge and pull the pistol away. Merida cried out from 
the bombardment of buzzing Heartless. When Jack turned back, just 
for a moment, Oogie saw this. He knew what to do. 


"You're noble, Jack. I'll give you that. Never my style. But | know how 
to get people like you." Oogie switched targets. His pistol was 
pointed towards Merida, still stuck in the same spot. She continued 
to slash her sword to deflect the Heartless. She had no idea about 
what Oogie was planning. 


"Merida! You must move!" hollered Jack. Merida heard him but could 
not get away. She was surrounded, engulfed in a storm of Heartless. 
All she could do was hide behind her sword. Jack knew this was not 
good enough. He had to do something. She still needed to save her 
home and her family. He had hope for her. 


Jack leaped like a frog with his long, springy legs. He landed right in 
between Merida and Oogie's pistol. He started straight into the 
blinding red glow. 


BZZ2ZT ! 


Merida cried of shock. She dropped her sword and covered her 
mouth. All the noises of the world, the wailing wind, Oogie's cackling, 
and the buzzing Heartless morphed into a dull sound, numbing her 
ears 


Her ally and friend, Jack Skellington, stood before her as a coarse, 
stone statue. This was unlike a motionless corpse that she had 
assumed him to be from the graveyard. He was cursed. Imprisoned. 


Defeated. At the very least, he was petrified with a brave look in his 
hollow eye sockets. 


"Jack..." said Merida weakly. 


Oogie snapped Merida out of her mind with a roar of laughter. The 
Heartless backed away, hovering and waiting for their next 
command. 


"Nice guys really do finish last," taunted Oogie. He slowly flopped his 
fat body over to Merida. She reached for an arrow but flinched when 
Oogie shook his pistol at her. 


"Ha-HA! What a day this has been! | must just bust a seam if | don't 
stop laughing." Oogie lowered the pistol and gobbled it back up. "I 
got what | came for. My little trophy. | don't need you. Scram, | say! 
Or do you want a taste of the Oogie-Boogie-man?" 


As Merida tried to raise her bow, the bee-Heartless returned to close 
in on her. 


“Come back when you've made some new friends. I'll have my 
buzzing buddies show you out!" Oogie swung his arm, cuing the 
Heartless to attack Merida. She swung away at the few in front of her 
to clear her escape. She ran as fast as she could. The swarm of 
Heartless continued to chase her. Oogie remained at the playground 
where he fiddled with the doll from his wheel trap. 


"My stomach is getting a bit rumbly but all the best meals come in 
good time. Eh, Jack?" Oogie smacked Jack Skellington's stone face 
and snickered. He continued to amuse himself with Merida, running 
in the distance. According to his shady eyes, she found refuge inside 
a remote shack. With a sinister grin, Oogie threw the doll into his 
mouth. As he munched with his burlap lips, the sky began to thunder 
and shoot lightning across the gray clouds. 


Meanwhile, Merida could hear the passing storm. The flimsy wooden 
roof seeped with rain. Merida sat in a tight, dry corner. All she could 


do was bury her face into her crossed arms and agonize over her 
failures. The wicked weather hammered the sky with no mercy. It 
lasted for a miserably long time. 


The Companion 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter 9: The Companion 


Merida had never felt so alone in her life. Her aching heart clung to 
regret. Her growling stomach begged for food. Her hand dove into 
her satchel and tapped only Jack's book and a soggy loaf. There 
was not an edible morsel in the shack. She was surrounded by 
broken shelves, empty jars, and scraps of parchment. 


DUN-DUN! 


A pounding knock at the door. Merida let out a whimper. She slapped 
her mouth shut and feared that someone had heard her. 


"It is okay. | will not harm you." It was an oddly calm voice with a 
strange accent. There was no flow, rhythm, or personality to his 
speech. As far as Merida knew, it was not human. 


Merida adamantly remained in her corner. She hoped that whoever 
or whatever was outside would leave. She was too exhausted to put 
up a fight. Exhausted and hungry. 


"You are hungry... and scared," stated the voice. "I will not enter if 
you do not want me to. If you do, | will see to your injuries and give 
you food." 


Merida widened her eyes in trepidation. How could this person know 
how she was actually feeling? Was it a mystic or a witch? Maybe it 
used a spell to track her inside the shack. 


"You are also distressed," continued the voice. "I will comfort you 
and provide therapeutic counsel if you like. You may come out when 
you are ready." 


Merida went from terrified to bemused. She had absolutely no idea 
what the voice was offering. What she did understand was that it 
was persistent yet steady. Not once did it break down the door. 
Given the strength of its knocking and the brittle structure of the 
shack, Merida could very well be demolished. Her fate lay 
completely in someone else's hands. 


Merida had to know more. She lunged to the cold, dusty floor and 
crawled out of her corner. She peered through the broken wooden 
panels. She gripped her chest and sealed her shrieking cry. It was a 
bulky knight, clad in bright crimson armor. Its lower torso was purple 
as were the spots on its shoulders and elbows. She squinted at what 
appeared to be folded wings. A terrifying thought flickered in her 
head. Could it be a Heartless? 


The crimson knight turned its head with a grinding noise. Right as it 
glanced at Merida, she scurried away. 


"| wish to help you... but | understand if you are scared. | will wait 
until you are ready," said the knight. It stood frozen, seemingly out of 
chivalry. As Merida waited, it did not make a sound. Perhaps it was 
not with the enemy but a fellow victim. Merida wanted to trust it but 
she had her doubts. Still, since it knew where she was hiding, Merida 
decided to finally reply. 


"You wanna help me? What are ye? Some kind of angel?" joked 
Merida, nervously breathing between her words. 


"lam not an angel. | am a robot," revealed the knight. 


"A robot? What's that supposed to be?" Merida scrunched her face. 
She had definitely never heard of such a title. 


"A robot. There are three definitions. The most appropriate is 'a 
machine that resembles a human and does mechanical, routine 
tasks on command’. My primary function is to assess the needs of 
my patients who are injured or sick until they are satisfied with their 
care," said the robot. 


"Uh huh... so are ye a kind of armored nurse or somethin'?" Merida 
tried to rationalize what little she understood from the robot. 


"A nurse would be an adequate comparison." There was a pause 
after the robot's answer. It turned its head back towards the front 
door. "Are you now ready to come out?" 


Merida had tested the robot long enough. As she rose to her 
staggering feet, Merida accepted that she could very well be walking 
into a devious trap. She might as well get on with it. She slowly 
approached the door, which was only a simple piece of wood that 
separated her from a suspicious figure. She hefted her satchel, 
hanging opposite of her quiver. With a deep breath, she thought 
about Jack Skellington, who left a bizarre yet bewitching impression. 
It was his personality that earned her trust. But the robot had no 
character except what seemed to be good intentions. She took a 
chance. She opened the door. 


His hulking frame eclipsed whatever light lingered in the sky. Merida 
gulped and stepped outside. She tried to tame her shuddering breath 
with a royal glare, the kind her mother would use as queen. The 
robot had two solid black eyes, connected by a single black line. 
They were not black as a cold, sinister night. Rather, they were like 
harmless dots. 


"Good," said the robot. Merida felt a shivering tingle down her spine. 
"| am Baymax. Your personal health care companion. Please nourish 
yourself with this." The robot lowered one hand and pushed out a 
fresh, scarlet apple from its panel-like palm. Merida reached out to 
take its offering. She took her time and watched Baymax's other arm. 
She snatched the apple and chomped a juicy bite. Her teeth quickly 
pounded the fruit into mush. She scarfed every edible inch of the 
apple and tossed its core. 


"| will scan you for further data." Baymax bobbed its head quickly, 
down and up. "Scan complete." 


"Scan? What's that?" asked Merida. 


"To confirm my earlier assessment. You are distressed... injured... 
and dirty. | can take proper care of your needs... if you will allow me 
to escort you to a more... sanitary location." 


"You want me to go with you?" Merida sidestepped around Baymax. 
Maybe there was some kind of wicked plot after all. 


"| can treat you here... if you prefer. However... given the 
environment... and lack of supplies, | believe | can provide... better 
quality... elsewhere." 


Merida tried to think of anything other than her weakened body. She 
mustered whatever strength remained and walked away. Slow but 
stomping footsteps followed her. 


"I'd like to be left alone now," said Merida. 


"| cannot deactivate until you say you are satisfied with your care," 
replied Baymax. 


She took one soft step forward under her dress. Baymax proceeded 
to take one heavy step after her. 


"Filine. | am satisfied with me care. Now will ya go?" asked Merida, 
shrill and irritated. 


Baymax tilted its head as if processing her answer. 


"My sensors indicate... that you are... not telling the truth. You are 
tired... injured... have a risk of infection... and distressed." 


"I'm not distressed!" cried Merida in a harsh tone. It became 
increasingly difficult to stay dignified and calm. 


"It is normal to feel... defensive," said Baymax. 


"| don know who ya are or where ya from, but don go acting like you 
know what I'm feeling! You don know anything!" Merida immediately 


seized her sword by the hilt. She scowled, turning her face as bright 
red as Baymax's armor. 


"| know that you show signs of loss... pain... and guilt." Baymax's 
smooth words ignited a rage within the perturbed princess. Merida 
yelled as she charged with her sword. Her repeated attacks had no 
effect on his armor. Baymax stood still, waiting for her to finish. 
Merida panted and growled furiously. She stared at the polished 
surface of Baymax's unscathed armor. It was just another reminder 
that no matter how hard she tried, she could not do anything right. 


Merida plunged her sword into ground. Her heart sunk in despair. 
She weakly held onto the hilt and fell to her knees. She sobbed and 
hid in her face under the veil of curly red hair. Tears ran down her 
dirty cheeks. The flow of emotions and pain came fast and hard. Her 
guard was down. She was helpless to whatever distrustful deed 
Baymax may want to inflict on her. 


CLICK! Tiny jets of air spurted in front of Merida. She looked up and 
watched the plates and pieces of Baymax's armor loosen and fall. 
His mighty fists and chest guard pummeled the dirt. Merida was 
struck by how this robot-nurse was shedding its defenses. She 
parted the dangling strands of red hair and saw Baymax in a new 
form. It was white and pudgy. Still tall but much less threatening. Its 
pure face lacked a mouth but its serene eyes blinked at her. Baymax 
approached Merida and embraced her in his marshmallowy arms. 


"There, there," Baymax's voice turned low and sweet. He emitted a 
cozy, comforting warmth from its skin. Merida sniffled and sighed. 
She eased the tension in her shoulders and leaned in for a tighter 
hug. 


"Yer too sweet. What are ye even doing out 'ere?" asked Merida, 
wiping the snot and tears on her sleeve. 


"| was sent by my primary patient... Hiro Hamada... to look for 
other... patients in need." 


"Oh? How many have ye found so far?" asked Merida. 


"Only you. People have started to... disappear. So have their 
homes." 


"Homes... disappearing? Wait," Merida forced herself to shrug out of 
Baymax's blissful embrace. "Did ye see any Heartless? Wee devils 
of darkness. They attacked me home... and other places too." 


"| do not understand the term... Heartless . But there have been... 
strange phenomena and sightings of... unusual creatures. They 
pose a great danger to people. Hiro and | are working to remove 
them." 


"| wanna make sure we are talking about the same monsters. Did 
they look creepy and dark? Did-did they have a Heartless symbol? It 
looks like a black heart with red," recalled Merida. 


"The creatures did have a symbol... similar to what you described." 


"So then it must be the Heartless. | can help ye stop them. Take me 
to this Hiro Hama-wada fellow. I'll tell ye both what | know." 


“That would be ideal. | can also take proper care of your health 
needs." Baymax straightened his posture. Somehow, the pieces of 
crimson metal flung off the ground and reassembled the full armor 
onto Baymax's body. He withrew his chubby gut, equipping the 
confined chest guard into place. A series of clicks sealed the armor 
back into his knightly form. 


Baymax folded his arm and activated an automatic light. 

"What are ye doing now?" asked Merida. 

"| have contacted Hiro. | am sure he will be pleased to meet you. 
He's working on gathering data on the creatures that you call the 


Heartless," explained Baymax. 


"Then he sounds like someone we can trust,” inferred Merida. 


"We can trust Hiro. He is a good boy," claimed Baymax with the 
slightest bit of pride. 


"Boy. He's a child?" asked Merida in disbelief. 
"And you're a teenager. And I'm a robot," stated Baymax. 


"| still dun understand what a robot is but I'll accept ya for what ya 
are." Merida gave a content smile. 


"Does that mean that you now trust me?" asked Baymax. 


Merida was struck by Baymax's question. She looked up to him and 
instantly remembered her decision to trust a tall skeleton man. A 
series of frightening faces and curious characters would never end 
her journey to save her family. After meeting Jack and losing him, 
she wanted to save him too. She patted her satchel, holding Jack's 
book on the Heartless. She carried what could be the key to 
eliminating the Heartless across the many kingdoms. In order to 
achieve anything, allies would be needed. Merida left her thoughts at 
stared Baymax's face, patient and placid. 


"Ya. | reckon I'll trust ya. So how long will it take to walk to this friend 
of yers?" inquired Merida. 


"We will not walk. We will... fly," said Baymax firmly. 


"Fly?" Merida lifted her eyebrows. Baymax turned around and 
flapped out his metal wings. 


"Please climb onto my back and hold on tight. We should arrive in 
approximately four minutes.” 


"Yer that fast, eh? | wonder if you'd beat my horse, Angus." Merida 
reclaimed her spunky charm. She lifted her feet, one at a time, onto 
the small black pads on Baymax's waist. She grabbed the handles 
on his shoulders. 


PWWWWSH! Gushing flames burst from under Baymax's feet. They 
lifted him and Merida upward, rocketing past the trees. The wind 
blasted Merida's face. She cried out loud and reveled in the thrill of 
the ride. They hovered in midair, far from the shack. 


"Your heart rate is increasing," said Baymax. 

"Is that a... good thing?" asked Merida cautiously. 

"Yes. Your distress levels are lowering. You are feeling... excited." 
"| guess | am." Merida chuckled. 

"Do not loosen your hold. We will be flying much faster now." 
"Faster?" 


PWWWWSH! Baymax leaned forward and zoomed. Merida 
tightened her shoulders and clawed her fingers over the handles. 
They soared over the winding dirt trail. Merida thrived in the 
wondrous winds, rushing past her face and wild hair. She admired 
the vast view of the Eastern mountains and the Western forests. She 
dared not look back and risk spotting the school where she had 
encountered Oogie Boogie. She had lost Jack Skellington thanks to 
that sinister sack of bugs. It was up to her to save her bony friend. 
By working with Baymax and this person named Hiro, she believed 
she still had hope. She was glad to not be in this mission to stop the 
Heartless on her own. 


The Genius 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter 10: The Genius 


Merida wondered if Baymax might have exaggerated about Hiro 
Hamada. If he turned out to be the wild and bratty type of child, then 
her experience with her triplet brothers would serve her well. She 
missed those days when she could bribe them with pastries to play 
pranks on the handmaiden or distract her mother. Sighing, Merida 
escaped her thoughts and looked over her flying companion. 


The lush forests and grassy hills were long gone. Even the tiniest 
trees turned scarce across a desolate, dry land. Just ahead, Merida 
spotted a remote city, where faded purple, mixed with filthy streaks 
of brown, cloaked the sky. Baymax maintained a straight path, 
zooming towards their destination. Merida could handle the ghostly 
breezes that would creep through the pine trees of her homeland; 
and yet, there was something sinister about the wailing winds that 
haunted the barren buildings. Her stomach bubbled uneasily. 
Baymax softly reminded Merida to breathe in and out slowly. She 
heeded his tip and appreciated his ability to detect her nausea. 


Their smooth descent brought them to a cube-like warehouse, 
nestled in between two buildings that appeared to have been 
ransacked. Broken windows and scorch marks covered their brick 
walls. 


Upon setting her feet to the ground, Merida searched without 
straying too far from Baymax. The city remained as hollow as the 
school that she and Jack Skellington had explored. Was this place 
also plagued by a visit from the Heartless? 


Merida turned her eyes back to Baymax, approaching the brittle 
doors to the warehouse. 


"Hiro is over here. Do not be afraid. It is safe inside." Baymax 
approached the brittle doors of the warehouse and pushed one door 
forward. 


"Right," muttered Merida. She resumed her earlier Suspicions. How 
was a child going to help her? Could he fight? Did he have any 
useful information on the Heartless? Whatever the answers were, 
Merida figured they were going to be as strange as everything else 
she had witnessed so far in her journey. She joined Baymax and 
entered the warehouse. 


Greeting the princess and the robot was an enormous contraption. 
Merida could not figure out where to start with this mechanical mess. 
Her overwhelmed eyes flickered from the broken beams of steel to 
the leathery belt that zigzagged towards the ground where it 
wrapped around a large, rusty wheel. Merida could only describe it 
as some kind of over-sized spindle. 


A creaking door and patter of footsteps echoed from overhead. 
Merida spotted a scrawny kid from the mezanine. He had just 
emerged from an elevated control room with wide windows. 
Scurrying down the jangling ladder, he wore an purple helmet, a 
chest plate, and knee-length trousers. 


"Baymax!" The kid pounced over to the robot who caught him and 
quickly embraced him. 


"Hiro!" exclaimed Baymax. His voice had never sounded so jolly to 
Merida. She smiled as Baymax and the kid reunited. So this was 
Hiro Hamada. He seemed sweet and innocent enough. Perhaps, he 
would be a trusted ally, after all. 


"Buddy! It took you a while. | see... you brought someone back." 
Hiro gave a nervous glance at Merida. 


"| did. Her name... is... Merida. She needs... medical attention... 
food... and cleansing." 


"I'm not that dirty!" insisted Merida, giving her armpit a quick sniff. 
Hiro flared his eyes at her shrill voice. He shrugged before 
approaching the girl with clumps of curly red hair. 


"Well... I'm glad Baymax was able to help you... Merida. I'm Hiro. 
Hiro Hamada." He offered his gloved hand. Up close, Merida could 
see his spikey strands of black hair, poking from under his helmet. 


"lam Merida of Dunbroch," Merida lowered her head and took Hiro's 
hand. He examined her quietly. As his eyes flew up and down, Hiro 
tightened his lips. 

"Is there something wrong?" asked Merida with an awkward frown. 


"I'm just... wondering where Baymax found you." Hiro then faced 
Baymax. "Did you learn anything from your recon?" 


"My survey sensors detected... a greater distortion in dimensions... 
near the forests and mountains. | did not find anyone else... except 
her." 

"That might explain how she's dressed," remarked Hiro. 

"Excuse me?!" snapped Merida. "And | dun suppose we shouldn't be 
gawking at you and yer missing armor? The color's a bit flashy too." 
She flapped her hand across Hiro's body. 


"It's a superhero-themed costume. Why are you dressed like a 
princess from a renaissance fair?" 


"Dressed like a?!" Merida burst into a fiery fit. "| AM A PRINCESS! 
Merida of Dunbroch." 


Hiro scoffed at her. 
"What the heck is Dun-brock ?" 


"What the heck is a re-nee-sunce fair ?" spat Merida. 


"There, there," said Baymax calmly. He stepped in between Hiro and 
Merida. "Hiro... you must be stressed... from being at the computer. 
It is fine to take a break. Merida... you are exhausted. Let me take 
you to our nursing room. Rest and eat. Then we can discuss what 
you know about the monsters." 


"Wait. You've seen monsters too?" asked Hiro. 


"Yeah! They're dark demons with those buggy-eyes and head- 
thingies." Merida gestured with her fingers waving over her head. 


"You mean antennas?" Hiro was slightly annoyed by Merida's 
description and her accent. He sighed and attempted to sound 
mature. "Look, I'm glad Baymax saved you." 


"Yer friend gave me an apple and flew me ‘ere. | saved mee-self but 
|..." Merida paused. She would have choked if she had truthfully 
finished her sentence. She shook her head and refreshed her 
thoughts. "The Heartless took me family and me home. | fought 
however many | could. But there's a bigger plan out there. They're 
coming all over the kingdoms through doorways. We've got to find 
the main door of all doors." 


"Whoa, whoa. What are you talking about? Doors and Heartless. 
How do you know any of this?" asked Hiro skeptically. 


Merida groaned. She scratched her mangled head of red hair in 
frustration. She gasped and reached into her satchel. She slammed 
Jack's tattered book into Hiro's bony arms. 


"That book! It's got pictures and notes on the Heartless. That what 
those monsters are called. | told ye what | know. Have you got 
anything useful?" 


"Well loads... but-" Hiro cut off his conversation with Merida and 
spoke to Baymax, "Did you pick up any weird signals when you 
found this... princess ?" 


"The fluctuations in my readings rose... significantly... where | 
detected... Merida. They resemble the same... frequencies... from 
the... portal," reported Baymax. 


"Portal?" asked Merida. 


"Ahhhh. So that's why she looks like she's out of her own time. Be 
careful next time, Baymax. | don't wanna lose you again, pal." 


"What the devil are ye blabbing about?" yelled Merida. 


"How do | put this?" Hiro hummed, holding the chin of his helmet. 
"We're from a city called San Fransokyo. One day, we noticed that 
there were... irregular magnetic fields. Harmless at first... but these 
monsters came out of nowhere. They attacked people and started 
infecting them... they turned into monsters too. My friends and | tried 
to fight them off but they kept coming. We decided to split the team. 
Four of us made a stronghold, protecting who we could. Baymax and 
| flew off, trying to find the source. Our only lead were the magnetic 
fields. We thought we knew where we were going but the world 
around us started to change. We found this abandoned city and this 
warehouse. We're hoping to find something from these computers 
and machines. | sent Baymax to go looking for anything unusual... 
and then he found you... at the edge of your world. And that's 
probably how we got here too. Different dimensions. Different worlds. 
Does that make sense?" 


"Kind of. But it looks like we're on the same side. We need to stop 
the Heartless." Merida knew it was best to not overthink their story, 
especially after hearing Jack Skellington's tales of Halloween Town. 


"Sure. Call'em that if you want to. We'll take care of'em if they show 
up. I'm a robotics genius and Baymax is coded for medical and 
combat functions." Hiro skimmed through the pages of the tattered 
book. He rolled his eyes and blew his lips. When he returned the 
book to Merida, she glared at him. She could clearly tell that he did 
not take her side of the Heartless matter seriously. 


"| can fight too. With me bow and me sword," affirmed Merida. 


"We appreciate the assistance, Merida," said Baymax, "Healthy... 
social interaction and... tactical teamwork... will Serve us well. Don't 
you agree, Hiro?" 


"Sure, Baymax. Merida... you can get yourself freshened up." Hiro 
slipped his hands back into his pockets and walked away. "I'll let you 
know if |... need anything." He hopped up the steps and climbed the 
ladder back to the mezzanine. 


"Uggh!" Merida huffed, parting the strands of red hair away from her 
forehead. 


"My apologies on... Hiro's behalf. Please follow me... to the nursing 
room." Baymax led Merida to a closed door, opposite of where Hiro 
had gone. Merida glared at his face through the dusty window. She 
shook her head and followed Baymax into a room, furnished with a 
pristine bed with folded sheets, a rack of bottles and tiny labeled 
boxes. While Merida rolled onto the bed, Baymax explained that he 
had re-purposed the room for proper medical care in case Hiro or 
any other person needed it. She was then guided to a smaller room 
where she discovered a smooth porcelain bowl attached to a water 
tank, sitting a few feet away from a spotless white basin. She peered 
behind the plastic drapes and found a faucet with two knobs. It was 
her first time ever seeing a toilet and a bath tub with a modern 
design. 


Baymax explained the functions of the bathing appliances as simple 
as he could. He also presented her two clean towels and two tiny 
bottles, one for body soap, and one for hair. Merida quickly figured 
out how to use the knobs for hot and cold water. She accepted 
Baymax's offer and handed him her dress to be cleaned while in the 
bathroom. For Baymax, it was a simple process of spraying airy 
soap and emitting a warm temperature, both of which were adjusted 
for the dress's fabric. He cleared the mud stains and laid it out on the 
bed, along with a tray of vitamins and rations. 


Baymax closed the nursing room behind him and flew over to the 
mezzanine. He entered the control room where Hiro was groaning at 
the clutter of monitors and wires. 


"Unbelievable!" exclaimed Hiro. 


"| have assisted Merida with her needs. Do you need any 
assistance?" asked Baymax. 


"Not really," mumbled Hiro. He brought the keyboard to his lap and 
entered a series of coded commands. A few lines appeared on the 
dim monitors. He reached out to unplug a cord and insert it into 
another opening. He tapped the glassy surface of the monitor and 
tried to drag the cursor over to a file icon. Abruptly, the screen 
flashed and screeched static. Hiro slammed his finger on a corner 
button and yanked out a batch of cords. 


"It is okay to get frustrated," said Baymax kindly. 


"Not right now, it's not!" snapped Hiro. "The system is crashed. Both 
the hardware and software. | gotta repair it to get access on these 
files. It's all up to me." 


"It's up to both of us. Hiro. | have a high percentage rating that you 
will fix this and retrieve what could be data on stopping the 
Heartless." 


"Don't call them that. You don't know if she's... you know... sane," 
grumbled Hiro. 


"| believe Merida of Dunbroch is mentally stable. When she spoke of 
the Heartless, | detected no sign of lying. She is, however, very 
distraught. Much like you," said Baymax. Hiro disliked the 
comparison. He went back to agonizing over the wrecked computer 
equipment. He froze mid-thought and cried out angrily. 


"Hiro. You are my primary patient. Please be open. | want to help 
you." Baymax gently tapped Hiro on his shoulder as a sign of 


reassurance. Hiro frowned mildly. He nudged away as he rose to his 
feet. 


"I'm tired of all these questions. What's been happening... it's not 
science. Merida... is just another wrench to what | thought was going 
on. Another big question mark. Everyone back home... is counting 
on me." 


"Perhaps Merida can help. You only... skimmed the book she gave 
you," said Baymax, "She did mention a door. Perhaps it's similar... to 
the portal." 


"You mean the pocket dimension?" Hiro recounted his first mission 
with his team, Big Hero 6. They had uncovered a revenge plot to 
destroy a man and his company with a vortex-inducing portal. The 
journey inside the portal and out was astounding beyond his 
comprehension. Hiro had tried to move past it until Baymax reported 
a similar magnetic field of energy after the first attack on San 
Fransokyo. 


"Perhaps the Heartless... are using their own... portal to travel to... 
different places. This may have caused... a rift between dimensions, 
blending into each other," analyzed Baymax. 


"Which explains why Merida is the way she is." Hiro had thought of 
her as a fairy tale cosplayer. Now he was convinced that she truly 
came from a medieval Scottish setting. 


"| do believe that given these... recent phenomena... we may find 
clues in her book. Let's wait until she's finished and speak to her 
again. She is very sweet. She is a good girl," said Baymax. 


"Buddy. You think everybody is a good boy or girl," chuckled Hiro. 


"Showing signs of... compassion... and... respect can greatly affect 
a person's behavior," stated Baymax. Hiro smiled and hugged 
Baymax. He sat back down and took a deep breath. He examined 
the pieces of hardware, laying in front of him. When Baymax slowly 


picked up a broken panel piece, Hiro glimpsed at the computer chip, 
sticking out of it. He snatched it from Baymax who gave no audible 
response. Hiro rapidly reassembled the chunks of hardware with 
wires from the chips. He plugged in the ends of cords into what he 
believed were the correct outlets. After a few clicks, Hiro turned the 
main computer back on. 


"Woo!" Hiro turned giddy. He traced his finger on the touch pad to 
move the cursor. He dug into a folder of documents and scrolled 
down the list. Hiro filtered the contents by data size. One massive 
program icon rose to the top. Hiro clicked it and opened a 
surveillance program with multiple recorded videos. 


"| believe Merida would want to see these videos too. | will go check 
on her." Baymax left the control room and hovered smoothly to the 
ground floor. By himself, Hiro whistled and lay down. He had finally 
done it. After hours of scrambling with computer junk, Hiro managed 
to recover the data that could reveal who was behind the creature 
attacks. He waved the cursor on the screen over the play button. 
Hiro hissed with anticipation and bit his tongue. He leaped off the 
floor to peek at Merida through the window. She spun in her 
comfortable, clean dress and flipped her wild red hair. By the 
luminous look on her face, Hiro could tell how refreshed she felt. He 
quickly frowned, wishing that she and Baymax would hurry up to the 
control room. He had been so patient, after slaving for so long with 
the buttons and wires. He believed he deserved a sneak peek. The 
program worked much like a video player with the basic controls and 
a track meter. He would play a few seconds of the first clip and 
rewind it before Baymax and Merida would join him. 


He traced the cursor over to the triangular symbol. It was the icon to 
play the video. He clicked with a heavy tap of his finger. 


A barrage of bright, blood-red boxes blinded the screen. Hiro's heart 
pinched. 


The warehouse speakers blasted a ringing alarm. Merida jumped, 
swishing her long red hair. Baymax turned his attention immediately 
to Hiro. He scanned him from a distance and detected his fear. The 
ceiling and corner lights blinked rapidly. Merida raced back into the 
restroom to retrieve her bow, quiver, and sword. Baymax tried to 
scan the warehouse for any technological anomalies. His sensors 
detected a powerful pulse of magnetic energy. It matched the 
frequency as the readings from his first encounter with the shadowy 
creatures in San Fransokyo. 


Six puddles of dark purple sap oozed from the ground floor. Hiro 
darted out of the control room. He watched in disgust as the puddles 
morphed into two new breeds of the shadowy creatures. Merida 
aimed an arrow at the three that resembled floating witches with 
wands and pointed hats. Baymax readied his humongous fists 
against the other three that wore pale blue armor and and held a 
thick shield with the face of a devil-dog. 


"Oh... no," said Baymax calmly. 

Hiro felt a wretched lump in his throat. So much for being a brilliant 
prodigy. So much for having the right ideas. Hammering in his head, 
Hiro had a single thought. 


" Hiro, you impatient idiot !" 
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These were the four words that Merida repeated to herself. They 
helped to block out the hissing and grunting from the Heartless. She 
fired her arrow at the witch-like creature that floated in the middle of 
its trio. She ran from the other two and slashed her sword at the 
Shadows. 


Baymax delivered a vigorous punch into the first Heartless, bulky 
and armored. Its two comrades ran apart and then circled back to 
Baymax. He was slammed by both of their shields, from the front 
and back. Bolting in midair, Baymax launched both of his gauntlets 
as missiles. The enemy shields resisted his attacks without a 
scratch. Baymax recalled his gauntlets back to his body and zoomed 
around warehouse space. The two witches flung strings of lightning 
at him, like fishing wire. Baymax was lightly stunned but swooped 
past them. 


Back on the ground, Merida screamed like a fearless warrior, 
combating the swarm of Shadows. It was like an orchestra of 
stabbing, slashing, swinging, and slamming her sword against any 
foolish fiend. The witches and the knights moved slowly towards the 
mezzanine. A single Shadow snuck up the ladder and pounced at 
Hiro, still frozen in fright. 


"AH!" Hiro winced. Baymax was ready to fly over and pulverize the 
Shadow. Before he could ignite his thrusters, a speedy arrow beat 
him to the task. 


The sharp tip of the arrow pierced the wall, leaving the Shadow to 
wither into darkness and dust. Hiro glanced at Merida, holding her 
bare bow. She resumed her place in the fray and wiped out the 
closest Shadow in sight. 


"Get inside the control room," instructed Baymax firmly to Hiro. "I will 
protect you." 


"O-okay." Hiro almost tripped over the bottom ledge of the door 
frame. He twisted the lock and sat back to the computer screens and 
wires. He had to fight the nagging guilt and figure out how to kill the 
alarm. Hiro did not want to wait and see if it would summon more 
hordes over time. He slammed his fingers onto the keyboard and 
tried to reconfigure the coding. It was his only idea to deactivate any 
security software. 


Baymax positioned himself in front of the control room windows. His 
primary goal was to keep the Heartless away from Hiro while also 
protecting Merida. Thankfully, she was competent when it came to 
fighting single-handedly. 


The three knights tried to bash their shields into the supporting poles 
of the mezzanine. Baymay blocked them by pummeling and kicking 
them away. All he could really do was stall their tenacious tactics. 
Even the winged crimson robot-nurse required outside assistance. 


As the number of Shadows dwindled, Merida studied the floating 
witch-like Heartless; they preferred to float and cast long-range 
attacks from a distance. They whipped their wands and cast fireballs 
at Baymax. Her first arrow had worked on one witch but the others 
were unaffected. The best Merida could do was shoot near them, 
which forced them to retreat to a new midair position. Stalling them 
was not enough. What she needed was a clue on how effectively to 
destroy the witches and knights before they could touch Hiro. 


"The book," muttered Merida. Not just any book. It was the 
unintentional parting gift from Jack Skellington. Immediately, she was 
electrified with a new plan. 


"Over here, ya dirty mutts!" mocked Merida. A single arrow flew past 
the helmet of the knight. It slugged its shield over its shoulder and 
went after Merida. She moved much faster and had only planned to 
distract it. With her fingers pressed to her lips, Merida sharply 
whistled to call the witches. 


"They can only focus on one of us at a time! Smack'em for me, won't 
ya?!" requested Merida. 


"Roger," replied Baymax. He dove over to the backsides of the 
knights and struck their legs. The two witches glided towards Merida 
and blasted her with lightning and fire. 


PWSHSHSH ! 


Baymax fired both of his gauntlets, just after they noticed his 
presence. Although he succeeded in squishing them to the wall, they 
still somehow survived. They floated off, leaving Baymax to detect 
Merida through the elemental smoke. Once clear, Baymax rushed to 
aid Merida. She panted and gripped her chest. Her bear-shaped 
pendant shined bright blue through her dress. 


"PHEW! I'm glad that worked." Merida remembered how the 
enchanted pendant worked. It protected her from harmful magic like 
curses, jinxes, or anything else that would fall under witchcraft. Since 
the Heartless appeared and attacked as witches, Merida was certain 
she would be immune from their attacks. She pulled out Jack's book 
and frantically flipped the pages. Her eyes hounded for the Heartless 
that resembled their current foes. 


There! Side by side on opposite pages. Wizards and Defenders . A 
deadly duo of Heartless that were described as being the perfect 
protectors. Wizard Heartless had to be slain by surprise while 
Defender Heartless could only receive damage from behind their 
impervious shields. 


"Baymax! Yer turn now! Let them go to you. Stand yer ground!" 
barked Merida. 


Baymax followed her words of wisdom. He brawled with the 
surrounding Defenders and shoved them against each other. He 
ducked and used their own shields against the Wizards' spells. 
Merida ran and plunged her sword into the head of the first 
Defender. As it faded away, she located the second Defender after 
Baymax had hurled it across the warehouse to to secure the 
mezzanine. Before it could raise its shield, Merida circled around and 
chopped off its arm. With another mighty slash, Merida slew the 
second Defender for good. 


The two remaining Wizards preyed on Baymax, while he wrestled 
with the third Defender. Merida followed her gut and aimed 
immediately for the floating abomination to her right. Her arrow flew 
fast and pierced its target, totally unaware. It poofed into 
smithereens. Merida used her last arrow as the others were 
scattered all over the floor. She pulled the bow string and fired. The 
last Wizard vanished but not out of defeat. Merida gathered her 
arrows while waiting for it to reappear. 


BLIP | 


Hiro jumped and turned around. As an eerie twinkle of purple light, 
the Wizard Heartless had teleported into the control room. It pointed 
its sparkling wand at Hiro. 


"AHHH!" yelled Hiro. He looked to the pile of computer junk the 
ground. Instinct and fear took over. Hiro snatched a clump of loose 
wires and tossed it towards the Wizard. It flinched and reared back. 
At a distance, the Wizard waved its wand, igniting a ball of fire. 


KRRKKK ! 


Baymax burst through the glass windows. Hiro ducked. Baymax 
withstood the blazing blast and strangled the Wizard. He flung it 
backwards, plummeting towards the Defender. 


KRSSSSSH ! 


"Didn't see that coming, did ye?!" snickered Merida. Her sword had 
skewered the nape of the Defender and the chest of the Wizard. 
When she pulled back her sword, both Heartless collapsed and 
crumbled into darkness. Merida huffed with a sweaty smile on her 
face. 


Baymazx still stood very aggressively around Hiro, whose eyes 
locked back to the main monitor. He recognized the security 
program, seconds away from rebooting itself. He rushed to the 
keyboard and altered the coded commands. He had to delete the 
right amount of data without causing the system to crash again. 


The pop-up windows were deactivated. The lights turned yellow like 
normal. The alarm was killed. The moment of silence was all Hiro 
wanted to regain his sanity. 


"WHAT THE HECK JUST HAPPENED?!" Merida hustled up the 
steps and climbed up to the mezzanine. She ripped the door off its 
feeble hinges and glared at Hiro. "What did you do?" 


"Nothing... | mean... hehe... great job with those... Heart-losers?" 
Hiro wished his genius mind could think of a clever joke to amuse 
Merida. Her intense eyes burned as bright as her fiery red hair. 


"Heart-LESS! | thought ye were supposed to be smart.” 


"Lam! | just... look! | fixed the computer. | found some videos,” said 
Hiro. 


"Whatever a computer or a video is, it better be worth saving yer 
wee backside," scoffed Merida. 


"Just... ugh! Come down and watch this," Hiro moved the cursor 
back to the play button of the first video. He waited for Merida and 
Baymax to watch beside him. 


It played first as a tiny window but Hiro maximized it to full-screen. 
After the first few seconds of hazy static, the image turned clear. It 


displayed the warehouse floorspace where the camera was angled 
from the high mezzanine. 


Merida was fascinated by the fully functioning machine with its 
pieces in place. It was shaped more like a threading spindle of steel 
than it did in shambles. Its spinning wheel buzzed and churned 
rapidly. Its face glowed as a circle of bright electric-green light. Small 
shadowy figures marched across the warehouse floor and 
disappeared past the camera's view. 


"The doorway is not strong here," said a cold, deep voice from the 
video. 


Doorway ! The word alarmed Merida. She nudged her shoulder 
against Hiro to make sure she could carefully hear what else came 
next. 


"Hey!" whined Hiro. 


"Shush!" Merida refused eye contact. Her clump of red hair brushed 
against Hiro's face. 


When the buzzing wheel lost its power and turned dark, someone 

came into the camera's view. Tall and thin. He had a flowing black 

cape that draped behind him and some kind of bird perched on his 
shoulder. As Merida squinted her eyes, his sleeves appeared dark 
red. Who was this man? 


"You think we should fly ourselves out of here, Jafar? Seems like a 
lot of work to haul all this stuff somewhere else, even with magic,” 
squawked the bird. 


A talking parrot? Hiro twisted his lips in disbelief. Baymax gave no 
response. As he stood over Hiro and Merida, he remained silent, 
save for the occasional sound of his robotic blinking. 


"Oh lago. That's why I've asked for him." The man who was 
addressed as Jafar gave a light cackle and turned his head. "So 


good of you to make the trip." 
Thump - Thump ! 


"Heeeeey! It's about time | was invited to this party!" boasted a 
booming voice. 


"Oogie," growled Merida, clenching her fingernails tight into her 
palm. Hiro cautiously looked away, not wanting to cross eyes with 
someone as furious as snarling dog, baring its teeth. 


Waddling to the center of the camera, a familiar, fat figure slapped its 
arms on his burlap body. 


"Mr. Boogie," greeted Jafar, "As you-" 


"Please Snake-Eyes! We're all pals now. Handsome devils! Though 
I'd place my bets on who's better looking. Ha-ha! You can just call 
me Oogie." 


"Yeeeees," said Jafar, as slowly and smoothly as a patient predator, 
"Oogie... aS you are aware, our plan is to open several doorways 
across the worlds. This one has run its course. There's nothing left to 
fuel it." 


"What do ya feed it? Worm's Wart Soup? | can whip up something 
mighty tasty and fizzy for this bad boy!" 


"The doorways thrive off the energy that comes from hearts that 
cherish their homes. Capturing their leaders can yield greater power, 
allowing the doorways to call upon more sinister Heartless." 


"Huh! Like a broken slot machine, this city looks to be out of service. 
Gonna relocate? | hope you have enough for a security deposit," 
Oogie coughed as he gave a loud, throaty laugh. 


"Relocating was the plan but we've decided to go one extra step," 
began Jafar, "Which is why you were recommended. I've been told 


you've got quite the mind for these machines. Perhaps you can... 
improve them?" 


Oogie rubbed his burlap hands and giggled wickedly. 


"Improve?! I'll turn this little shamble of bolts and nuts and turn it into 
a solid fortress. Ten times bigger than this cracker-jack wheel. It'll 
make it look real pretty too. Heck! I'll throw in a free makeover for 
your wardrobe, Snake-Eyes." 


Jafar paused. Merida guessed he cast the same annoyed glare as 
she did. 


"Charmed," said Jafar. He reached into his sleeve and pulled out a 
scroll, wrapped tightly under a seal. "Take this. It's a map that will 
guide you to where you are to build the new machine. It also gives 
specific instructions on creating a doorway. Do that and then add 
whatever monstrosities you desire. Make sure that no one intruder 
can get in or out . Are we clear?" 


"Crystal," Oogie could hardly hold this enthusiam. 


“Take whatever parts you want from this machine. But before you 
leave, destroy it. We don't want any curious rats to dig up a single 
clue on what we're doing. That includes the room up there." 


Both Jafar and Oogie turned to the mezzanine camera. Both Merida 
and Hiro flinched. Their hearts leaped as if they were actually 
discovered by the scheming villains. 


"Gotcha. Lemme take a lookie-lookie and see what can work for Mr. 
Oogie Boogie." Oogie approached the machine sitting on the right 
side of the camera's view while Jafar headed left, off-screen. 


"Saaaay, Snake-Eyes. Before you head off, why don't you tell me 
what you're working on?" asked Oogie. 


"I'm off to collect a special item. It's called the global core. Once it 
falls into our hands, we will ensure that the Door to Darkness stays 
open," explained Jafar. 


"The Door to Darkness? What the heck are you talking about?" 
asked Oogie. 


This time, it was Jafar's turn to laugh maniacally. His sinister cackle 
filled the warehouse and shook the computer speakers. 


"Oh, you'll see. | wouldn't want to spoil the surprise." The left side of 
the screen, where Jafar had presumably exited, experienced a soft 
red glow. Hiro guessed it was a glitch with the color. Merida guessed 
it was dark magic. The red glow dimmed as quickly as it had 
appeared. 


"Huh! I'll show him a surprise! When he stops by my new pad, I'll 
scare the feathers off his bird. Ha-HA!" Oogie resumed his inspection 
of the machine. Asides from grumbling to himself, there appeared 
nothing more from the video. It still had a few minutes remaining on 
the video track. 


Hiro sighed and leaned back. 
"Guess you were right, Merida. Heartless. Doorways. It's all real." 


"Took you long enough, Hiro. Now we know there are two scoundrels 
responsible for these Heartless attacks. Jafar and Oogie Boogie." 


"Merida," spoke Baymax suddenly, "You showed great signs of... 
anger when Oogie Boogie appeared in the video. Do you know that 
man?" 


"He's not a man. He's an oversized potato sack! He-" Merida froze. 
She then quickly coughed out the guilt in her throat. "He captured a 
friend of mine, the one who gave me the book." 


Merida padded her satchel with a touch of grief. The book had more 
than just information on the Heartless. It was the sentiment that 
clenched her heart. A true token of Jack Skellington, the one who 
had re-ignited hope in her journey. Merida hesitated to bring it out 
again. She exhaled and reached into her satchel. 


Hiro accepted the book but this time with an open mind. He started 
on the first page and tapped his helmet. What Merida did not know 
was that Hiro used his transparent visor to take high-definition 
pictures of each page that he read. It was nothing like a technical 
manual; he had to take his time process all of the strange lore 
behind the Heartless that varied in sizes, abilities, and attack 
patterns. 


The rattling of the mezzanine ladder echoed into everyone's ears. At 
first, Merida and Hiro were startled and turned to the open doorway. 
Their eyes detected something heavy that shook the camera's feed. 
They immediately remembered that the video was not yet finished. 


"Hmph! Maybe this can help me figure out where | gotta go," said 
Oogie Boogie. His voice was much louder, crackling with static. Hiro 
heard keyboard tapping and computer beeping. 


"Ugh, why do these buttons have to be so teeny-tiny? Here we go! 
Let's see... | gotta make a left... then another left... there!" Oogie 
giggled and hissed, as if feeling his appetite. "| get my own 
mountain?! Jackpot, baby! | Knew | picked the right side! Mmm... so 
many tunnels too! Perfect for my creepy crawlies! Now then... what's 
this? Security Alarm? Sounds fun! Let's trap anyone who comes 
lurking up this side of town!" 


Click-click! 
The video ended abruptly. 


"So that would explain why this machine summoned the Heartless 
when you pushed the wrong buttons," said Merida with a rosy smirk. 


"Hey! | was trying to get data," snapped Hiro. 
"Data? What's that supposed to be?" asked Merida. 
Hiro groaned but Baymax intervened politely. 


"Data is another collective term for... technical and... empirical 
information. In this instance... we might find some history in the 
search files. Allow me." Baymax reached over Hiro's shoulder and 
tapped the top of the computer frame. A series of digital beeping 
jingled around Baymax's head. It lasted for only a few seconds. 


"Well? What'd you get?" asked Hiro. 


"Oogie's last entry. I've obtained the... coordinates and a... 
geographic layout of a new location." 


"Oh! Like a map?" asked Merida cheerfully. 


"Oh so that you understand?" asked Hiro with a teasing look in his 
eyes. 


"I'm a fast learner when it comes to yer funny words and fancy tools,” 
answered Merida before turning to Baymax. "Do ya know how long it 
will take for us to get to his fortress?" 


"It will take... four to... five hours to reach our new end destination." 
"Wait a sec. Merida, he's with me. I'll tell him what to do." 


"What else did ya have in mind, Hiro? Don't ya remember what Jafar 
said? He gave Oogie the plans to make his own doorways. We've 
got to stop'em before more Heartless come to attack more people." 


"It would be wise to follow the trail, Hiro," said Baymax in support, 
"We could also extract more... data... on how the portals are 
created." 


"Which could help us learn how to close them," realized Hiro, out 
loud. 


"And ya thought | was the slow one, eh?" Merida crossed her arms 
and raised a cocky eyebrow. Hiro nervously sighed as they both 
stood up at the same time. 


"About that, Merida. | just... | do wanna say... you know," Hiro 
grasped his arm and looked away with wandering eyes. 


"It's all right. | accept yer apology for being a wee, stubborn brat. 
And... yer welcome." Merida bobbed her wild head of red hair and 
winked. With a jolt of excitement, Merida took back the book and 
bounded out of the control room. 


"Okaaay." Hiro rubbed the back of his neck. 


"I'm glad | found her," said Baymax. "You are starting to really like 
her." 


"What? No! No, it's not like that!" panicked Hiro. 


"| was only referring to her as a companion and partner. But you are 
at the age... of showing physical attraction... towards other 
teenagers. Such increase in hormones can develop into... 
infatuation." 


“Baymax!" 


"What's holding yer bums? Let's gooo!" hollered Merida from the 
ground floor. Hiro hopped through the broken windows and spotted 
Merida, leaning comfortably on the warehouse door. Baymax carried 
Hiro's lanky teenage body and descended towards their newest ally. 


"| will only take a moment to retrieve some supplies for our journey," 
Baymax excused himself with a light nod and went to the nursing 
room. 


"Ya got a sweet friend, ya know?" said Merida sweetly. She gestured 
to the bulky robot nurse, closing the door behind him. 


"Yeah. He's... he's pretty great," replied Hiro. He remembered how 
he almost lost Baymax in another dimension, over a year ago. If it 
was not for saving his computer chip, Hiro would have lost his 
robotic companion completely. He noticed how Merida looked away 
with a sickly frown. "About your friend, Jack. I'm really sorry about 
what happened to him. We'll try to get him back from Oogie. | 
promise." 


Merida lifted her chin to acknowledge Hiro's kind words. 


"After | lost me home to the Heartless... | was on me own fer so 
long. Then Jack showed up. He lost his home too. As charming as 
he was, | could tell he had the same pains as |. Then he was taken 
and | was on me own again until Baymax found me. Hiro, | don't 
want this to keep repeating with the everyone | meet. | want this all 
to stop." 


"Me too," Hiro thought back to the chaos that ensued when the 
waves of Heartless that attacked San Fransokyo on that terrible 
night. He remembered the soot and sweat on the faces of his friends 
and aunt. Regardless, their eyes had been full of hope when they 
had to bid farewell to him and Baymax. 


"But if Jack were still in this fight, he wouldn't want to give up. Nor 
me family," said Merida with a determined nod. 


"Yeah, | hear ya. I've got people | gotta get back to," said Hiro. 
Baymax then appeared, sealing panels of his armor which contained 
the provisions from the nursing room. He opened the wide 
warehouse doors, illuminating the floor with the afternoon sun. 
Baymax crouched, allowing Hiro and Merida to step onto his back. 
Hiro leaned onto Baymax's left shoulder while Merida helped herself 
to the right. With the rocket boosters blazing under Baymax's feet, 
they rose far up above the abandoned city buildings. Baymax's head 
beeped, sending a map-like grid to Hiro's visor. Hiro could then see 


that they were following a holographic trail, based upon Oogie's 
coordinates from the control room. He zoomed in with a telescopic 
view of the mountain. After studying what he could, Hiro looked over 
to Merida who had closed her eyes. 


By letting the wind blow her face and pass through her hair, Merida 
could escape her worries. She thought back to the day when she 
climbed the cliffs of Fire Falls. The sweet breeze and fresh spray 
from the gushing waters filled her with joy. She wanted to share that 
feeling with her brothers, father, and mother after everything went 
back to normal. 


When the sun hid behind the clouds, Merida glanced at Baymax and 
Hiro. She smiled gratefully and looked onward. 


Different people. Same goal. 


The Castle 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter Twelve: The Castle 


What was once his dreaded prison had become his ultimate fortress. 
Every entrance and secret passage were secured by a servant. 
Hours would pass without any peculiar sound. However, such 
silence did not satisfy his suspicions. It all began with one attack on 
a cold night, two days ago. Monsters, marked by red heart-shaped 
symbols, had hunted for Belle, the woman who held his heart. They 
came close but met their demise. Their primitive plot was thwarted 
by the Beast. 


After peering through every hallway, room, and tower inside his 
enormous castle, the Beast paced in the open foyer. He glared into 
the shadowy corners, as if seeking the unseen enemy. Belle had 
tried to console his paranoia but to no avail. The Beast pondered 
madly, hoping to uncover and fix a weakness in his castle defenses. 
He took one heavy step forward and basked in the colored 
moonlight. It was, of course, shining through the stained glass 
window, high above the entrance. 


Red, green, and blue, the lights pacified the Beast. He drew back to 
the wonderful dance that he and Belle had shared long ago. She, 
spinning in a golden yellow dress, and the Beast, fitted into a royal 
blue suit, had their own private ball. Like a lullaby, the orchestral 
music from the memory gave him a much-needed moment of peace. 


And without warning, that moment was literally shattered. 
KRRRSHSH! 


The stained glass window shot a flurry of rainbow-colored shards. 
The Beast covered his face and crouched. He watched the floor, 


shining like glitter from the broken window. His ferocious eyes caught 
the intruder, flying smoothly under the stone archways of the foyer. 


It appeared slim, like a teenage boy. The moonlight revealed its 
grass-green color. The Beast was unsure of the tiny bit of scarlet 
atop its head. It landed at the forked stairway, in between the East 
and West Wing. Turning its head to the East, leading to Belle's room, 
the Beast panicked. 


RRRR-RAAAAAAWR! 


The voice of the Beast thundered inside his cavernous castle. His 
rage took the form of a lunge attack, towards the green menace. 
Instead of catching it, the Beast fell into the flat stone stairway. The 
intruder had sprung out of the way and floated in midair. The 
moonlight flashed its face. It was no creature but a human. A boy 
who could fly. 


"Get out of my castle, NOW!" yelled the Beast, snarling through his 
large fangs. 


"Not until you tell me where | can find Tinker Bell!" cried the boy in 
green. He reached out for his dagger and pointed it at the Beast. 


"| don't know what you're talking about but if you're looking for a 
fight, then why don't you get a little... CLOSER?!" 


The Beast leaped high towards the boy, drifting just inches away. 
"Hehe! You're going to have to jump a little higher than that," taunted 
the boy. He darted into the East Wing stairway. The cramped 
corridors turned out to be much shorter than he expected. 


WHAM! 


The East Wing door swung fiercely against the wall. The Beast 
charged in with a vicious sneer. 


"Uh oh," blurted the flying boy. He flew straight ahead and founda 
dead end. To his right was a cream-colored wardrobe, blocking a 
door. 


"Is this where you're keeping her?" The boy floated over the door 
frame. 


"Get AWAY!" shouted the Beast. The boy hid behind the wardrobe to 
take cover. He winced at the rising sound of the Beast's paws, 
slamming the carpet floor. The Beast came to an unsteady stop so 
he wouldn't touch the wardrobe. The boy sighed in relief. He then 
followed his gut and tried to pull the wardrobe aside. It suddenly 
came alive and head-butted him into the wall. 


"HMPH! Haven't you any manners?" shrieked the wardrobe. The boy 
had fallen to the floor and rubbed his head. He gaped at the eyes 
and lips of the talking piece of furniture. 


"What are you?" asked the boy. His curiosity distracted him long 
enough for the Beast to grab his entire body with one hand. He 
tightened his grip and brought the boy closer to his terrifying teeth. 


"I'll be asking the questions now," asserted the Beast. "Who are you? 
And why have you come to my castle?" 


"My name is Peter Pan. And believe me, | don't want to be here but 
you've kidnapped Tinker Bell and I've come to rescue her." 


The Beast raised his lip and gave a skeptical look. Peter Pan leaned 
back, both out of fear of being eaten without warning and out of 
disgust from the Beast's foul breath. 


"| don't know who this Tinker person is. But if you've come for Belle, 
you will go nowhere near her." 


"You like to call her Belle, huh?" accused Peter Pan. "Well TINK isn't 
staying here any longer." He wiggled his hand and reached for his 
dagger. 


"AAAARGH!" hollered the Beast. He released Peter Pan and held 
his hand, stinging in pain. With a clever plan in mind, the flying boy 
hurried back to the East Wing entrance and baited the Beast to catch 
him again. He snickered as the Beast ran foolishly towards him. 


PWSH! Peter Pan bounced from the wall and bolted past the Beast. 
He slipped in between the door and the wardrobe. Disoriented, the 
Beast frantically shook his head and growled like a confused animal. 


Peter Pan pushed his legs out to keep the wardrobe from squishing 
him. The moment he successfully picked the keyhole with his 
dagger, a clicking sound alerted the Beast. As the master of the 
castle, he charged onward, getting closer and closer. Peter Pan 
opened the door and entered the room. The living wardrobe hopped 
aside, making way for the Beast. 


CRASH! 


The Beast broke down the door. He huffed, worried that Belle would 
be gone. Instead, she stood on her bed and repeatedly smacked her 
pillow against Peter Pan. 


"Hey! Quit it!" Peter Pan tried to fly up but Belle was frightened and 
batted him from getting too high. 


"Belle!" cried the Beast. 
"Huh?" muttered Peter Pan. 
"Oh good. You're here!" said Belle to the Beast. 


"Wait? That's not Tinker Bell," said Peter Pan. He nestled himself 
into a distant ceiling corner of the bedroom. 


"Who are you? What do you want from me?!" asked Belle, fiercely. 
"I... uh... look! I'm not leaving without my friend. If you won't tell me 


where she is, then I'll have to look in every part of this castle. And 
you can't stop me." Peter Pan flew over to the window and tried to lift 


its heavy wooden latch. His thin arms could not do the job. There 
was no time to keep trying with the Beast rushing from behind. Peter 
Pan leaped backwards and flipped in midair. He swooped out of the 
bedroom where the Beast rampaged after him. He growled in his 
pursuit. Belle poked her head outside, both confused and worried. 
The wardrobe advised for her to stay in her bedroom to be safe. But 
as far as she knew, that boy did not resemble anything like the 
monsters that came after her two days ago. Who was he? 


Peter Pan came to a midair stop, back at the foyer. He looked to the 
large doors of the dividing level. He twisted the knob and entered the 
mysterious room. It was a dark and spacious place, casting ghostly 
echoes that haunted his ears. Behind the closed doors, the Beast 
lurked nearby, growling impatiently. Peter Pan flew further away, 
hoping the Beast would venture someplace else. He waited and 
listened to the sounds of his search trail off, possibly to the West 
Wing. 


At the other side of the large room, lattice doors shined starlight, 
luring Peter Pan over the glossy tiles on the floor. 


He opened the doors and discovered a marble balcony, overseeing a 
pitch black forest. 


The soothing night air gave Peter Pan such comfort. His gaze rose 
to the stars, reminding him of his island home, Neverland. He had 
traveled far to rescue Tinker Bell after discovering a letter that was 
left behind in her tiny room. It gave no name but challenged Peter 
Pan to come to a faraway castle according to a roughly drawn map. 
With his experience with reading treasure maps, Peter Pan had little 
trouble with finding the right place. 


The lights flashed brightly behind him. Peter Pan swung around and 
panicked. He was in deep awe as he realized where he had been 
the whole time. 


It was a lavish, golden ballroom. The heavenly lights glimmered from 
a high chandelier. Returning inside for a closer look, Peter Pan had 


no idea that there was a ceiling mural of baby angels, frolicking in 
the clouds. 


BAM! 


The foyer doors flew open. All Peter Pan needed to hear was 
restless breathing. The Beast had found him. 


FWSH! The balcony doors closed and locked themselves. They 
blocked Peter Pan from any kind of escape. He slammed his fists on 
the glass panels, too thick to be broken. 


"Did you think you could hide from me?" The Beast grunted through 
his hideous snout. "This is MY castle! Whatever moves here serves 
me! I-" The Beast stopped. He immediately regretted his choice of 
words. While it was true that he commanded the servants and other 
parts of the enchanted castle that did not speak, there was one 
person who followed her own heart without fear. Belle. She had 
brought hope and compassion into his life and inspired him to 
become a better person. A better man, one that could give Belle a 
reason to truly love him and break his beastly curse. 


"If you would just let Tinker Bell go, I'll go too," bargained Peter Pan. 
He could not underestimate this humongous foe who was unlike his 
usual nemesis, Captain Hook. 


"| told you! | know nothing of this Tinker person." 


"Tinker BELL! She's a fairy that can give anyone with faith and trust 
the power to fly," revealed Peter Pan. He quivered when the Beast 
stomped his canine-like foot on the tiles of ballroom floor. 


"Unless this TINKER Bell also tried to sneak inside my castle... 
uninvited, then she is not here!" reasoned the Beast whose patience 
wore thin. 


“Then someone did and brought me here!" Peter Pan reached inside 
his green tunic and threw a crumpled letter over to the Beast. He 


caught it and carefully opened it with his large nails. Peter Pan kept 
his distance and flew above the chandelier, where his back bumped 
into the mural. 


The Beast squinted and tried to read the scribbled writing. He 
grumbled to himself before giving up, tossing the letter aside. 


"Hey!" shouted Peter Pan. 


"| didn't write for anyone to come here. And | don't care about you or 
your Tinker Bell. What | do care about... is you getting OUT!" 
bellowed the Beast. His booming voice rattled the chandelier 
crystals. Peter Pan could feel his heart thumping hard against his 
chest. 


"How... how do | know you're not trying to trick me? Is Tink locked 
up in your dungeon?" accused Peter Pan. 


"Perhaps you're the one who's trying to trick me!" countered the 
Beast. "Did you make up this story just so you could come in here 
and try to take Belle's heart?" 


"What? No! I'm not after anybody's heart. And I'm not in the mood for 
anyone's games." 


"Good," said the Beast softly. "Because playtime is OVERRRRR!" 
He stormed into the ballroom and folded his legs. 


FWSH! The Beast jumped much higher than before but still, Peter 
Pan was safe. 


KRKK! 
Or so he thought. 
KRKK! KRKK! KRKK! 


The Beast dug his claws into the walls and climbed upward. He left a 
trail of punctured holes below him. Peter Pan moved away but in 


doing so, he descended to the ballroom. The Beast lunged in a 
midair twist. He missed in his landing but immediately pounced back 
up and slammed Peter Pan into the wall. The flying boy was back in 
the Beast's clutches. His arms and wrists could not move, unable to 
use the same dagger trick to escape. 


GLING! 


The castle walls rumbled, stirring the chandelier bulbs and beads. 
Both the Beast and Peter Pan felt the same fear. Something wicked 
was coming. The same rumble returned. 


The lights flickered and dimmed. A wave of darkness shrouded the 
glimmering stars outside and crept through the lattice doors. 
Unlocked, the doors opened wide and delivered a chilly gust of wind. 


Peter Pan shivered and rubbed his bare arms against the Beast's 
furry hands for warmth. The Beast snarled, threatened by his fidgety 
movement. 


Bom-bom! Bom-bom! Bom-bom! 

A squeaky, distorted melody filled the ballroom. 

"What are you trying to do? Huh?" asked Peter Pan, confused. 
"I'm not doing this!" snapped the Beast. 


Four floating lights in different colors appeared in the center of the 
ballroom. 


Red. Blue. Green. Yellow. 


Like four little fairies, they danced in midair. Underneath, a boulder- 
sized clump of darkness arose. It sucked in the icy wind and formed 
a smooth sphere. 


PWSH! PWSH! 


The sphere of darkness released two fat arms and two tiny shoes on 
the bottom. A puny head with two bright yellow eyes popped out and 
stared blankly at the Beast and Peter Pan. 


The four lights began to take their own form. Tall pointed hats 
squished their faces, glaring with two beady eyes. Colored cloaks 
that matched their glow wrapped around the bottom half of their 
bodies. The Beast recognized their heart-shaped symbols, fashioned 
as a clasp. It was the same symbol that marked the terrible monsters 
that tried to attack Belle. He remembered how Belle was determined 
to learn more about them. In his marvelous library, she had found a 
tome with old illustrations of the monsters, most of which had the 
same symbol. He and Belle learned that these mindless monsters 
pursued the purest of hearts. There was so much overwhelming 
detail about their forms and behaviors. It was too much for the Beast 
to bare. However, he did recall the collective name of these 
creatures. 


"Heartless," growled the Beast. 


"Heartless?" repeated Peter Pan. "Here?" He and the Beast faced 
their five foes. Out of the four fairy-like creatures, the green moved 
back while the red, the blue, and the blue formed a triangle 


AAASHSHSH! FWOOOSH! BZZZING! 

Three blasts of elemental energy were launched. 
One of fire. 

One of ice. 

One of electricity. 


The Beast let go of Peter Pan. They both evaded the attacks which 
burned, froze, and electrocuted the foyer doors into pieces. 


Peter Pan floated just overhead while the Beast assumed a cautious 
yet vicious stance. 


"So just to make sure | got this right... these Heartless aren't working 
for you?" asked Peter Pan. 


"Of course not!" refuted the Beast. The fat Heartless scratched its 
head, looking totally oblivious. Fuming with rage, the Beast tackled 
and slashed it with his claws. He had hoped to defeat it without any 
difficulty. 


Much to his dismay, there was no sign of damage. Not a single 
scratch was visible on the Heartless. 


"ERRRGH!" The Beast was knocked away by its thick belly. He fell 
beside Peter Pan and snarled in shame. 


"Let's work together and take out these creeps. Try again with big 
guy and I'll go after the flying thingies," suggested Peter Pan. 


The Beast gave no verbal response. Instead he snorted, followed by 
a reluctant nod. 


"Alright! Thanks, pal!" Peter Pan soared back to the chandelier and 
distracted the three fairy-like Heartless. 


"I'm NOT your pal!" barked the Beast. As faced his single opponent, 
the fat Heartless, the Beast had to accept the new reality. Perhaps 
Peter Pan was not his enemy. So long as he kept his mouth shut, the 
Beast believed he could restrain his urge to tear him apart. What 
was once his pesky intruder had become his unexpected partner. 


The Stars 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter Thirteen: The Stars. 


Back to the fight, the Beast wanted another round with the fat 
Heartless. It tried to fight back with a sluggish swing of its claws. The 
Beast seized its arm and tried to lift it off the ground. He immediately 
dropped its heavyweight body and began thrashing it. 


As for Peter Pan, evading the flying Heartless was easy. Getting 
close enough to hit one of them was much, much harder. He tried to 
outsmart them by flying impulsively. The blue blasted solid icicles, 
trailing after him. The red released a fire ball behind Peter Pan. He 
ascended out of the way where the yellow yielded crackling energy. 
It shot a vertical beam of lightning from below. Peter Pan soared 
around the walls and found the Beast, struggling to hold his flailing 
Opponent. He swooped by and stomped on the fat Heartless's head. 
The Beast rushed in close to take advantage of its stunned state. He 
hauled it overhead while roaring and immediately slammed it against 
the floor. 


Peter Pan zigzagged in the air to avert the three flying Heartless. 
The Beast jumped on top of the fat Heartless. After balancing himself 
on its spherical body, the Beast waited for the right moment to strike 
one of the three flying Heartless. Peter Pan served as the perfect 
decoy, clever and quick. 


The Beast then leaped and smacked the red into the blue. Their 
collision created a puff of steaming vapor. The yellow detected the 
Beast's interference and charged energy to cast another bolt of 
lightning. Peter Pan circled in and grabbed its small, squishy body 
from behind. He redirected its attack, shooting electricity against the 
fat Heartless. 


Bzzzz-ZAP! 


The Beast was impressed by Peter Pan's tactics. The fat Heartless 
lost its balance and fell over its belly. As for the yellow, Peter Pan 
swung it by its pointy hat and hurled it towards the fallen pile of the 
red and blue. Lounging in the air, he crossed his arms and cracked a 
cocky smile. He was eager to celebrate a smooth victory. 


"Look!" shouted the Beast. Peter Pan turned and spotted the final 
foe that Heartless that inconspicuously avoided every bit of combat. 


It was the green Heartless, swaying by the chandelier. Peter Pan 
chuckled and approached it. 


PWWWESH! The green spiraled away, like a tiny fly. Peter Pan could 
immediately tell that it moved much faster than the other fairy-like 
Heartless. The green visited each injured comrade and sprinkled 
green glitter over them. It bounced merrily and squeaked an off-key 
melody. 


The red, the blue, and the yellow were back in motion, scurrying all 
across the ballroom air. The fat Heartless rolled back to its feet and 
curled its arms, ready to attack. 


"What?!" shouted the Beast. 


"It's that green thingy. It sprinkled some kind of pixie dust and healed 
them," recounted Peter Pan. 


"SO nothing we do will work?!" The Beast glowered in frustration. 


"We gotta be smart about this. I'll go after the green guy first. And 
then we'll take care of the rest like we did the first time, kay?" Peter 
Pan did not wait for an answer. He curved around the red, the blue, 
and the yellow and chased the shy green. 


The Beast was left to deal with the fat Heartless once again. It 
seemed to learn from the first brawl and grabbed each of the Beast's 


massive paws. As they wrestled to overpower the other, Peter Pan 
began to tire in flight. None of the flying Heartless showed any sign 
of losing their speed. 


FWOOOSH! 


A glittering gust of ice rushed in, blasting Peter Pan from behind. He 
dove in a hurry, soaring over the Beast. Remnants of the blue's 
frosty wind coated the Beast in a thin layer of snow. He growled and 
shook it off his fur. 


"Sorry!" cried Peter Pan. 


"Hurry up!" barked the Beast. His muscles weakened gradually. The 
fat Heartless became more agitated by the second. It rocked its 
whole body back and forth and head-butted the Beast. It toppled to 
its portly belly. Rather than appear helpless and clumsy, it emitted a 
fiery purple glow. With this strange power, it slid across the smooth 
floor and rammed into the Beast. It smashed him into the wall. The 
Beast struggled to free himself as it squished him deeper into the 
crater behind him. His furry claws dug deep into its thick, fatty skin. 


Meanwhile, Peter Pan tried to devise a plan while dodging the 
barrage of elemental attacks. He also continued to search for the 
green, wherever it was trying to hide. As far as he knew, all five 
Heartless were present in the ballroom. None tried to escape. They 
were only there to defeat him and the Beast. Peter Pan had to think 
of something fast. He glanced at the Beast whose face was getting 
pummeled by the fat Heartless. He wanted to help but there was little 
he could do. He was too weak to deal any damaging blows. It was 
almost similar to having to fight the Beast head-on, something he 
could never do. 


And there it was. An idea. 
Peter Pan thought back to when he was trying to evade the Beast in 


the East Wing. He flew to the balcony doors. The three colored 
Heartless gathered together and followed him. He squatted against 


glass panels, parallel to the floor. He waited carefully just before the 
three Heartless cast their blended twister of elemental attacks. 


PWSH! Peter Pan launched himself like a slingshot, up to the 
chandelier. The red, the blue, and the yellow wiggled furiously and 
swarmed after him. Peter Pan snickered as he baited them right 
above the Beast. 


"Over here! Give it everything you got! Let me hear you roar!" 
shouted Peter Pan. Following his cue, the Beast thrusted his arms 
under the fat Heartless. He slammed his forehead right into its tiny 
face and glowered. As he inhaled, Peter Pan plugged his ears. 


"RAAAAAAAAAAAAAAWR!" This passionate cry gave the Beast the 
extra boost in strength to lift the fat Heartless and throw him up to 
the chandelier where the three flying Heartless had gathered. Before 
they could cast another elemental blast, the fat Heartless smacked 
into all of them at once. 


Peter Pan watched the clumsy collision from a distance. He then 
spotted the green and chased it. He almost felt sorry for it, trying to 
escape by ramming itself against the balcony doors. Peter Pan dove 
at it with extra speed and tried to slash it with his dagger. 


PWWSH! The green spiraled away, having survived by dodging the 
blade by mere inches. It hurried to heal its Heartless comrades. 
Closer and closer, it was eager to sprinkle its green glitter once 
more, repeating the cycle of battle. 


The Beast had had enough. 


GRRRSH! Pouncing into the fray, the Beast had destroyed the green 
in one brutal slash. It turned into a flash of green dust and darkness. 
He did not stop there. The onslaught continued, ridding the red, 
bashing the blue, yanking the yellow, and finishing the fat Heartless. 
Their bodies were ripped to shreds of darkness, fading like ashes in 
the wind. 


A unsettling shiver of nerves surged down Peter Pan's spine. The 
enemies were defeated but his partner seemed to lose his mind. 
After the Heartless were gone, he growled and shook his head, 
blazing with anger. Peter Pan quietly descended without touching the 
floor. His heart rapidly pounded like a drum. He cautiously waited for 
the Beast to be calm. He had another idea. 


PWOOOOSH! 


"Huh?" The Beast lifted his head and looked to the open balcony 
doors. The sweet, cold air filled the ballroom. It wrapped itself around 
the Beast. Even Peter Pan, leaning against the door frame, enjoyed 
the brisk touch of the nightly breeze. He wiped his forehead with his 
arm and laughed with relief. The Beast began to breathe much 
slowly, regaining his humanity. 


AAAAH! 


A woman screamed from the East Wing. The Beast became alert, 
with eyes as intense as a blazing pyre. 


"BELLE!" cried the Beast. His loud voice startled Peter Pan. It was 
filled with rage but something else too. Something scarring. Peter 
Pan imagined how he would feel if he knew Tinker Bell's life was in 
danger. 


BAM! 


The Beast stormed out of the ballroom. Peter Pan was finally free to 
explore the rest of the castle without anymore obstacles in his way. It 
was just what he needed to rescue Tinker Bell and get out. But that 
would work if the Beast was the true culprit. But how could he be? 
He had denied knowing anything about her and was also attacked by 
the Heartless. The Beast was truly dedicated to protecting his castle, 
not as his domain but as his defense to keep the woman he loved 
safe. The Beast was a brute but he was no villain. Not a kidnapper. 


Peter Pan decided that journeying through the entire castle would 
have been a waste of time. Tinker Bell was nowhere near to be 
found. Someone else had to have written the letter. She could be 
locked up, miles and miles away. Without a map or any kind of clue, 
Peter Pan sank to the floor, uncertain of what to do next. 


In the distance, a door slammed against the wall. The Beast? Belle? 
More Heartless? 


The Beast had leaped out of Belle's bedroom window and landed 
into the open courtyard, 


Up against the speckled sea of stars, a phantom swayed with the 
evening wind. It had captured Belle, squirming in its clutches. When 
she cried out to the Beast, it shook her fiercely and flew away. He 
bolted up to the pillars that held the castle's end of the bridge. He 
moved as fast as he could, climbing and racing against time. 


He reached the peak of the pillar and prepared to tackle the phantom 
in mid flight. He gave himself a running start and lunged far from the 
edge. He seized the phantom by its torn cloak. Plummeting towards 
the bridge, the Beast twisted his body to shield Belle from impact. 


GRSSSSH! 


The Beast scrapped his arm and back when they fell. Belle rolled 
smoothly and the phantom quickly floated back up, inches above the 
ground. 


The Beast grunted harshly. He tried to endure the pain and let outa 
frightening growl. The phantom had no true face; instead, it 
possessed a pair of cold, blue eyes. They stared at the Beast with 
such apathy. It pointed its stubby arm and shot a burning blast of 
bright blue energy. 


BZZZZ! 


The Beast collapsed with a loud thump. 


"Oh no!" cried Belle. She covered her mouth, horrified by the sight of 
the Beast, hissing in agony. She ran to him with open arms and teary 
eyes. 


"Belle," said the Beast weakly. "Run." 


"What? | can't-" Belle stopped, shook her head, and took one step 
closer. 


"RUN!" warned the Beast. 


It only took a flash of red light from the corner of her eye for Belle to 
notice. It was too quick for her to do anything. 


The phantom fired a different blast. It did not carry the same painful 
impact as the first attack. Instead, Belle froze where she stood. 
Silent as the night without wind. Petrified, not in fear, but in stone. 


The Beast struggled to rise. He growled by every stinging inch he 
tried to move. 


The phantom approached Belle gently. Her face was locked in a 
perpetual state of sorrow and terror. Watching the phantom flee with 
Belle as its prize tormented the Beast. 


FWWWSH! 


The wild, green blur sped past the Beast. It followed the phantom 
and tried to pull Belle away. 


"Let her go!" shouted Peter Pan. He pulled Belle away and tried to fly 
back to the bridge. The phantom swerved and veered madly. It 
managed to shake off Peter Pan. He tumbled in midair for a moment 
before balancing himself, right-side up. 


Watching all of this from the ground, the Beast was in shock. Peter 
Pan was indeed trying to rescue Belle from the nefarious phantom. 
Gripping his injuries, the Beast trudged after them. If there was any 


chance to save Belle, he would fight with every ounce of strength in 
his cursed body. 


Both the phantom and Peter Pan had ventured beyond the castle 
grounds. They soared above the frightful forest that would devour 
any traveler in darkness. Even in the murky sky where the stars 
began to disappear, Peter Pan never lost sight of his distant target. 
He flattened his arms and legs like an arrow to fly even faster. 


The phantom sensed that Peter Pan was getting too close. It 
resorted to a more offensive strategy and turned around to aim its 
handless arm. Peter Pan was unsure how it could even carry Belle 
with actually touching her. There was no time to ponder such a feat 
when a series of blue blasts were suddenly coming right at him. 


Curving away, Peter Pan dodged the attacks and circled back to the 
phantom. It was a strategy he had often used when bombarded by 
cannon fire. With his strength diminishing, Peter Pan knew that there 
was not much time left for him to save Belle. He tried not to think 
about all the energy he had used from leaving Neverland to find the 
castle, evading the Beast, and fighting the Heartless. He just needed 
to keep going for a little while longer. He cleared his mind and 
repeated to himself: Faith. Trust. And plenty of pixie dust. 


The phantom suddenly turned around and face Peter Pan, alarmed 
by its bright, blue eyes. A part of him was dazzled; each eye looked 
to be composed of tiny glittering stars. Strange but gorgeous. 


BAM! 


It came at him too fast to predict. Right in his stomach, the phantom 
had tackled Peter Pan. He curled up in pain and started to drop by 
inches. With one final glimpse of the phantom, escaping behind a 
thick cloud, Peter Pan fell several feet into the forest. 


KRK-KRK! 


The boy crashed through the bristly pine branches. Bruises spread 
all over his body. Before he could hit the ground, which would have 
broken several bones, a brawny figure leaped and caught him. Peter 
Pan felt its furry arms and listened to its miserable snarl. He gasped 
and gazed upon his savior. The face of the Beast faded as the grey 
clouds spread across the sky. Peter Pan could not hold his eyes 
open any longer, back to the darkness. 


The Mirror 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter Fourteen: The Mirror 


The welcoming warmth of the fire woke up the injured lad. Peter Pan 
leaned forward, trying not to let his bruises sting. He was grateful for 
the cushiony chair that held him. In fact, it bewildered him as to how 
he got there. He turned his neck too fast and pulled a tight nerve. 
Hissing out the pain, Peter Pan pulled his head back and searched 
what he could with his eyes. 


Sitting across the room, a hearth crackled with flickering embers. 
Paintings in golden frames decorated the walls. It was too dark to 
really see any of their fine details. 


Above the dusty mantle, one particular painting stared at Peter Pan. 
It was a portrait of a pale child in rich, puffy clothes, the kind that 
would attract Captain Hook. Peter Pan shrugged, trying to rest in 
hopes that the pain would go away. 

"MONSIEUR!" cried a jolly voice in a thick French accent. 

"Huh?" mumbled Peter Pan. 


"Hush, Lumiere! The poor child clearly needs more rest," snapped 
another voice, shrill and finicky. 


"Oh Cogsworth. | saw it in his eyes. He is awake now. We should tell 
the Master," suggested the first voice. 


"The Master is grieving right now. Let's both give them time to-" 


"Time to what? To gather dust and fiddle with our cogs? Belle is 
gone!" 


"Belle," repeated Peter Pan weakly. Her name brought back 
memories of her face. Frightened at first then still as stone. "BELLE!" 


"It looks like he is ready after all," said the first voice, delighted to 
prove himself right. 


"Let's not be so jumpy. He did suffer a nasty fall," said the second 
voice cautiously 


"Who's there?" asked Peter Pan. He tried to look for any moving 
figures without hurting his neck. 


Click-click! Thunk-thunk! 


Two household items approached Peter Pan from behind the lounge 
chair. He rubbed his eyes and shook his head. Was he dreaming this 
whole time? Was he still lying in the forest? 


"| believe we never made proper introductions, Monsieur." It was the 
golden yellow candelabra that spoke first. His facial features 
stretched from the wax of his middle candlestick. 


"How could we? He was unconscious when the Master brought him 
in." His companion was a wooden, pendulum clock with stumpy feet 
and handle-like arms. He looked at Peter Pan with a nervous grin. 


"Precisely the point!" exclaimed the candelabra, clearing his throat. "I 
am Lumiere, the maitre d' of this castle." 


"And | am Cogsworth, the Majordomo," added the clock, as if rushing 
to flaunt his name and title. "How are you feeling tonight?" 


"Not good... not great... kinda beat up," answered Peter Pan, 
checking his sore limbs. 


"Let us know if there is anything we can do to make you feel more 
comfortable," offered Lumiere. 


"Let me ask you something. How did | get here? You said your 
master brought me here. Is he the big, furry guy?" asked Peter Pan. 


Lumiere and Cogsworth exchanged awkward looks with each other. 


"|... uh... wouldn't exactly use those... er... choice of words," 
advised Cogsworth. 


"But it is not incorrect," reasoned Lumiere before turning to Peter 
Pan. "He left you in our care. When you are feeling better, we can all 
go see him in the West Wing." 


"LUMIERE?! Do you think that's the best idea? Of all places!" 
shrieked Cogsworth. 


"And | suppose we should expect the Master to come to us? We 
heard what this boy can do from Madame de Garderobe. And if the 
Master trusts him, maybe he can help us rescue Belle! We must give 
the Master faith at once before it is too late," asserted Lumiere. 


"Belle... she was taken... by some phantom," recapped Peter Pan 
faintly. 


"A phantom? How ghastly! Though it would fit the description that 
Madame de Garderobe gave us," said Cogsworth 


"Madame who?" asked Peter Pan. 


"The woman-!I mean... wardrobe, who was tasked with guarding 
Belle," explained Lumiere. "She could not save her though. But we 
mustn't let our fires die so soon. Come, come!" The fiesty candelabra 
beckoned Peter Pan to follow him out of the room. 


"We mustn't be so imposing," fussed Cogsworth. 


"But we cannot waste help if it is sitting in our parlor!" argued 
Lumiere. 


"Guys, guys!" Peter Pan waved his hands to get their attention. "I get 
it. Belle's in trouble and you want to save her but | have someone 
else | need to save too. Do you know where Tinker Bell is?" 


"Tinker... Bell?" repeated Lumiere slowly. "| don't Suppose she is a 
friend of yours, Cogsworth. Is she?" 


"Why would you assume that?" 


"Well | certainly don't Know her. | thought that because of her name, 
maybe she is a... tinkering ticking clock?" 


“Come now! Not all clocks Know each other. Are you well-acquainted 
with the matchbox in the basement?" retorted Cogsworth. 


"The POINT is-" interrupted Peter Pan. "I tried to help Belle but... | 
couldn't. | don't even know where to start." 


As Lumiere sighed, his candle flames shrank. Cogsworth frowned, 
lowering the two clock hands from his nose. 


"We understand. You are still welcome to recover here for as long as 
you need," said Cogsworth, torn between courtesy and sorrow. "We 
won't ask anything more of you but we would like to thank you." 


"What'd | do?" asked Peter Pan. 


"Monsieur, the Master brought you in here in is own arms. We have 
never seen such kindness from him since... uh." Lumiere hesitated 
to finish his sentence. 


"What Lumiere means to say," continued Cogsworth earnestly, "Is 
that the Master told us what you tried to do for Belle. We are grateful 
for your noble efforts and we wish you all the luck in the world in your 
search for Madame... uh... Tinker Bell. If you would be so kind, 
please remain here while we tend to our Master." Lumiere and 
Cogsworth gave a servant's bow before excusing themselves out of 
the parlor. 


As soon as the door knob clicked shut, Peter Pan swallowed a lump 
of guilt. He hated himself for rejecting their plea. What else could he 
say or do? Tinker Bell was still at the mercy of her kidnapper. Peter 
Pan would have suspected Captain Hook; but he and his ship had 
vanished from Neverland's waters a couple days before it happened. 
Upon discussing it with his Lost Boys, he had to accept that the 
handwriting was much different than Hook's cursive letters or Mr. 
Smee's scribbles. It had to be someone else. But who? 


No matter. Peter Pan only needed the pain to go away. Then, he 
would be out of the castle by dawn with a second chance. Without 
realizing it, Peter Pan was lifted out of the chair by his own 
confidence. He was careful to not be too excited and hit the ceiling 
with his bruised back. Just thinking about it was too painful. 


Gliding around the room, Peter Pan thought back to all the daring 
adventures he once had, back in Neverland. Too many times had he 
risked his life to see the scaredy-cat look on Captain Hook's face. 
Shortly after Captain Hook and his crew went missing, Peter Pan 
had endured one of the most boring days of his life. He wished for a 
real challenge, something more treacherous than grumbly, silly 
pirates. Something that would be tricky that only a clever kid like he 
could solve. If he proved victorious, it would make for a heroic story 
to tell the mermaids. He did love bragging about his amazing feats 
and close encounters with death. This time, it was not about glory or 
surviving; Tinker Bell was gone and far away from Neverland. Peter 
Pan sighed, regretting his foolish wish. 


Pirates aside, someone else wanted Peter Pan get sidetracked and 
ambushed by the Beast and the Heartless. Their fight would serve 
as an oddly convenient diversion for that someone to kidnap Belle. 


It had to be the phantom. As the idea lingered in his head, Peter Pan 
believed that the phantom had to be the same fiend that kidnapped 
Tinker Bell. It could fly far and high, something handy for getting to 
Neverland and out. He and the Beast must have shared the same 
diabolical enemy. He dropped delicately to the floor and gazed at the 
firewood, burning into mounds of soot and ash. A creak caught his 


attention. Peter Pan turned and found the parlor door, open to a 
crack. Lumiere and Cogsworth seemed like nice people, despite 
being household objects. He wanted to help them. He wanted to help 
the Beast too. 


Burning with determination, Lumiere marched hastily down the West 
Wing. It was a haunting hallway, made darker with the lurking 
shadows and scarce windows. He preferred the East Wing, 
appearing much more delightful by the routine sunrise that would 
illuminate its walls. Every servant loved to make the long trip, just to 
visit Belle. She was sweet with an enchanting spirit. Once she was 
taken away, nearly everyone in the castle was devastated. It was 
now an urgent matter that Lumiere could not simply ignore. 
Apparently, it was also a tiresome matter that Cogsworth could not 
simply follow with his stumpy feet. 


"The... Master... is... not... ready," panted Cogsworth. Right as he 
tripped and fell, he flipped over to his back. "For goodness sake, 
Lumiere! Will you slow down?!" 


"He has had enough time!" blurted Lumiere. His spirit diminished 
right as he approached the bedroom door. 


"Well, you've already come this far!" scolded Cogsworth, wobbling as 
he tried to stand. 


Click, click! Lumiere knocked with his candlestick. He waited a few 
seconds before jumping to twist the door knob and entering the 
bedroom. Cogsworth hustled to catch up. Pushing the door, which 
creaked the hinges, caused Cogsworth to gasp. He gave a timid 
peek. His cogs tightened in terror. 


Lumiere appeared fragile and small, compared to the massive 
master of the castle. Under the morning twilight, the Beast slumped 
at his tea table. He caressed a glass case, which housed a floating, 
red rose. Several dry petals littered below its prickly stem. His 
melancholy eyes sagged to the smooth, cold surface of the table. 


Lumiere was not sure if his master knew he was standing right next 
to him. He suddenly found it difficult to mutter a single syllable. 


"What do you both want?" grumbled the Beast, in a most miserable 
voice. 


"Master," began Lumiere, giving a quick glance at Cogsworth. "We 
want to know what we can do to get started on our rescue mission." 


"What rescue mission?" asked the Beast. 


"To save Belle, of course! We must round up a search party and 
scour the forest!" 


"There's no point. Belle is gone. That phantom... it must have come 
to remind me... that | am meant to be... forever-" 


"M-master!" chimed Cogsworth. 


The Beast lifted his head and grunted. His deep, piercing eyes 
intimidated Cogsworth, shuddering. He cowered and came close to 
where Lumiere stood. 


"| do think that Lumiere has the right idea. Perhaps, if we look in the 
library, we can learn something about this phantom and-" 


THUD! 


Like a violent tremor, the Beast's paw slammed the table. He firmly 
gripped the rose case to stay still. Stretching his legs, the Beast 
towered over his puny servants, holding onto each other in fear. 


"Why can't you two accept it? The spell was never meant to be 
broken! Belle was the closest chance I-" The Beast growled, 
distorting the rest of his words. 

A soft knock from the hallway disturbed his rage. 


"Who's there?!" barked the Beast. 


Peter Pan reached to pushed the door open wide. He flew into the 
room, covered in ripped wallpaper and filled with smashed furniture. 


"Oh. It's you," grumbled the Beast. 


"Yeah." Peter Pan landed on the floor and took a few steps forward. 
The Beast glared at him. 


"What do you want now?" asked the Beast. 


"Well first. | don't think | ever told you my name. Call me Peter Pan. 

What's your name, big guy?" Peter Pan charmingly offered his hand 
to shake. He knew he could only expect to hold one furry finger from 
the Beast. Instead, he huffed at the boy and hid the rose against his 
chest. 


"Second. | wanna say thanks for letting me rest here. You're not so 
bad, after all. Maybe that's why Belle liked you so much." 


"Did you just come here to bring more agony?" Rage boiled deep 
from the bottom of the Beast's throat. 


"No, no! I'm here to help you get her back. I-," Peter Pan twitched the 
wrong muscle in his shoulder. A stinging pinch caused him to gasp. 
He pressed his muscle to subdue the pain. 


"You obviously care a whole lot about Belle. You need faith and 
trust... and... well. | don't have any pixie dust on me but hey! That's 
two out of three." Peter Pan beamed with optimism. 


"Faith... trust... | had those things. But only when she was around. 
What am | supposed to do now?" 


"Give yourself a bit of faith and trust. It's easy with your friends but 
you gotta love yourself too. A little goes a long way." 


"Easier said than done," argued the Beast. 


"It's easier if you actually try. Come on, let's try something. Uhm... 
uh..." Peter Pan scratched his head. He hovered and searched 
through the chaotic mess around the bedroom. Sitting in a dusty 
corner, he found snapped frames and shattered glass. He flew over 
the debris and picked up a large shiny shard. He then brought it over 
to the Beast at his table. 


“Take a look and tell yourself how amazing you are. Go on," 
encouraged Peter Pan. 


The Beast sneered harshly and swished his mane-like head away. 


"Fine. I'll get started for you. | am... uhm... Mr. Big Guy. And I'm 
brave... strong... and tough... and-" As Peter Pan improvised 
compliments, the Beast groaned. Lumiere and Cogsworth stood by, 
less scared but more confused. 


"And... kind. Kind because after | fell, you brought me back here. 
Kind because... you told Lumiere and Cogsworth to take care of me. 
Kind because... well... okay, | got you started. Now you try.” 


The Beast let out a pouty grunt. 
"Just one thing. | said like... twelve things,” insisted Peter Pan. 


"You're not very good at counting, are you?" asked the Beast, raising 
a thick eyebrow. 


"It's still more than you. Here, I'll do myself. I'm Peter Pan and I'm 
clever, heroic, speedy, amazing, talented, handsome, noble, clever, 
honest, humble-" 


The Beast snorted. 


"What?" Peter Pan was not sure if his response came from anger or 
a sense of humor. 


"You can stop. I'll... say something." The Beast pressed his large 
finger on the glass shard and brought it closer to him. He was much 


too big for his whole head to fit in the reflection, even after leaning 
back. He adjusted the angle to reveal his jaw and right eye. 


"Lam... uh... punctual," mumbled the Beast. 


"Uhhh... what does that mean?" asked Peter Pan, completely 
clueless. 


"It means he's very timely. Not one to be tardy for the party," joked 
Cogsworth. 


"Ohhh." Peter Pan shrugged and waited for the Beast to try once 
again. 


"I'm... Lam... really... erm... rich?" The Beast frowned sheepishly 
and lowered his head. 


"Well, you've got a lot of nice stuff. But you just gotta give one good 
word about yourself. And you can't use any of the twenty words that | 
used." Peter Pan crossed his arms and smirked. He was confident 
that the Beast needed to try just one more time. 


"I... am," The Beast struggled to think of a single compliment. There 
were too many others that fit well as insults: rude, sloppy, bratty, 
destructive, ill-tempered, hideous, wretched, smelly, loathesome, 
enor-. 


“Come on!" nagged Peter Pan. "You can't just take like... bajillion 
seconds." His childish voice, followed by a petty groan, irked the 
Beast. His eyes turned thin and his mind snapped, just for a second. 


Grrr-RAWR ! The Beast smacked the mirror fragment to the wall. 


KLING! A glitter of shattered glass coated the carpet. Both Lumiere 
and Cogsworth flinched. Peter Pan jolted up to the ceiling. 


"This is stupid!" shouted the Beast. "It doesn't matter what | think of 
myself. We're wasting time. Belle is in danger. We have to go find 
her!" 


"There's the fire we've been searching for!" praised Lumiere. He 
applauded his master with his candlesticks. Cogsworth inched away 
and sighed as he looked to the wall. 


"Oh dear." 
"What is it, Cogsworth?" asked Lumiere. 


"Oh, | was just thinking. That piece of mirror that flew across the 
room. Good thing it wasn't the magic mirror. That would have been 
an awful accident." 


"Magic mirror? What are you talking about?" asked Peter Pan. 


"The mirror," muttered the Beast. "The mirror!" He frantically 
scanned his bedroom before glaring at Cogsworth. "Where is it?!" 


"| uh... do believe... it was last seen with Belle in the... uhm, oh yes! 
The library!" Cogsworth overcame his stammer. The Beast stormed 
out of his bedroom. Only Peter Pan could keep up with him by flying. 


He took great caution when navigating the corridors. The last thing 
he wanted was to crash into a wall and add another bruise to his 
body. All he had to do was follow the thumping sounds of the Beast 
who made his way towards the higher levels of the castle. 


Peter Pan did not bother to count which floor he had reached. He 
found himself at the open doorway of a gigantic room. 


"Whoa!" The boy was amazed beyond imagination. The library did 
not fit with the doom and gloom that accesorized the rest of the 
castle. Loaded shelves of large books stood proudly like the 
magnificent pillars of a pantheon. Peter Pan was never the reading 
type. From his small collection, his favorites were the rhyming, 
picture books. He had only one novel that had so many tiny words, 
crammed onto a single page, it made him feel dizzy. 


Passing through the organized aisles, Peter Pan found the Beast 
shifting through a pile of books on a mahogany desk. Upon a cry of 
relief from the Beast, Peter Pan flew in for a closer look. It was a 
hand mirror with a crystalline frame and handle. It appeared very 
delicate, which Peter Pan hoped would not suddenly be crushed by 
the Beast's large hand. 


"Show me where Belle is," commanded the Beast. The mirror briefly 
beamed with a blinding light. The reflection of the walls and shelves 
shifted into the image of Belle. Her face was still petrified. Peter Pan 
leaned in from behind the Beast's shoulders. The red morning sky 
shined in the background. A flap of a black cape whipped in front of 
the image. The Beast growled upon the grim reminder of Belle's 
kidnapper. The phantom. 


"She's safe... for now," said the Beast. He tried to speak calmly but 
his frustration came out, beyond control. "But tell me WHERE she 
is?" 


The mirror's image zoomed out. Both Belle and the phantom shrank, 
giving a much wider view of the sky. 


"| get it," said Peter Pan. "It's literally showing you where they are 
and the phantom is still flying. The sky covers everything so we gotta 
ask the right question. Can | try?" 


When the flying boy reached for the mirror, the Beast hesitated. After 
the rose, the mirror was his second most prized possession. But 
above all tangible objects, Belle was most important in his heart. He 
could sense that Peter Pan genuinely wanted to help rescue her. 
The Beast then decided to trust him and handed him the mirror. 


"Can you show us where the phantom is taking Belle?" requested 
Peter Pan, squinting when the mirror shined into his face. The colors 
swirled and revealed a crown-shaped mountain. It appeared dark 
and dusty orange. Peter Pan guessed it had some kind of harsh, dry 
weather. It was the exact opposite of Neverland. 


"Do you know where this place is?" asked Peter Pan. 


"| don't. But... COGSWORTH! LUMIERE!" hollered the Beast 
towards the hallway. Peter Pan imagined how startled the two 
servants must have been feeling. He swiftly sped out of the library. 
The Beast only had to wait for less than a minute before Peter Pan 
returned, holding both Lumiere and Cogsworth under his arms. 


"Thank you, Monsieur,” said Lumiere, jumping to the table, in 
between the mess of books. 


"Yes, M-master? You summoned us?" asked Cogsworth timidly. 
Peter Pan brought him down carefully and showed him the mountain 
in the mirror. Cogsworth fidgeted with his clock hands as he thought 
deeply. Once he had an idea, his gears clicked. He asked Peter Pan 
to bring him to the highest shelves in the library to gather two 
particular map books. Cogsworth enjoyed the feeling of flight as they 
ascended and looped over and through the shelves. 


He giggled upon landing and immediately flipped the pages of the 
collected texts. He identified the mountain as "King's Peak," and 


used another book to find a map that included the forest that 
surrounded the castle. Peter Pan nodded and grinned with triumph. 


"You can read the map?" asked the Beast skeptically. 


"Yeah, | know where to go from here," Peter Pan thought about his 
bearings relative to the stars in the sky, Neverland, and King's Peak. 


"Then we've got no time to lose. Let's go!" ordered the Beast. 


"Uh, Master? Before you go, we better make sure you are well fed 
for your travels," suggested Lumiere. 


"| don't need to eat. I'll go hungry until | bring a Belle back," refused 
the Beast. 


"Hold up, big guy." Peter Pan dropped in front of the Beast and 
crossed his arms. "You need all the strength you can get if we're 
gonna do this together. You won't stand a chance on an empty 
stomach. Especially if we gotta fight that phantom again." 


The Beast grumbled. He nodded and looked away. 


"One hour. Meet me by the castle doors by then," instructed the 
Beast. He was the first to leave the library after snatching the mirror. 
The servants and Peter Pan followed right behind him, all arriving 
back to the ground floor. At the dining room, the Beast munched on 
an apple as Lumiere hurried to prepare a complete meal with the 
kitchen staff. Peter Pan glimpsed briefly at the silverware and pots 
that danced madly with ingredients like eggs and bread. 


As the Beast scarfed his breakfast, he spotted Cogsworth, holding a 
full plate of food over his head and scurrying out of the dining room. 


"Where's he off to?" asked the Beast to Lumiere. 


"He's sending it off to Monsieur Pan. The boy needs to eat too, 
Master. | thought it was most generous of you to give him an hour to 
recover from his injuries." 


"| Suppose so. Thank you, Lumiere." The Beast's formal tone 
surprised Lumiere. He was either used to silence or mumbled 
remarks. 


"O-Of course! Cogsworth and | will be sure to alert the servants of 
your departure and guard the castle until you and Belle have both 
returned safely," said Lumiere with a jolly bow. The Beast tried to 
match his optimism. He wiped his mouth with his handkerchief, 
which made him think of Belle. With a deep sigh, he made his way to 
the foyer. He looked up and saw the boy in green lounging in midair, 
hands crossed and behind his head. 


"There you are. Hehe! | thought you were in a hurry," teased Peter 
Pan. He gently glided over to the large castle doors and pushed 


them outward. The Beast shielded his eyes from the shining sky and 
leaped outside. He looked to the flower bushes in the courtyard. 
Again, he was reminded of Belle and her compassion. He shook his 
head, trying not to feel tormented by her absence. With the magic 
mirror and his plucky ally, he would soon be reunited with his true 
love and take down any Heartless or phantom that came in his way. 


"Once we're in the forest, which way do we go?" asked the Beast. 
Peter Pan pointed diagonally right. Immediately, the Beast padded 
his leg, holding the mirror with a strapped holster, and charged 
through the bridge. Lumiere and Cogsworth stood at the top stair of 
the castle entryway. They waved and saluted to Peter Pan. 


“Thanks again you guys." 


"Best of luck to you, Monsieur!" cheered Lumiere. "And to finding 
your friend, Madame Tinker Bell." 


"And do be careful out there! That mountain might be the phantom's 
stronghold, crawling with those awful creatures," warned Cogsworth. 


"Gotcha! You can count on us!" Peter Pan bolted onward, with his 
arms spread out. The plan was to give the Beast his space, while 
keeping an eye on him from afar. If Peter Pan could tame the Beast 
into behaving better, it would make their journey together much more 
pleasant. 


Peter Pan had not yet decided when he would fly down and check 
on the Beast. Managing time would be tricky, especially when his 
mind would wander like an easily distracted child. He glanced down, 
only to find the Beast could maintain his breakneck speed through 
the forest without slowing down. He smiled, feeling proud to have a 
strong, dedicated fighter on his side. It reminded Peter Pan of 
something. It was something that amused him enough to swoop 
down and have a little chat with his new partner. 


"What is it?" asked the Beast. Peter Pan cruised along, bending his 
path around the trees. 


"| just remembered," said Peter Pan casually. "You still gotta give me 
a word about yourself. Something good." 


The Beast groaned and then turned silent. He continued to slammed 
his heavy paws on the dirt and rush through the forest. 


"I'll leave you alone if you can think of-" 
"lam... hospitable," answered the Beast. 


"Hospi-what now?" asked Peter Pan, dodging a thick three that 
lurked in his blind side. 


"It means | was good enough to not break your spine for breaking 
into my castle." The Beast growled and moved faster with a spurt of 
energy. 


"Uhm, | guess that works." Peter Pan honored his word and headed 
up the pine trees. Through the leaves and branches, the sun 
gleamed at the magic mirror, nestled inside the Beast's leg holster. 
Sometime soon, when the Beast was in a better mood, Peter Pan 
would have to ask him if he could use it to find Tinker Bell's location. 
He then flew higher and squinted at the horizon, in the direction of 
King's Peak. All he could see were a few blurry bumps, which could 
easily change once they journey beyond the vast forest. Peter Pan 
appreciated getting more time to let his injuries heal. Being back in 
the sky really helped to remind him that there was still so much to do 
before he could return to Neverland. He donned a daring smirk and 
rose even higher. The tender touch of the wind relaxed the fearless 
flyer. 


The Prizes 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter Fifteen: The Prizes 


Had it all been a waste of time? They had followed the path of the 
fallen space vessel from the sky. When Donald Duck and Princess 
Jasmine arrived at the crash site by the lake, the space vessel was 
nowhere to be seen. It was difficult to make sense of the tiny 
remnants of metal and glass. Jasmine had discovered scorch marks 
on the trees and pebbles. Perhaps they were missing an even larger 
part of the story, one that continued to be a total mystery. 


Their long journey by foot had given Carpet enough time to rest. It 
was strong enough to carry Donald and Jasmine out of the forest. 
Without a real plan, they just flew in awkward silence. Jasmine sat 
with her knees to her chest and wrapped her arms around her legs. 
Her gaze wandered across the horizon as she sulked. Donald hoped 
to bring her out of her melancholy mood. He tried to remember the 
words of an old tracking spell and raised his staff. There was a weak 
glow, giving Donald some delight. The spell's power flickered like a 
dying lamp. Donald plopped right beside Jasmine and let outa 
heavy sigh. 


"What were you trying to do?" asked Jasmine softly. 


"| wanted to use a spell to find the King. But it didn't work," said 
Donald, deeply disappointed in himself. 


"| appreciate the idea," said Jasmine in a comforting tone. She tried 
to think of what Aladdin would do. He was certainly someone she 
could trust to devise a clever plan and work around any surprises 
that came along. Just before Jasmine left for the stadium with 
Carpet, Aladdin had told her that he and Abu were leaving to find a 


rare artifact in a remote jungle. She trusted him to be safe and smart 
but she never knew exactly where they headed. 


"There's nothing much we can do right now. Let's head to Agrabanh. | 
need to make sure my people are safe from the Heartless.” 


"Good idea. | can help you when we get there. Do you think we can 
stop down there and get some water?" Donald pointed his staff 
towards the serpentine river. Jasmine nodded and tapped Carpet's 
front end. It understood their conversation and dipped smoothly 
towards the riverbend. Jasmine sighed but this time with a smile. 
Once she returned to Agrabah, she would assume her responsibility 
as a ruling princess. Upon Aladdin's return, they could then discuss 
what they know, what they could do, and where they should go. 


Donald had the right idea. Jasmine stepped onto the breezy meadow 
and stretched her legs. She took her time while Donald sprinted and 
splashed into the water. He swam on his back and relaxed on the 
surface. 

"Your Highness?" asked Donald. 


"Yes, Donald?" replied Jasmine, cupping her hands to carefully sip 
the river's refreshing water. 


"How's Aladdin doing? | haven't seen him since Goofy and | visited 
him in Agrabah," said Donald. 


"He's fine. He's not one for a calm life in the palace, | can tell you 
that much." Jasmine let out a charming giggle. Thinking about him 
helped to ease the pressure of being a princess. 

"We could really use his help with the Heartless," suggested Donald. 


"Believe me. Once Aladdin hears what happened, he'll be ready to 
leave Agrabah again." 


"Again? Where is he now?" 


"He left with Abu to find treasure at some jungle. He didn't tell me 
much." Jasmine pursed her lips nervously. 


"If that monkey is with him, I'm sure he'll be fine. We'll wait for both of 
them to come back," reassured Donald. 


"Definitely. | guess we have to be patient about this, huh?" said 
Jasmine. 


"Patience does bring the best prizes," said a third voice, sending a 
sharp, icy chill down Jasmine's back. Donald quacked madly as he 
spotted the tall man that cast a wicked shadow over her. 


"Jafar!" gasped Jasmine, swiftly turning to face the sinister sorcerer 
of Agrabah. Donald stepped out of the river and stomped the squishy 
dirt. 


"What are you doing, you creep?!" shouted Donald, brandishing his 
staff. 


"Creep? Oh dear!" Jafar feigned a melodramatic frown. "Normally, | 
would find that offensive. But you know what they say. Water off a 
duck's back ." 


With a violent thrust of his staff, Jafar flung Donald back into the 
river. Donald gurgled and gasped for whatever air he could breath. 
His whole body felt powerless, unable to swim or escape. 


"Stop it!" demanded Jasmine. Jafar's only response was a deep 
cackle. Jasmine would not stand idle. She charged in and shoved 
Jafar to the ground. As powerful as he was with magic, he was still a 
thin, bony man. lago immediately flew off and pulled Jasmine by her 
long, black hair. 


"Got her, boss!" bragged lago. Meanwhile, Donald was released 
from Jafar's drowning spell and reached his webbed feet to the 
shallow bottom of the river. He slowly made his way over to dry land. 


Jasmine hissed in pain but once Jafar returned to his feet, she 
glared at him. 


"Iago, do release your talons. You mustn't ruin her precious 
appearance," chuckled Jafar. 


"What do you want?" exclaimed Jasmine. 


"I've come to collect you, dear Princess. You mustn't concern 
yourself with such an unqualified escort." 


"| want nothing to do with you!" refused Jasmine. From the corner of 
her eye, she noticed Carpet, lurking in the tall grass, behind Jafar. 


"You don't have a choice, missy," squawked lago, settling back onto 
Jafar's padded shoulder. 


"Hey!" shouted Donald, drenched in his mage's clothes. He 
screamed furiously and pointed his staff at Jafar. "You leave Jasmine 
alone or else!" 


"Or else what? Do you not think | can see past your pathetic threat?" 
mocked Jafar. "Are you really going to risk hitting your helpless ally?" 


Donald gulped and took one damp step forward. 
"Hmph! Pitiful! And to think the King trusts you to serve him well." 


A hissing crackle of red light gleamed from the fangs and ruby eyes 
of Jafar's cobra staff. 


"Carpet! Get Donald some place safe! Don't worry about me!" 
commanded Jasmine. 


"Huh?" Jafar only caught a glimpse of a purple blur. It moved swiftly, 
sweeping up Donald and carrying him away overhead. 


"Jasmine, no!" cried Donald in the distance. Jafar tried to stop them 
and aimed his staff at him and Carpet. Jasmine rushed in to pull the 


staff away, missing its targets. Jafar shook her away and looked 
back up where Donald and Carpet flew even farther into the sky. 


"I've had enough of this petulance!" Jafar blasted a bright beam of 
red magic at Jasmine, point-blank. Her skin and clothes turned to 
stone. Jafar approached her and carressed her coarse face. He 
peered into her fearless eyes. Her entire posture irked Jafar. She 
stood silent yet resilient. Jafar scowled at the princess, foolish 
enough to sacrifice herself for a friend. 


In the vast sky, Donald and Carpet sought refuge in the grey clouds. 
Had they seen her petrified state, they both would have felt an even 
deeper guilt. Against a powerful villain, was there anything else they 
could have done? 


"Gawrsh! Sure | hope I'm not too late." Goofy had overslept, snoring 
loudly over his alarm clock. His morning was jam-packed with one 
clumsy calamity, escalating to another. Moving from the bedroom to 
the dining room and then to the foyer to get through the castle doors 
of left behind a mess of stains, smoke, and soapy water. It was a 
story best suited for another day. 


Today was supposed to be the epic battle between King Mickey and 
Donald Duck, the royal court magician. It served only as a sporting 
event for the spectacle of the competitive spirit. Goofy sprinted to the 
top of a grassy knoll that sat over the mountain pass. Right ahead 
was a legendary landmark, King's Peak. 


"Now wait a second," Goofy pulled out a crumpled map from his 
trousers. He smoothed out the folds, rotated the map, and leaned in 
and out. 


"| know | was reading this thing right. Maybe it's something in the 
lighting." Goofy turned around to let the sunlight brighten his view of 
the map. 


"Uhm... nope. It still looks the same. I'm right here... and | should be 
right there . No, wait." Goofy hummed and pondered. Scratching his 


head, he hummed again, louder and longer. 


"C'mon, Goofy. Don't tell me you're some big dope who can't read a 
map. The stadium should be right here. Maybe it flew away." His 
nose was pressed against the map. His eyes flipped from one line to 
another, confused between which trail he had taken. 


He could not make up his mind but that certainly didn't stop his feet 
from moving through the mountain pass. He had no way of noticing 
the small, half-buried pebble in the ground. His long shoe pressed 
against it and slipped forward. His entire body flew blindly down the 
steep slope. 


"Aaaaaaaaa-hoooey!" hollered Goofy, tumbling like a loose boulder 
in an avalanche. All he could see was a distorted view of green and 
brown from the grass and surrounding hills. The clanging sound of 
his shield on his back pounded his eardrums. Goofy was starting to 
get dizzy quickly and hoped he could keep his breakfast in his 
stomach where it belonged. 


When the slope began to flatten, Goofy somersaulted into a large 
squishy object. 


"What have we here?" asked a heavy voice from an equally heavy 
figure. 


Goofy landed on his rear end, weary from his fall. He shook his head 
and pulled the map from out of his collar. How it got there, he had no 
idea. 


"A‘hyuck! | don't suppose you could tell me where | can find the-" 
Goofy's throat turned dry. His heart clenched in terror. His trembling 
hand immediately reached back for his shield. 


"That's right, buster! Your luck has checked out today!" taunted the 
titanic, talking burlap sack. "You've unfortunately crossed paths with 
Mr. Oogie Boogie!" 


Goofy looked behind him, standing beside a bathtub, holding a heap 
of mechanical parts. 


"What-what are you doing here?!" questioned Goofy with quivering 
knees. 


"Setting up shop for what | think is going to be the scariest place on 
Earth! Better get in line now, ha-ha!" chortled Oogie Boogie. 


"|..." Goofy gulped timidly. "| don't know what you're planning... but it 
don't look right." He and Donald had once visited Halloween Town on 
behalf of the King. They met Jack Skellington and learned of the 
looming lunatic who used to craft torturous devices for his own 
amusement. Based on Oogie's load of sharp metal parts, it appeared 
he had another deadly project in mind. 


"Bingo! People will be crying for a fast pass over at my new 
swinger's hole!" boasted Oogie. "But | do need some décor to make 
it a little fancy. Some fengshui but my way." 


Goofy needed only a peek to feel nauseous. Oogie reached inside 
his mouth, hissing with bugs. Goofy struggled to keep a firm grip on 
his shield. Oogie coughed out his prized pistol, the one had used to 
capture his hated rival. 


"Say ‘bleu cheese’, mon frere!" joked Oogie, blasting a red beam of 
light. Goofy's shield proved to be totally useless against its petrifying 
magic. Oogie Boogie trudged around to see the frightened look on 
Goofy's face. 


"Get it? Cuz bleu cheese is nasty? Just like me? Haha... heh," 
Oogie desired some kind of applause. Instead, his surroundings 
gave him an unimpressed silence. 


"Whatever! | still think it was clever. Hmph!" Oogie hauled his new 
Goofy statue over to the bathtub. He rearranged the clutter to admire 
his most prized possession: Jack Skellington, buried in the bottom. 
Oogie snickered and smacked the bathtub to reanimate it. It 


resumed its trek towards King's Peak, piercing the sky like a castle. 
The sharp tips at the top really did resemble the shape of a crown. 
Oogie wanted to start building killer contraptions to guard the two 
main entrances to the tunnels; there was one from the East and one 
on the West. Afterwards, he could concoct his designs for his 
draconian devices to decorate his new domain. 


Admiring his own success, Oogie could not help but giggle and clap 
his tiny arms. 


"Now I've got two trophies for my little collection. But that's not 
enough. | need more. More, | say! | gotta put up some big ‘ol 
billboards to spread the word of my little theme park. And once I've 
lured more pesky heroes, one by one, I'll be the biggest, baddest, 
richest guy in town. Gotta trap'em all, ha-ha!" 


The Quest 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter Sixteen: The Quest 
A hectic heist turned into more than he had bargained for. 


"Hurry Abu!" shouted Aladdin, sprinting away from the roaring 
stampede of boulders. 


His simian companion ran ahead and replied with a shrill cry. 


"| let Jasmine have Carpet! That's why! Whoa!" Aladdin dodged a 
crushing stalactite that almost impaled his slim body. He scooped up 
Abu and focused on the light, glaring at the cave's entrance. Sharp 
rocks in the ground jabbed his bare feet. Aladdin winced, knowing 
that he had once again neglected to follow Jasmine's advice to wear 
shoes. 


KRK-KRK-KRAAA! 


One of the two pillars ahead toppled across the bumpy path. Luckily 
for Aladdin, he heard the crunching stone just in time. He measured 
the distance in his head and timed his leap skillfully. Right as he 
landed, Aladdin bolted ahead for dear life. 


FWISH! 
The nimble, treasure hunter dove into the light. 
THUMP! 


Humongous chunks of granite collapsed, sealing the treasure trove 
for good. Sweaty and sore, Aladdin dug his scimitar into the jungle 
dirt and lay down under the blazing sun. He salvaged deep breathes 
into his body. Despite the obvious peril of journeying through the ruin 


chambers that had demanded his ability solve ancient puzzles, it 
was worth all the risk in his eyes. Still, Aladdin had planned on 
keeping the dangerous details to himself as to not worry Jasmine 
when she returned to palace. 


Abu fussed and slapped the dirt off his vest. 


"This is totally gonna help Agrabah." Aladdin grinned. One arm 
shaded his eyes while the other reached into his pocket and pulled 
out the mysterious artifact. 


Abu let out an unimpressed squeak. 


"It looks pretty neat, huh? Imagine me wearing it everywhere | go." 
Aladdin dangled the dazzling treasure over his eyes. It was an eye- 
shaped charm, hooked to a silver chain, that sparkled under the 
sunlight. 


According to the palace library, the charm was called the Chakrai, 
rumored to glow red as an omen of a disaster, whether it was a 
sandstorm or a scheming villain. It appeared like an ornate clock with 
two identical arrows. If Aladdin remembered the passages correctly, 
each arrow had its own purpose. One arrow would indicate how 
much time the owner had until the disaster would occur; the other 
arrow could locate its origins. Aladdin was confident he could figure 
out which arrow was which. If he succeeded, then he and Jasmine 
could use it to save lives for the good of Agrabah. 


"| wonder if | have to like... turn it on. Or does it just work on its own? 
What do you think, Abu?" asked Aladdin. 


Abu blew his lips and climbed up the nearest tree. Aladdin chuckled 
as Abu slouched and placed his tiny hat over his eyes. He figured 
Abu was still grouchy from rushing out of Agrabah before the crack 
of dawn. They had traversed by a camel caravan and followed the 
jungle trail. He had packed fruit and bread for the road. Not only 
were they almost out of food but their fiery sprint out of the cave 
nearly burned away their last three meals. 


"Alrilight. If | find anything to eat, then I'm not sharing," teased 
Aladdin, rising to his feet. He slipped the Chakrai back into his 
pocket and strolled under the emerald green canopy. Charming, cool 
winds passed through the vines, hanging like earthy dreadlocks. 
Aladdin did not mind the squishy dirt underneath his filthy feet. Truth 
be told, he actually enjoyed the tingly touch in between his toes. It 
soothed the pain from running on harsh stone. 


His remark to Abu was an obvious joke. Whatever Aladdin could 
obtain and deem safe to eat, he would still let Abu have a bite. Just a 
little one. 


Licking his lips, Aladdin could feel himself getting very hungry. His 
eager eyes scanned for bright colors like red or yellow, an easy sign 
of fruit. Tucked under a swaying banana leaf, a golden-brown object 
caught Aladdin's attention. He clasped his feet and hands around a 
thick tree trunk and ascended. He lunged and balanced himself 
between tree branches. Help from Abu would have made the task so 
much easier. Instead, Aladdin tried to think like a clever monkey and 
swung over to the rising branches. He came high enough to pry off 
the golden-brown object; it felt like a cross between a fuzzy coconut 
and a squishy peach. 


When Aladdin tried to rip off a piece to check its insides, he 
discovered a moist pit of insects. Aladdin grimaced and hurled the 
fruit away. In doing so, he wobbled and slipped off the branch. 


THUD! 


"Gyaah!" exclaimed Aladdin. He pressed his arm to numb the pain. 
The moment he managed to return to his feet, Aladdin gaped in 
shock at the animal that slept just a few yards away. 


It was a lion, one with golden yellow fur and an auburn red mane. It 
snorted and squinted its eyes. Aladdin tiptoed away, feeling stupid 
for not bringing his scimitar for defense. As soon as his position was 
obscured by the thick foliage, Aladdin moved swiftly back to Abu. 


When he came halfway between the sealed cave entrance and the 
area with the lion, there was a piercing monkey screech. 


His sudden spurt of energy brushed loudly against the bushes. He 
tried not to think about the lion waking up with an appetite for 
streetrats. 


Returning to their resting spot, Abu was surrounded by eight bug-like 
monsters. Bigger than any scarab, they were at least three times the 
size of Aladdin's head. Four crawled on the ground with spider-legs 
and other four buzzed with large dragonfly-wings. All of them had 
Snapping pincers for mouths, a pair of bright yellow eyes, anda 
familiar heart-shaped symbol. Aladdin recognized the symbol back 
when Jafar, a sinister sorcerer, had tried to launch an attack on 
Agrabah with shadowy henchmen. 


"Figures the Heartless would make some kind of comeback," 
grumbled Aladdin. "Abu, over here!" 


Abu scurried from the predatory pests. Aladdin curved around and 
pulled out his scimitar. When Abu was cornered by two spider 
Heartless, Aladdin swung his blade, slashing them in half. The 
dragonfly Heartless flipped upside-down and pointed their long tail. 
Aladdin followed his gut, believing their tips to be venomous. He 
snatched Abu and ducked into a somersault. Aladdin crouched while 
Abu quickly climbed to his shoulder. 


The two remaining spider Heartless quickly pursued them. Aladdin 
reached low and sliced their legs off. Abu felt brave and leaped onto 
one of the dragonfly Heartless. He tore its wings off and crashed it 
into the branches. Much to Aladdin's relief, Abu was agile enough to 
land safely. With both the two spider Heartless flailing helplessly on 
their shells, Aladdin drove his scimitar in and out of the Heartless 
symbols on their abdomen. A chirping light emitted from the cracks, 
followed by a wisp of smoke. 


PWSH-PWSH! 


Aladdin jumped away just in time. Their bodies burst in a flash of 
sparks and flames. 


Abu screamed and clung to Aladdin by his thick, black hair. 


"It's okay, Abu. | think we got this." Aladdin raised his scimitar, 
gleaming in the jungle light. The three dragonfly Heartless hovered 
still in midair. Their thin wings flapped even faster, creating an eerie 
humming. 


They turned blurry, almost transparent. Right before Aladdin and 
Abu's eyes, the once three insect creatures duplicated to six. The 
same multiplying trick was repeated once more, totaling their 
numbers to a complete dozen. 


"Uh-oh." Aladdin squinted, unable to tell if they were illusions or 
physical copies. They curved their tail, ready to puncture their prey. 
Aladdin braced himself, ready to deflect their attacks as best as he 
could. What he could not prepare for was the thunderous roar that 
pulsed loudly, shaking every single leaf in the jungle. The whole 
batch of dragonfly Heartless were frazzled into a frenzy. 


Aladdin swung his blade blindly towards whatever came behind him. 
His eyes were pulled up to the ferocious feline that had pounced just 
inches over his own little hat. There was an oddly regal energy that 
engulfed the golden lion. It shook its fine, auburn mane and 
crouched. 


Rrrrr-RAAARRRRRRR |! 


A mighty gust of wind blasted the bugs against the trees. Nine faded 
into thin fragments of light while three remained. The golden lion 
rose into the air and smacked one real dragonfly Heartless with its 
massive paw. Once again, its strong hind legs allowed the lion to 
reach another midair monster. This time, the lion brought it down 
with its fangs and crunched it as easily as breaking an egg. Both 
Aladdin and Abu were nearly paralyzed by its presence alone. The 
final dragonfly monster, angled from the lion's blind spot, dive- 


bombed with its dagger-like tail. Without realizing it, Aladdin 
mustered enough courage to run in between, speeding like a fired 
arrow. 


KA-CHISSSSH! 


It was aclean scimitar-slice. The vile insect broke in half and 
dissipated into shadowy dust. 


"Huh. That was a close one," said the lion calmly. He nodded in 
Aladdin's direction. He and Abu turned to each other, both with a 
bewildered look on their faces. 


"You can talk?" asked Aladdin, baffled. 


"Why wouldn't I?" countered the lion. He tilted his head sideways, 
appearing somewhat offended. Given how Aladdin knew lago, a 
talking parrot, Genie, a larger-than-life, shape-shifting friend who had 
gone to pursue his own adventures abroad, and a sentient magic 
carpet, he realized there was no real reason for him to be alarmed 
by another non-human having the ability to communicate. 


A faint hissing crept through the surrounding trees. Neither Aladdin 
nor the lion knew where it lurked. 


"Get ready," said the lion, sinking his body extremely low to the 
ground. His ears twitched as he listened carefully to the subtle 
changes in pitch and volume. 


"Right! Umm... get ready for what?" asked Aladdin. 


It came like a storm. The hissing grew louder and rushed into the 
clearing where Aladdin and the lion waited for its reveal. They 
watched as a thousands of tiny bugs flew as a giant, black mass. It 
spun into a wild whirlwind, pulling in the dirt, rocks, leaves, and bark 
from the environment. 


Aladdin knelt and used his scimitar as an anchor, keeping him and 
Abu from being sucked into the vortex of vermin. The lion slammed 
each of his four paws into the dirt and dug in his claws. 


The whirlwind grew thick and contained. The raw materials and bugs 
fused into a solid, clumpy object. When the gusts subsided, Aladdin 
and the lion had a clear view of its new form: a sage-green chrysalis, 
shining a warped version of the Heartless symbol. 


"I'm not waiting for that thing to hatch." The lion charged. He 
stretched out his claws and clung onto the chrysalis. Aladdin 
rounded the lion's position and found a wide spot to attack from the 
side. Neither his blade nor the lion's claws were sharp enough to 
deal any noticeable damage. 


The lion pounded the chrysalis relentlessly. Aladdin stopped and 
tried to think of another option. He examined the back side and 
noticed that one plated piece of the chrysalis looked less shiny than 
the rest. He pressed it and felt its rubbery surface. Rubbery and thin. 


"| got it!" cried Aladdin, excitedly. He thrusted his scimitar deep into 
the Heartless's weak spot. 


An awful, ear-splitting screech cracked through the slit. The lion back 
away and shook his head angrily. Aladdin pulled out his weapon, 
drawing greenish goo, and retreated to the farthest edge of the 
clearing. 


Whatever Heartless monster resided in the chrysalis had received a 
rude awakening. It poked out and flailed long insect legs that 
stretched with a sticky, web-like substance in between. 


Ka-PWWWSH! 


Shards of the chrysalis fired outward in an explosive display. Aladdin 
and the lion tried to identify the Heartless monster, appearing as 
some hybrid of a spider and a moth. Its eight yellow eyes blinked 


with a squishy sound. It raised its massive, spotted wings and 
flapped. Just once. 


BRSHSHSH! 


A intense pulse of wind and dust blasted Aladdin and the lion off their 
feet. They were slammed into the sealed cave entrance. 


Upon landing, the lion sped past Aladdin and pounced towards the 
Heartless. It only took a single spear-like leg to smack the fearless 
feline away. Aladdin saw the severe pain in the lion's face. There 
was not much time to think of a clever plan. The Heartless turned 
towards the lion and snapped its pincers. 


"Abu, I'm gonna need your help." Aladdin shook his shoulder. Abu 
peeked at the eight-foot tall bug and whimpered. 


"C'mon buddy!" urged Aladdin. The only plan he had was to act as a 
diversion to give the lion time to get away. 


"Hey! You big, ugly moth!" taunted Aladdin. His scimitar came in fast 
and struck its bulbous abdomen. The edge of the blade left a visible 
cut. At an instant, the Heartless turned around and hissed at its 
human snack. 


"Whoa!" Aladdin ducked and slipped underneath the monster's 
thorax. He stretched his arm and used his scimitar to hit four legs on 
one wide swing. Immediately, he rolled away from being crushed by 
its fall. The lion used this chance to move away and regroup with 
Aladdin. 


"Not bad. I-" The lion growled when the muscle in his right front leg 
stung. 


"Are you gonna be okay?" asked Aladdin. 


"Heh. I'm still in this fight, you Know?" insisted the lion, handling the 
pain with a deep breath. 


"Great... because I've got an idea," said Aladdin with a clear smirk. 


"What is it?" Before the lion could learn what his new partner had in 
mind, the Heartless bug was back on its eight feet. 


"You're just gonna have to trust me." Aladdin looked to the shining 
sun and the thick shadow of the jungle. He angled his blade to reflect 
glaring sunlight into the Heartless's eyes. His tactic stalled its 
movements while it hissed in frustration. 


"Do you trust me?" asked Aladdin urgently. The lion gave a strong, 
loyal nod. "Then get back. Hide but stay close." 


The lion heeded his direction and proceeded to take cover behind 
the bushes. As he waited, the lion was able to let his injury to heal 
more quickly. 


Once Aladdin ceased the blinding trick, he sprinted past the 
Heartless. 


"Hey! Over here!" shouted Aladdin. It followed his voice and flapped 
its wings, creating a gust of dust and leaves. Aladdin shielded his 
eyes, much like enduring a sandstorm. 


"Abu. | really need you to be a big boy now," urged Aladdin as the 
Heartless chased him into the jungle. His new plan was to clip its 
wings somehow. Abu let out a timid squeak. With a tender pat from 
his human companion, Abu was ready to lend a helping hand. 


Aladdin told Abu to start collecting vines. Abu saluted and climbed to 
the treetops. It was up to Aladdin to keep the oversized bug busy. He 
dashed from one shadow to the next. Squatting under the cracks of 
sunlight, Aladdin knew all too well how to stay out of sight from foes 
with less than average intelligence. 


The Heartless screeched in its savage search for the streetrat. It 
repeatedly clipped trees by its trunks and flapped its wings, strong 


enough to break branches. Aladdin trusted Abu to watch out for 
danger but he could not risk stalling for too long. 


"Hey you!" shouted Aladdin, boldly emerging from his hiding spot. An 
aggressive snarl greeted him. The Heartless made its predatory 
pursuit. Aladdin ran in a curved path. He searched for Abu by his tiny 
purple hat. Instead, he spotted a clump of vines, hopping in the 
branches that remained. Aladdin smiled proudly for his little, brave 
buddy. 


"Abu! We're going back to the cave. Let's wrap this creep to go!" 
Aladdin sprinted and caught the first set of vines that were thrown to 
him. He held on tight and swung across the Heartless's path. It 
fumbled but still kept a firm stance with its multiple legs. While some 
of the vines did snap loose, Abu had plenty more in supply. Like a 
double helix, Aladdin's twisted path enabled him to essentially braid 
and bind the monster across its head, thorax, and abdomen. Each 
new vine impaired its movement. As it took a clumsy step, it cried out 
viciously in a high pitch. Abu flew in, bringing the last vine for 
Aladdin. He landed on his shoulder and they both returned to the 
cave clearing. 


The lion was impressed. He watched these two scrawny characters 
ensnare the insect monster, hobbling and screaming for its prey. 


"You're up!" shouted Aladdin, panting. Even without the mention of 
his name, the lion knew it was being addressed. Aladdin circled 
behind the Heartless and handed the longest vine to the lion. Once 
the lion clamped it tight within its jaws, Aladdin nudged his head back 
to the cave entrance. The lion growled as he twisted his whole body, 
hauling the insect monster off its legs. 


THUD! 


The Heartless slammed onto the jagged surface of the cave. It 
collapsed and violently flapped its wings. 


No words were needed for Aladdin and the lion when they nodded to 
each other. Together, they charged through the storm-like gusts. The 
lion pounced and tugged the edge of the insect monster's left wing. 
Aladdin hurried and raised his scimitar. 


KSSH! 


One humongous wing was cut off. Desperate to defend itself, the 
Heartless freed one long leg from the vines and tried to pierce 
Aladdin. He parried its leg while the lion leaped high and slammed 
his whole weight against its last wing. With a running start, Aladdin 
jumped on top. He drove his scimitar down across the wing's edge 
and sliced it off. 


Unable to walk or fly, the Heartless could only scream and snap its 
pincers helplessly. Aladdin stepped down to the side of its squirming 
head, beyond its reach. He raised his scimitar and brought it down 
fast, delivering the final blow. 


KRRRK-KSH! 
The squirming stopped so suddenly. 


Before the head could touch the ground, its exoskeleton cracked like 
sickly veins. 


PWEFF! 


Just like the previous Heartless, the great and gargantuan insect 
monster was gone. It's ashy remnants floated like a dying swarm. 


The lion dropped to his stomach. He chuckled in between his 
panting. 

"You know... | don't think | ever got your name." The lion faced 
Aladdin, who was rubbing Abu's back for a job well done in the 
battle. 


"Well, it's Aladdin. Or Al for short. Whatever you can remember." 


"Hmm, | actually like Aladdin. I'm Simba." The lion approached 
Aladdin and lowered his head. Aladdin guessed it was a formal 
gesture, like a bow. Without thinking, Aladdin offered his arm to 
shake hands. There was a brief but awkward moment of silence. 


"Am | supposed to lick it or-?" asked Simba. 


"Oh right. Nevermind." Aladdin frowned sheepishly. "Hey Abu. Did 
you want to say hi?" He turned to Abu and beckoned him to show 
some friendliness. Instead, Abu whimpered and looked away from 
the polite predator. 


"It's okay, Abu," said Simba with a soft laugh. "I don't eat monkeys... 
or ones without tails and fur." Simba winked at Aladdin. 


"How kind of you," replied Aladdin. He squatted to put Abu on the 
same eye level as Simba. Abu was still hesitant and hid below 
Aladdin's shoulders. 


Simba lay on the ground and waited patiently. He refrained from 
moving in attempt to appear docile. At first, it was a half-minute of 
Abu poking his head out for a protective peek around Aladdin's neck. 
Eventually, Abu jumped down and reached out to pet Simba's thick, 
auburn mane. Simba continued to be calm, allowing Abu enough 
time to be comfortable around him. Right when Simba nudged his 
head to scratch an itch, Abu zipped away and retreated inside 
Aladdin's vest. 


"For what it's worth, you were very brave back there against that... 
thing," commended Simba. "I've never seen a bug that size before." 


"It wasn't just a bug. It was a Heartless. You can tell by that weird- 
looking, heart symbol," explained Aladdin. 


Simba thought back to the horrific arrival of similar but smaller 
creatures that terrorized his own homeland. 


"Heartless? Is that what they're called?" Simba sighed and gave a 
gloomy look. "Are they common out here?" 


"Honestly, they can show up anywhere but only when someone's 
going around and messing with darkness," Aladdin shrugged. 


"Darkness?" asked Simba. 


"Weird... sinister magic. That kind that tries to mess with people's 
hearts. If they give out, that inner darkness can turn them into a 
Heartless," explained Aladdin. 


"Well... that's terrifying. What can we do to stop them?" asked 
Simba, deeply concerned. 


"Fighting them head-on won't help in the long run. We have to go 
after the source and hit'em with everything we got." 


"Sounds like you've had some experience with these Heartless. I'm 
sorry," said Simba with sympathy. 


"It was a long time ago. This evil sorcerer-Jafar-tried to take over 
Agrabah. That's where I'm from. We only beat him with the help of 
King Mickey." 


"King Mickey? Does he rule Agrabah or this whole land?" 


"Nah." Aladdin shook his head and ran his fingers through his thick 
hair. "He's got his own castle. He does travel a lot to help people and 
keep the peace.” 


"Sounds like you have a lot of respect for this king. | hope to make a 
real impact like that someday," said Simba. A somber frown started 
to surface. 


"Why? What do you do?" 


"I'm the king of the Pride Lands. We're still trying to recover from our 
last... ruler," said Simba, lowering his head. 


"No way! You're a king too? Nice!" Aladdin swiftly went low to give a 
humble bow. Simba snorted into a bashful laugh. 


"I'm still getting used to that title. And everything that comes with it." 


"Hey. It's a lot of power in your hands-! mean-paws. So many 
people-| mean-animals to protect, right?" assumed Aladdin. 


Simba sighed once more. 


"These... Heartless... they attacked Pride Rock. I've never seen 
anything like them. More savage than the hyenas," described Simba. 


"That's terrible," said Aladdin. 


"The lionesses are holding our defenses. | was counseled by our 
shaman, Rafiki, to leave the Pride Lands and search for the cause of 
all of this. This is the farthest I've traveled from home since-" Simba 
was reluctant to finish the sentence. He did not want to relive the 
trauma from fleeing in exile after his father's murder. 


Aladdin could read the shame in Simba's eyes. He thought it would 
be best to change the course of their conversation. 


"Your Majesty. If there's anything | can do to help, feel free to reach 
out to Agrabah. The princess and | can definitely do something. | bet 
we could even get King Mickey to swing by and hear your story." 


"Is Agrabah close?" asked Simba. 


"Ah ha ha... no. It's pretty far away. Like... in the middle of the 
desert," revealed Aladdin. 


"Really?" Simba swished his head and reasserted his present 
location. He too had to trek through a desert to reach the jungle, as 
guided by his shaman. "Then what brings you here? Are you on your 
own quest?" 


"Quest? Oh right! Abu and | traveled here to get this." Aladdin pulled 
out the treasure from his pocket. Simba was deeply intrigued by the 
oddly shaped object. 


"What is that?" 


"It's called the Chakrai. It's supposed to predict when trouble is 
coming and where to find it." 


"How does it work?" asked Simba. 
"| dunno," Aladdin shook it and raised it to the sun. 


"Sure could be useful. We could track the Heartless and learn why 
they invaded my kingdom. Maybe | just need to be more useful," 
said Simba. Aladdin recognized this kind of struggle from Jasmine as 
a ruling princess. After moving into her palace, he learned that being 
royalty was more than just wearing oversized outfits or attending rich 
parties. Jasmine had a responsibility to be wise, strong, and inspiring 
to the people of Agrabah. She had to listen to their problems and 
keep an eye out for outside conflict. 


"No need to be hard on yourself. You're out here for your kingdom. 
And that counts for a lot. You're obviously brave... you put up a 
fight... and you're nice enough not to eat us." Aladdin gave a friendly 
chuckle. 


Simba cracked into a fit laughter. 


"You really don't need to worry about that happening," assured 
Simba. Aladdin still had his doubts. His stomach grumbled, as if 
pouting for food. 


"| know a spot where we can get something tasty to eat. Follow me." 
Simba beckoned Aladdin and Abu to follow him through the jungle. 
Aladdin was intrigued by the courteous carnivore. Could he actually 
know which plants where edible and safe to consume? 


"SO... dO you eat meat at all? | mean | know what you said before 
but-" Aladdin did not how to phrase his question without sounding 
awkward. 


"| do enjoy a tasty antelope or zebra but they've been hard to find out 
here. You and Abu can relax. | have friends that once showed me... 
friendlier alternatives." 


It still wasn't the answer Aladdin had hoped to get. Still, he trusted 
Simba and soon they arrived at a massive log with markings on the 
dirt, showing that it had been moved before. 


"You're gonna love this." Simba leaned onto the log and shoved it 
forward. He revealed to Aladdin his own treasure trove: a colorful pit 
of chirping beetles, wiggling worms, and slithering centipedes. 


Aladdin almost gagged, coughing into his vest. In contrast, Abu was 
overjoyed, bolting to the beautiful buffet of bugs. Oddly enough, he 
was too busy stuffing his little cheeks to be startled by Simba, 
standing just inches away. 


"Thrm-erm-dericious-mm-hmm," muffled Simba, munching on the 
crunchy shell of a dark blue beetle. 


"Is that healthy?" asked Aladdin. He did not consider himself picky, 
given his old lifestyle of scavenging for discarded food. 


"Sure." Simba slurped on a thick and gooey worm. "They're all 
packed with protein." 


Aladdin had to brace himself for what had to be a gut-wrenching 
taste. Whatever tried to escape beyond the pit was snatched by Abu 
as a bonus snack. Simba gently tapped a fat beetle with his paw and 
passed it to Aladdin. He gulped, picked up the beetle, pinched his 
nose, and took a whole bite. 


Immediately, he sealed his eyelids. His lips tightened and twisted. 
Simba panicked. Had he accidentally given Aladdin something 


poisonous? 


Aladdin eased the tension in his teeth. He chewed slowly before 
swallowing. 


"Let me guess. Slimy yet satisfying?" asked Simba. 


Aladdin finally opened his eyes and scratched his tongue with his 
teeth. 


"Suuure. Let's go with that." Aladdin smiled, revealing specks of the 
beetle on his teeth. Simba snickered, trying to hide his fangs with his 
paw. 


Aladdin was confused. He used his scimitar as a mirror and checked 
his teeth. He laughed and proceeded to pick out the bug bits. 


Abu was stuffed and settled into a brief food coma. Meanwhile, 
Aladdin tasted more insects per Simba's recommendation. Once he 
had his fill of food, Simba gorged the remaining grub with glee. 


The pit was soon depleted with Simba licking with tiny remains. He 
sighed with a satisfied grin and burped. 


"Excuse you, your Majesty,” teased Aladdin. 


"It's a Sign of respect and gratitude back where I'm from," claimed 
Simba. 


" Uhhh-huh," replied Aladdin, unconvinced. They both relaxed on the 
jungle dirt and gazed at the specks of blue sky through the canopy. 


"Where are you headed off to next?" asked Simba. 


"Well, | got the Chakrai but if the Heartless are back, then | can't go 
home yet." 


"Mind if | take a look at it?" requested Simba. 


"Sure." Aladdin sat back up and brought out the Chakrai. Simba 
leaned over for a closer look. He tapped it with his paw, causing the 
central gem to glow. The two arrow-shaped levers rotated in circles 
before locking apart, like the two hands of a clock. 

"Hey! How'd you do that?" asked Aladdin, in total amazement. 
"You're asking the wrong lion," said Simba, baffled. 

"I'm asking the right lion. You got it to work," said Aladdin. 


"Or maybe it was lucky timing," suggested Simba, "So what's this 
Supposed to mean?" 


Aladdin turned to Abu, who woke up just to admire the shiny center 
of the Chakrai. 


"It means our quest isn't over." 
" Our quest?" asked Simba. 


"Yeah. We should totally travel together and see where this leads 
us." 


"Are you sure? | don't wanna put you in danger for my kingdom." 


"You don't need to worry about me. I've survived all kinds of danger," 
bragged Aladdin, stretching his arms. 


"What about getting back to Agrabah? Don't you have friends waiting 
for you?" 


"Your threat is my threat too. The Heartless will return to Agrabah if 
we don't act fast," said Aladdin. 


"| really appreciate your help. Thank you, Aladdin," said Simba, rising 
to his feet. 


"Of course, Your Majesty," said Aladdin. 


"You can just call me Simba. After all, we're friends now." 


"Very well, Simba." Aladdin studied one metal lever that wavered. 
When he turned the Chakrai, it adjusted the same loose hand back 
into the same direction. The other lever clicked by one inch. Aladdin 
become more confident that the Chakrai worked as both a compass 
and a clock. 


"| think we gotta follow where this is pointing,” said Aladdin, tapping 
the compass hand. 


"And if we find anymore Heartless, then we'll know we're going in the 
right direction," said Simba. 


"Right!" Aladdin nodded. Abu held the Chakrai and returned to 
Aladdin's shoulder. 


"Looks like Abu has volunteered to be our royal guide, haven't you?" 
said Simba, humorously. 


Abu squeaked with joy and pointed his little hand over the Chakrai's 
compass hand. 


"Alright! Let's get out of this jungle!" Aladdin bounded through the 
trees with newfound energy. Naturally, Simba took the lead with his 
powerful, limber body. The sudden glance of a running lion 
frightened Aladdin. He had to remind himself that Simba was a 
friend. They raced each other for fun but stayed close together. 


Simba was delighted to find someone fight alongside him. Besides 
having the means to track the enemy, there was something else 
about Aladdin that restored faith in Simba's heart. He wondered how 
Aladdin could be so fearless in the face of any obstacle. He hoped to 
attain some courage by getting to Know Aladdin more. All in good 
time. 


As for Aladdin, he was thrilled to embark on a new journey. 
Encountering Simba meant learning about the return of the 


Heartless. Aladdin had his sights set on defeating whoever was 
commanding them. His first guess was Jafar but he knew that it 
could be a distant foe, one that he had never met. His mind wrapped 
around many possibilities. Aladdin did not want to take too long and 
cause any worry for his girlfriend, Jasmine. At least she was safe 
with Queen Minnie and King Mickey. Or so he believed. 


The Stowaway 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter Seventeen: The Stowaway 


It was a long, creaking hallway. The scalywag had endured his share 
of darkness, from dank dungeons to stormy nights at sea. He could 
certainly stomach the treacherous waves that would rise and fall 
without warning. And yet, it was rather odd that the flying vessel that 
he boarded can could travel so smoothly in the air. 


After hiding for many hours inside an empty barrel, his folded legs 
had fallen asleep. No one else knew of his presence on the flying 
ship. The few weaker Heartless that had spotted him earlier were 
quickly eliminated. Not even the supposedly clever Captain Hook 
knew that his Jolly Roger had been infiltrated by the infamous 
legend, Captain Jack Sparrow. 


Waiting without a proper drink took its toll. Sparrow craved the 
euphoric taste of classic rum. As soon as he had succeeded in 
sneaking aboard Hook's ship, he proceeded to search for any savory 
sustenance. Too many times did he accidentally access a cabin that 
housed some kind of Heartless. Other parts of the ship stored crates 
of fruit, fish, gun powder or were totally vacant. Why was the world 
trying so hard to deny him any rum? 


One particular cabin boasted a wide set of wooden doors, guarded 
by a pair of hovering Heartless. They looked like fat orbs of dark 
purple gas; their floppy ears matched their floppy tails; their jaws 
were wide and sharp like shark; their eyes glowed like giant fireflies. 
Given their vigilant nature, Sparrow had one thought: something of 
great value had to be behind those cabin doors. 


Patience sparked its last bit of fuse. Sparrow peeped through the 
barrel's cork hole. He wobbled and adjusted his view to broaden his 


scope. By shoving a little too hard on one side, the barrel toppled 
and cracked. 


The exposed pirate bolted to his feet as soon as the slamming 
echoed into the hallway. Had the Heartless been alerted? 


"Anyone there?" muttered Captain Jack Sparrow. He wrestled his 
cutlass out of his waist sash and wiggled its sharp tip into the dark 
space. Only one dying lantern hung from the wall. A bit of paranoia 
tingled in Sparrow's thoughts. 


"Come to say hi? Make friends with a dear old mate?" greeted 
Sparrow to an empty hallway. "Well, | suppose if ye wanted to find 
me... ye would've done it by now. Excuse me, then." 


He turned around and spun back again, as if trying to outwit an 
invisible foe. He let out an indistinct grumble and set off for the 
guarded doors. 


As Sparrow watched where he stepped, avoiding the squeaky 
panels of wood, he thought about his first encounter with a Heartless 
on the ship. It was a Shadow, a black imp with antennas and bright 
neon-yellow eyes. Sparrow had called it a "buggie", shortly before 
slaying it with his sword. Even when more of its kind emerged, they 
were easy kills, each handled in seconds. Once the larger breed 
arrived in armor, Sparrow had to keep his guard up before striking 
them down. As soon as the battle was over, he then retreated while 
cursing under his breath. Sparrow had hoped to leave behind his 
days of dealing with the forces of darkness back at Isla de Muerte, 
home of cursed Aztec gold. 


His stealthy path brought up to the starboard side of the ship. 
Sparrow glanced through the open window, as small asa 
cannonball. The view was misty but streaks of a twilight sky shined 
through. 


"Never one for heights," said Sparrow to himself as he turned away 
from the window. All he wanted was to plunder and commandeer a 


ship for its valuable goods. It was supposed to be a simple mission 
that became yet another bizarre odyssey. 


Once Sparrow arrived behind the corner, opposite of the guarded 
doors, he hushed his breathing and listened intently. If he were to 
accidentally reveal himself to the gas-like Heartless, then he would 
light his pocket-sized bombs and incinerate them. The battle would 
be quick but certainly not quiet. 


"Let's see if anything's changed, eh?" said Sparrow. One hand with 
two bombs. The other with a lit match. He poked out his head and 
peered into the hallway. 


Nothing. Not a single Heartless, big or small, stood or floated in front 
of the large doors. 


The empty space was just as alarming as if there had been monsters 
ready to attack. The tiny flame consumed the match and touched 
Jack's finger. He hissed at the sudden burn and waved it into a 
worthless wisp. He flicked the dead match aside and approached the 
wide, wooden doors. Sparrow tested the door knob, which he 
presumed would require a bit of lock-picking. 


CLICK! 


The door knob turned all the way loose. Sparrow frowned at how 
oddly easy it was to enter the room. He slipped through a thin gap 
and shut the doors behind him. 


Sparrow arrived at what appeared to be a massive cargo hold. 
Humongous crates took up most of the floor space. The chilly air 
prompted Jack to pack his arms under his hands as he explored. 
Several strips of light illuminated the room from the ceiling lattice 
panel, built onto the main deck. Sparrow took extra caution to not 
utter a single sound. He reached out to tap one crate which rocked 
violently like a disturbed animal. Sparrow backed away, leaning 
against another crate where a harsh hissing cried out from the thin 
Openings. He suspected these Heartless were too aggressive to 


roam freely; but to where they being taken? For what kind of plot? 
For what kind of profit? 


"SMEE!" shouted Captain Hook from above. Sparrow rolled his eyes. 
Hook was the only residing pirate he had seen before stowing away 
into the deep recesses of the lower levels. Sparrow compared 
Hook's long nose to a toucan's beak. He deemed Hook's sense of 
fashion to be excessive from the shiny buckles on his shoes to the 
giant plume in his hat. 


"Aye, Cap'n?" answered a squeaky, timid voice. Sparrow could 
immediately read Mr. Smee as some bumbling oaf. 


"Where is Pete? The meeting is about to occur," said Hook. 


A click of metal. Sparrow feared it was a pistol and somehow, Hook 
sensed his presence. 


Tick, tock! Tick, tock! 


"We've got uhm... two minutes and fifteen... fourteen seconds," 
reported Mr. Smee. 


KRKK-Ka-CHING! Sharp scraping and twinging rang loudly. 
Something was smashed. 


"What did | tell you about bringing those kinds of... devices aboard 
my ship?" asked Hook, angrily. 


"But Cap'n! We don't want to be behind schedule. Besides. We are 
very, very high. That croco-" Mr. Smee whimpered as loud steps 
stormed over to his position. 


"ENOUGH! | do not want any reminders of that wretched beast! You 
hear me!" 


A door opened from the upper deck. Port side. Someone heavy 
ambled to the center of the ship. Tongue-clicking rose in volume. 


"Is the wittle-captain afraid of a wittle weptile that can't fly," taunted 
the third voice. 


"Pete! You sure took your time. This is no pleasure cruise," affirmed 
Hook. 


"You darn right," replied Pete, "Your itinerary is totally lousy. Not to 
mention poorly scheduled." 


Hasty feet left where Mr. Smee stood and rushed over to Pete. 


"If you've got any complaints, | can escort you personally to the 
plank!" warned Hook. 


"If I've got complaints, then | know who I'll be reporting to." Pete's 
tone turned confident. 


" She won't waste her time with you until you've truly earned your 
place with us," argued Hook. 


"Just fly this baby to where | need to go. A little faster would be nice," 
chuckled Pete. 


"You want to move faster?" asked Hook, stretching the eerie silence. 
A piece of fabric was pulled and dragged to the port side of the ship. 
"YOU'LL MOVE FASTER IF YOU TAKE A DIVE!" 


PWEFFF-FFF-FFF! 


Thick red smoke sparked onto the deck floor, pouring through the 
lattice boarding. Sparrow sidestepped from the smoke but lurked in 
the shadows. He intended to eavesdrop as much as he could. 


"Not so tough now, eh old man?" said Pete to Hook. There was a 
mild exchange of jingle buckles and squeaky steps. Hook must have 
released Pete and distanced himself. A new source of weight 
pressed against the main deck. Sparrow wondered if someone new 
had arrived. 


"Didn't anyone tell you to respect your elders, my dear plump child?" 
spoke a fourth voice, cold and grating. 


"Geez, Jafar! It's freezing out here!" shrieked a fifth voice. It came 
from the same spot as the fourth. Was this a two-headed man? 


"Greetings to you and your feathered friend,” said Hook. 

"Couldn't you have picked a better spot?" whined lago. 

"Now, now lago. This is the only location where we can gather 
without any delay," said Jafar. Sparrow imagined if lago character as 


an actual talking bird or a pirate with a squawking bird-like voice. 


"| guess the hostess wants to make her big entrance. But what about 
that one guy? The talking sack with the huge belly?" asked lago. 


"You're not referring to him?" asked Hook. 
"Hey!" exclaimed Pete, offended. 


"Jafar. Tell'em about what his face. Shookie - cookie ?" guessed 
lago. 


"His name is," Jafar groaned with disdain, " Oogie Boogie . He's 
been tasked with building a new fortress for us." 


"| see. Sounds useful," snarled Hook. "How goes your mission, 
Jafar?" 


"Splendid. I've fetched the princess. | was told you would make 
accommodations for her," said Jafar. 


"Aye. She'll be in good company here," said Hook. 


Jafar snickered devilishly. Sparrow could sense the sinister, snake- 
like soul that resided in this man. 


As the sky darkened into a scarlet sunset, a howling wind swept onto 
the main deck. Sparrow looked up where gusts and smoke spiral 
right over him. A crackle of electricity soon followed with a humming, 
green glow. Bright beams of emerald light pierced through the thin 
cracks and lit up the entire cargo room. 


"What'd | tell yah? Big entrance . What a diva," said lago. 

"Hush!" said Jafar, intensely. In that moment, he panicked. Sparrow 
could hear it. This time, Jafar was afraid that someone else might 
hear their disrespectful comment. 


The winds and green glow dimmed and faded. Something firm but 
small pounded the floor. A staff? 


"Good evening, gentlemen," said the sixth voice. It was soft and 
delicate, belonging to a woman. 


KRAW! It was the cry of a crow. Not having a bird of his own, 
Sparrow started to feel left out. 


"G-Good evening, Your Hex-I-| mean-ex-excellency!" stammered 
Hook with an audible gulp. 


Mr. Smee said nothing and whimpered. Probably too terrified to talk. 
"You're looking as wicked as ever, my dear Maleficent," said Pete. 


"Don't speak as if you understand what it truly means to be wicked." 
The woman turned harsh, like a cruel, austere teacher. 


"Yes, ma'am," Pete fell into the same whimpering state as Mr. Smee. 


"Good of you to make time for us in person, Maleficent," said Jafar, 
the bravest of the men. 


"Time is important. We must work to unleash the Heartless and their 
dark powers across every kingdom. Also, we must deal with those 
who wish to... meddle," advised Maleficent. 


“Then what would you wish for us to do?" responded Jafar. 
"Let's address the greatest threat. The King," said Maleficent. 


"You mean that pipsqueak Mickey? Hook and | blasted him away 
from our cannon. | guess you can say he's in the job market cause 
he was fiiired !" Pete wanted his joke to land. The bitter silence only 
proved that his pun was pathetic. 


"Uggh! Where'd you find this bozo?" said lago. Hook chuckled. 
"The pipsqueak you easily underestimate is STILL alive," scolded 
Maleficent. "He's gained two new allies from the bamboo forest. 
They are travelling West as we speak." 


"Your tracking ability is most impressive," said Jafar with smooth 
affection. 


“Obviously. | wish to say the same for you," said Maleficent cleverly. 


"You can," replied Jafar. "I've captured Princess Jasmine who had 
previously escaped from the stadium attack." 


"Well done." Maleficent sounded pleased. "That makes two with the 
Queen. Is she secure?" 


"That she is, | promise you," said Hook. 
Maleficent hummed, as if gathering her thoughts. Sparrow had 
became deeply enthralled with the villainous conversation. Even if 


their scheme would not affect him after he would steal the ship, he 
still wanted to learn more about their roles. 


"Listen well, all of you!" exclaimed Maleficent. She slammed her staff 
onto the floor, harder than before. "Pete!" 


"Uhm... yes?" 


"You and Hook reported a mysterious flying vessel-clad in red-that 
almost destroyed this ship," began Maleficent. 


"Well, | wouldn't put it like that," mumbled Pete, sheepishly. 
"Silence!" snapped Maleficent. 


Pete nervously back-stepped and tripped over the upper deck 
stairway. 


"Jafar also described a similar vessel that crashed by a lake. Its pilot 
and an accomplice have escaped. Hook will deposit you at their last 
known whereabouts. You are to find them and ensure that neither of 
them return to the skies. Understood?" explained Maleficent. 


"Yes, ma'am," answered Pete obediently. 

"Jafar," said Maleficent to draw his attention. 

"Yes?" 

"You've proven to be most competent, from acquiring the global core 
to kidnapping the Agraban princess after these two failed to do so 
with a giant Heartless on their side." 

Jafar did not speak but Sparrow imagined he nodded in response. 

"| will provide you the location of where the King and his new allies 
were last seen. Once you've tracked them, | want you to put an end 


to their naive goals," instructed Maleficent. 


"Understood," Jafar had acknowledged his task with a calm and 
disciplined demeanor. 


"Hook!" 


"Aye-aye-| mean-yes, Your Excellency?" answered Hook, starting to 
sound as pathetic as Mr. Smee. 


"After dropping off Pete to pursue the pilot, you will deliver all the 
Heartless on board towards a mountain." 


"All of them?" mumbled Mr. Smee. 

"Quiet, you fool!" scolded Hook. 

"Did | not speak clearly?" asked Maleficent softly. 
"Yes, you did! As clear as glass!" panicked Hook. 


"We will need ALL the available Heartless and more for where you 
will be going next," said Maleficent. 


"Where exactly will they be headed?" asked Jafar. Both Hook and 
Mr. Smee were grateful for Jafar's question. 


"A mountain, cloaked in unforgiving snow. Upon its peak is a castle 
of pure ice. There, resides a powerful queen who has cast an eternal 
winter as a barrier. Her storm could grow and interfere with our 
plans. This ship will launch an aerial attack while the Heartless will 
strike from the ground. When all is won, we will then use the queen's 
heart to feed the darkness beyond the doorways," revealed 
Maleficent. 


"Sounds like a most devious plan. But | must ask about Oogie 
Boogie. Will any of us be tasked to visit him at King's Peak?" asked 
Jafar. 


"You need not burden yourself with such concerns. His fortress will 
be a marvelous extension of the one | have on the island." 


"Which reminds me. You'll have to give me a tour of this island some 
time," suggested Jafar. 


"You'll receive your invitation in due time. For now, why don't you 
deposit your latest prize? I'm sure Hook's gallery has room for it." 
Maleficent paused and ruffled her clothes, flapping like a long gown 


or cape. She made her way over to Hook where Jafar followed 
behind her. 


"This a map has been marked for Pete's task and for the mountain of 
ice and snow. We will reconvene one hour before the attack," said 
Maleficent to Hook. "Jafar. Pete. Should you finish your tasks early, | 
would appreciate you lending a hand to Hook and the Heartless." 


"As you wish," said Jafar, courteously. 


"But how will I-" Pete wanted to ask about transport but something 
robbed him of his voice. Perhaps it was an intimidating glare from 
Maleficent. Sparrow had to concoct images of how these people 
looked and what they did, using only clues from the sounds they 
made. Everything else was just a creative guess. 


"This meeting is now ajourned. Do not fail me. Any of you." Crackling 
green flames burned like a pyre and burst into a cloud of ash and 
dust. Based on her flashy arrival, Sparrow believed that Maleficent 
had excused herself and vanished. She was a rather impressive 
woman with wicked traits: the fear she cast on her minions, the 
ability to inform herself of her enemies' location, and her brilliant 
mind when it came to scheming. 


"Come Jafar. I'll lead you to the gallery. SMEE!" shouted Hook. 
"Aye-aye, Cap'n?" answered Smee. 

"Do scrub the deck. And what will you do, Pete?" asked Hook. 

"| think I'll... go back to my cabin. I'm suddenly not feeling so good,” 
As Pete returned to the upper deck, port side, he wobbled over the 
steps and burped. 


"Don't make a mess! SMEE! Do help him!" 


"Aye-aye, Cap'n!" Smee grunted as he tried to help a husky fellow 
like Pete return through the upper deck doorway. Hook and Jafar 


entered the ship's interior. With that, the conversation had ended. At 
least as far as what Sparrow could hear. So many plans intertwined 
with other characters. Who was this King that Maleficient dreaded? 
Who was the pilot that challenged Hook's ship in a sky battle? It 
would explain the turbulent afternoon when Hook was screaming the 
air out of his lungs, much louder than usual. And what of this ice 
queen who was responsible for creating an eternal winter? She 
sounded like another entry, along with Maleficent, to be added onto 
Sparrow's list of ladies to never cross. 


"Here we are," said Hook, muffled through the wide wooden doors. 


Sparrow bristled immediately. He zipped behind the closest crate, 
shielding him from sight. 


The doors unlocked. Two men entered the cargo hold. 
"Darn! Someone should've told me to bring a scarf," whined lago. 


"We keep the temperature low to calm the wild Heartless. This way," 
Hook marched in the lead. Sparrow circled away from their straight 
path through the narrow aisle of huge crates. When Sparrow 
peeked, it was still too dark to identify how Jafar truly looked. He 
either had a large head or a large hat. A cape drifted behind him. A 
small bird perched on his shoulder. That had to be lago. 


"| don't see any other doors here," said Jafar. 


"That's the way we have it here. But if | do this," Hook pressed his 
boot into a thin floor panel. Sparrow watched as Hook revealed as 
passageway into a hidden chamber. 


"Hmm, impressive," said Jafar, half-heartedly. 


"Wait until you see me most precious treasure. Greater than any 
princess or queen." Hook beckoned Jafar to enter the chamber. As 
Sparrow closed in them, he still lurked in the shadowy zones of the 
cargo hold. 


"Why hello there," said Hook with a cackle. There was a frantic jingle 
of bells and a yellow shimmer. 


"Oh my," said Jafar, truly fascinated. "However did you procure this 
dazzling gem?" 


"She was once with this bothersome brat. | simply snatched her in 
the dead of night and had Smee forge a note that someone else was 
the culprit. | imagine the boy is long gone. Good riddance." 


"That's not a bad idea." admitted Jafar. 

"Now if you look up here, there's the Queen," said Hook. 
"How sweet. How helpless ." 

"You can place the princess right over there." 


"Very well." Jafar must have performed some magic trick. A 
whooshing noise echoed from the chamber, followed by a thump. 
Something of considerable weight had struck the floor. 


"Ahhh. Two pretty damsels. Soon to be two dusty damsels," joked 
Hook. 


"| best be on my way to follow the King. Thank you kindly for your 
storage services," said Jafar. 


Footsteps crept close to the cargo hold. Jafar and Hook emerged 
and crossed through the same aisle. Once they entered the lit 
hallway, Hook shut the door and locked it. Sparrow cursed under his 
breath. He was now trapped with the crates of vicious creatures ina 
chilly room. Switching focus, Sparrow rushed over to the back where 
the chamber was hidden. He opened the passageway by pressing 
his boot into the same panel he had memorized. His greedy pirate 
heart pressured him to step forward into the darkness. He watched 
his steps, slowly settling into a lower level. Immediately, the source 


of the yellow light and jingling bells was discovered. Sparrow was 
fascinated, just like Jafar. 


A stone plinth held a glass case, shaped like a lantern box. Chains 
wrapped around the small door and its lever. Sparrow leaned in for a 
closer look. There was a little person inside, a woman wearing a 
petite green dress. Beyond her entire body, covered in a glittering 
aura of yellow light, her most distinct feature were her translucent 
fairy wings. 


When Sparrow tapped the glass, the fairy pounded her fists back at 
him. Whenever her tiny mouth moved, all he could hear was a 
squeaky jingle. By the look of frustration on her face, the fairy made 
it clear that she wanted to escape. There was a sliver of nobility in 
Sparrow's heart, wanting to free the fairy. However, a more selfish, 
much greater portion of his heart sought to exploit the fairy for his 
own interests. Perhaps he could bargain with Hook to relinquish 
control of his ship and its goods. 


As Sparrow stepped back to ponder the possibilities, he finally 
noticed the two statues, staring down at him from an elevated bench 
with separate pedestals. The light from the lantern box flickered from 
the fairy's failed attempts to break free. To his right, a short mouse- 
like character wore a crown and a frilly dress. He was unsure if she 
was the Queen as referenced earlier. To this left, a young teenage 
girl stood with a defiant look in her eyes. With the tiara and elegant 
robe over her slim body, Sparrow guessed she was Princess 
Jasmine, according to Jafar's report. 


Eventually, the fairy sat down with her legs crossed. Her aura 
dimmed. Sparrow peered through the glass pane and recognized the 
look of despair. When she nodded at Sparrow, there was a soft, 
weak jingle. 


"You and | both want to get off this ship, en?" said Sparrow. "Well. 
You may be of some use to me but we'll both have to wait until 
someone decides to unlock those doors. Who knows when they'll get 
someone else to add to this... funky... fancy collection." 


When Sparrow slouched down the plinth and rested, the fairy stood 
back up. She forced herself to look into the faces of the petrified 
women. 


A princess and a queen. 


Something horrible was going on beyond Neverland. Even if the 
shady pirate knew nothing of her identity or her name, it did not 
matter. He was her only hope of escaping. She wanted to believe in 
Peter Pan but she knew he was not one to ask for help, even when 
he really needed it. Someone had to take on Captain Hook and his 
gang of fiendish friends. There was something odd about this 
particular pirate. Neither good nor bad. Was he worth trusting among 
seafaring criminals? 


Tinker Bell was unsure what to think. It was a tricky, troubling 
dilemma. 


The Voyager 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter Eighteen: The Voyager 
Who would dare challenge a girl who had the ocean on her side? 


A whip of water slammed the Shadows into the cavern wall, covered 
with bioluminescent algae. A towering torrent spiraled to the ceiling 
before curving downward to pulverize the large pufferfish Heartless 
that tried to breach the grotto's edge. 


Meanwhile, Moana of Motunui, twirled her trusty oar and parried a 
spear-wielding Heartless. She rushed in and dealt a devastating 
blow to its head. The remaining creatures retreated into puddles of 
darkness that shrank and disappeared. 


"Woo-hoo! We're awesome!" cheered Moana. She stretched into a 
victory stance. The ocean took the form of a sentient crest of water 
and tapped the rocky edge to get her attention. When Moana heard 
the gentle splash, she giggled at her own silly pose. Moana 
approached her guardian and kneeled to the ground. It was because 
of the ocean that she was alive and made it to her destination, even 
if that meant entering through a deep, underwater passage. 


"| know you can't follow me in... but I'll try to make an opening. You 
know... without drowning," chuckled Moana as she fixed her thick, 
curly hair behind her ear. The ocean extended its crest and caressed 
her. 


"| totally got this," said Moana with determined eyes. She nodded as 
did the ocean before it flattened itself into the water. On the other 
side, a dark tunnel echoed softly. Moana tried to identify the distant 
humming. Was it the wind that flew in from the surface or a stream of 
water? 


The only sources of light that dispelled the darkness were the 
pendant that once held the coveted Heart of Te Fiti and the glowing 
algae on the walls. Naturally, Moana would have desired a blazing 
torch. Without any driftwood, hay, or a dry stone for scraping a fire, 
Moana needed to improvise. 


She scooped the clumpy algae and coated the rim of her oar's flat 
end. She pointed its light, revealing more of the grotto's surface 
area. In case of multiple passageways, she also saved a handful of 
algae for marking the walls. Her little trick would help if she ever 
needed to find her way back to her starting point with the ocean. 


Before taking her first step, Moana took a deep breath and grasped 
her precious pendant. She relived the warm embrace of her mother 
and father, the nuzzling of her pig Pua and even the clucking of her 
rooster, Hei Hei. 


"I'll see you all soon." Moana was ready to do anything to save her 
island home once again. One more deep breath was all she needed 
before she bounded off into the grimy grotto. 


The trouble had begun when strange creatures surfaced from the 
shore. Most of them had mysterious heart-shaped symbols, 
embedded onto their bodies. Moana had suspected them of coming 
out of Lalotai, the realm of monsters. As the newest chief of her 
island, she had blown the conch shell to summon the village 
vanguard. Together, they had fought to fend off the intruders while 
protecting those who could not fight. 


Wherever the warriors had been flanked, the ocean used its mighty 
waves to crush the dark monsters. Still, it could not reach the ones 
that made it to the mainland; some monsters were either too fast or 
could fly over the hastily-made barricades. The battle at the beach 
had grown more intense as a new creature, a horned behemoth, 
emerged from the sand, spilling down its two terrifying tusks. With 
each step, its hooves had pounded the Earth like thunder in the 
clouds. 


Moana had watched how the warriors' weapons were weak against 
the behemoth's tough hide. Once it had moved beyond the loose 
sand, it snorted ferociously. By the way it had lowered its head and 
dug into the grass, Moana could tell it was ready to demolish the 
defenseless huts. 


Before she could charge in with some rope to trip it, an old friend had 
swooped down, blocking the glaring sun for only a second. 


He had come as a golden hawk but landed in as a brawny fighter, 
who wielded a giant fishhook. 


Moana was relieved. It was none other than the shape-shifting demi- 
god of the wind and sea. Maui. 


BAAAAM! 


He slammed his fishhook into the behemoth's skull. By clamping its 
jaws shut, Maui had lifted the behemoth by its tusk and launched it 
into the air. Resuming his hawk form, he had flown high to catch the 
behemoth with his talons and fling it back to the beach. The ocean 
had wrapped its tendril-like waves around the behemoth's legs. Both 
Maui and Moana had stood by in awe as the behemoth was dragged 
into the water. It roared and gurgled before disappearing beyond the 
deep. 


With the monsters vanquished, Moana had expected Maui to savor 
the victory; instead he immediately went straight to the most urgent 
matter. 


According to Maui's story, the invading monsters were called the 
Heartless. Their home world was not Lalotai but a realm of pure 
darkness. Their only goal was to cross into the world of humans and 
prey on their hearts. 


During his flight as a hawk, Maui had discovered a new island, 
engulfed in jet black thunder clouds. Lightning would strike and cast 
an eerie purple glow. Maui had only caught a glimpse of a hideous 


forest of thorns before being ambushed by flying Heartless. When he 
visited nearby islands, their trees decayed and their fish turned sick. 
Other islands suffered worse fates, submerged under inky wells of 
dark energy. He had known then that he needed to hurry to Motunui 
to warn Moana. 


After hearing his story, Moana followed her first instinct and prepared 
her boat for sailing. When Maui had offered to go with her, she asked 
him to stay and protect Motunui from future Heartless attacks. He 
had agreed but gave her an honorable farewell, as did her whole 
village. Her parents had respected and embraced her one last time; 
both Pua and Hei Hei nuzzled her legs before she stepped into the 
water. 


The ocean had then carried her boat past the reef and formed 
gushing waves to increase its sailing speed. After the adventure 
abroad to return the Heart of Te Fiti, Moana was confident she could 
defeat the Heartless at their stronghold. 


Eventually, she had traveled far enough to discover the island that 
matched Maui's description. Tumultuous, roaring clouds had fired 
streams of dark energy at her. Her boat had been destroyed but 
Moana still survived. The ocean had acted as a current and guided 
her to an underwater tunnel with an air pocket. 


Moana cherished her special bond with the ocean, always having 
her back. She did not always understand its intentions but she 
believed it had sensed that something dark and destructive was 
growing from this island; it was up to her to defeat it at the source. 
The depths of the tunnel only deepened the doubt in her heart. 
Moana knew this journey was going to be the toughest one yet but 
she could not do it alone. But without Maui or the ocean, who else 
could she trust? 


The tunnel turned and twisted erratically throughout the gloomy 
grotto. The eerie echoes of dripping water seemed to crawl around 
Moana's ears. She clung to her glowing oar, only reminding her of 


how alone she was. To make matters worse, the tunnel finally split 
into a forked passage. 


Moana had three options from which to choose. She started down 
the path on her right and marked the wall with the algae. 


The walk was stable and level. Moana hoped it would lead to outside 
light or perhaps a pool, connecting to the ocean. Instead, she heard 
a new sound, one that shivered and tightened her chest. She froze, 
only able to listen carefully to whatever lurked down the tunnel. 


It was a woman's voice, singing only a sweet but simple melody. 
Ah-ah-aah! Aaah-aaah-aaaaah! 


Moana was tempted to surrender to the enchanting voice. It calmed 
her, feeling less lonely. A hard hit from her oar to the rocky wall woke 
her up from the trance. What was going on? Was that voice real or 
all in her head? Moana suspected the song to be a trick or a trap 
from a siren-type Heartless. As she headed back to the fork, she had 
to wonder: if the voice was real, then did it really have some hypnotic 
power or was it just that beautiful? 


Moana tried the path on her left. It was easily the most lethal, leading 
to a chasm of stalactites. When she returned to the fork, the voice 
from the right path grew louder. Moana knew then she had to rush 
through the middle path. She nearly tripped but caught herself 
against the wall. The ground turned slippery and smooth. Up ahead, 
the rest of the tunnel was flooded. Moana reached into the water and 
made tiny splashes, hoping the ocean would answer her. The ripples 
faded with no reaction. 


She had no idea of where the tunnel would lead her. If it was too 
long, blocked, or infested with more Heartless, she would surely 
drown. Yet, it could very well be a short dive with air on the other 
side. 


The singing voice seemed to find its way into the forked area of the 
tunnels. Moana considered taking a chance with the mysterious 
flooded passageway. At the same time, she thought about taking a 
chance with combatting whoever or whatever was trying to confuse 
her. Moana decided to focus on the bright trail of algae and hit the 
wall with her oar. That way, she would not lose control of her senses 
to the singing voice. 


Moana sprinted back to the tunnels’ divide. She struck the wall 
loudly, helping her to stay conscious. If this Heartless wanted to 
hypnotize her, then it was going to have to put up a formidable fight. 


When Moana waited at the blind spot of the right tunnel, she 
tightened the grip on her oar. A sweeping strike to the legs and then 
a solid knock to the head ought to finish the job. With her strategy in 
mind, Moana bolted out and spun her oar. She had to halt her attack 
when the singer suddenly stepped forward. 


It was a teenage girl about the same age as Moana. From her milky 
white skin to her thick, cherry-red hair, her entire appearance as a 
human was incredibly surreal. Above a cerulean blue blouse and 
torn black dress, she wore a necklace with the spiky head ofa 
trident. It shined like a glittering crystal, casting light that rivaled 
Moana's handful of gooey algae. 


"Oh my gosh," said red-haired girl softly. There was something 
precious and pure about her voice, even when she did not sing. 


"What are you doing down here?" asked Moana, cautiously lowering 
her oar. 


"I'm trying to find my way to the surface. I'm really glad | found 
someone else here too. Do you live in this place?" asked the red- 
headed girl sincerely. 


"Uhm... no. I'm trying to get to the surface too. W-w-wait. How'd you 
get in here?" Moana tried to comprehend how an innocent-looking 
girl wound up in the bowels of a stormy island. 


"| swam in from one of the tunnels. There was no other way to get on 
the island," explained the red-haired girl. "Are... are you trying to find 
out what's happening with the Heartless too?" 


"Actually... | am." Before Moana could comment on the Heartless, 
the red-headed girl eagerly approached her. 


"Then we should work together!" suggested the red-haired girl, 
excitedly. 


"Sure," said Moana nervously. She still had many questions about 
who exactly this friendly person was or where she came from. 


"I'm Ariel. From Atlantica." revealed the red-haired sweetheart 
without fear. Moana got two of her desired answers without having to 
ask. 


"I'm Moana... of Motunui," replied Moana. 


"It's really wonderful to meet you, Moana." Ariel stretched her arm 
out, straight as an arrow, with a open palm. Moana gave only an 
awkward frown. 


"Isn't this... how humans greet each other?" asked Ariel, feeling 
mildly embarrassed. 


"Oh right! Yeah... that's a human thing. Totally. Not sure why anyone 
would ask that but-" Before they could actually shake hands, Moana 
studied Ariel's face one last time. She had quickly resumed her perky 
persona. Moana had to wonder how she just could be so willing to 
trust a stranger? And what was with that odd choice of words? /sn't 
this... how humans greet each other ? 


With Ariel's bright smile and endearing eyes, it was difficult to refuse 
her. She seemed to mean no harm. After they shook hands, Ariel 
immediately lunged and hugged Moana. 


"This is going to be so exciting!" exclaimed Ariel. Moana was 
hesitant to return the affection. Instead, she patted Ariel's back and 
squirmed out of her arms. 


"| hate to burst your bubble but we do have one problem. We are... 
kind of stuck." 


"Oh no! What do you mean?" asked Ariel, devastated. 


"| also came in from a tunnel from there, which brought me here to 
this divide. You came in from... that one. The one over there has a 
bunch of stalactites." Moana was careful to be accurate when 
describing the different tunnels as marked by the algae. 


"Ooo! What are those?" Ariel's curiousity shined through her face. It 
was almost blinding. 


"Uhm... very pointy rocks... in a pit. The kind that could- KSSSH - 
impale us." Moana used her fingers to gesture a graphic image. 


"Then what about that one?" Ariel pointed to the middle tunnel where 
Moana had just explored moments ago. 


"That one's flooded. | have no way of knowing if it leads to another 
tunnel or a dead end," said Moana with a heavy sigh 


"Hmm, | can help you with that. Follow me!" Thrilled by her own idea, 
Ariel sprinted onward through the middle tunnel. Moana ran to catch 
up to her. She tried to help Ariel watch her step but her bare feet 
managed to stay firm against the steep dip of the ground. They stood 
side by side beyond the water's touch. 


"It looks a bit dark. Let me just," Ariel tapped the crystal trident from 
her necklace. It turned immensely bright and illuminated the whole 
tunnel. Even the water appeared to shimmer from its magical light. 
Ariel closed her eyes and breathed slowly. Ribbons of light emerged 
from the trident and wrapped around her body, under her shoulders 
to the bottom of her feet. Arms raised above her head, Ariel leaped 


and splashed into the water. Moana watched Ariel dive deeper, 
causing her crystal light to shrink. It was like a torch that flickered 
with its last embers. 


After a whole minute had passed, Moana worried that vicious, fish- 
like Heartless attacked Ariel. She may have drowned or still fighting 
to return for air. Moana was willing to dive deep into the darkness. 
However, her supply of algae ran low and she knew it would wash 
away from her oar and hand from the water. She would have been 
just as helpless as Ariel. Her heart pounded. She regretted for letting 
Ariel do something so reckless. No matter all the horrible 
possibilities, Moana had to cast them aside. 


Bubbles gathered at the top of the water. The familiar light of Ariel's 
crystal trident shined again and grew. If Ariel did indeed survive, 
what did she find? 


That unforgettable red hair flopped backwards and sprinkled water 
back at Moana. 


"The other side is safe and full of air," reported Ariel. "If you can hold 
your breath, | can take you there." 


Moana should have been overflowing with gratitude. This random 
redhead managed to prove useful to her. They could both move 
forward and explore the tunnels, one of which would surely lead to 
the open air of the island. But there was something different with 
Ariel's apperance. It was not the new purple sea-shell bra that took 
the place of her blouse. It was something else. Something that 
Moana could not ignore. 


"Uhm, Ariel... did you... do something... to your legs?" 


"Oh these?" Ariel floated on her back lifted the lower half of her body. 
Her dress was gone and so were her feet. Instead, Ariel had 
somehow transformed her legs into a green, scaly tail with two 
flippers. 


"Does that mean... you're a mermaid that can turn into a human... or 
the other way around?" questioned Moana. 


"I'm really... a mermaid," admitted Ariel, shyly. "Are you... okay with 
that?" 


"Am | okay with that ?" repeated Moana. Ariel frowned, feeling awful 
and stupid for showing her true form to a real human. On the verge 
of crying, Ariel slowly dipped her shoulders back into the water. 


"| think... | think that's so COOL!" exclaimed Moana with earnest 
enthusiam. 


Ariel gasped with glee. Her face suddenly lit up as bright asa 
beacon. 


"You're a mermaid. An actual mermaid! And you can change back 
and forth? Whenever you want?" asked Moana, eager beyond belief. 


"Uh huh! It was a gift from my father so | could still see him and the 
rest of my family," said Ariel 


"Oh my gosh! My grandmother used to tell me stories about your 
people. Singing and swimming!" Moana squealed like a child. Ariel 
giggled as Moana joined her in the water. 


"Ready?" asked Ariel. 


"Of course! Let's go!" Moana inhaled and dipped into the water. She 
held hands with Ariel who used her crystal trident to shine through 
the darkness. It was just like the other tunnels but submerged. 
Moana kept her eyes on the magnificent tail behind her. She grinned 
even while holding her breath. She had befriended a mermaid. What 
else could be cooler? 


The Prisoner 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter Nineteen: The Prisoner 


A fascinating friend was the last thing Moana expected to find. After 
reaching the other side of the flooded tunnel, she and Ariel shot back 
and forth with questions about their homes. 


In Atlantica, a hidden merfolk city with towers of glittering gold, Ariel 
used to scavenge for human artifacts. Over time, her small stash 
turned into a huge collection. She would display her treasures in her 
own grotto where she would try figure out what humans used them 
for on land. Some of the items that Ariel had described were so 
unusual that even Moana could not explain them. 


As for Motunui, Moana had plenty to say about coconuts, from its 
nutrition to its music. What seemed like common knowledge to 
Moana was believed to be brilliant in Ariel's eyes. 


"| don't think | have enough fingers or toes to count all the reasons 
why a coconut could be so neat," said Ariel. She stopped to admire 
her toes and giggled. 


"| guess you really like being human, huh?" asked Moana. 


"Oh my gosh, yes! | can walk, run, and dance. | can... | can feel the 
wind through my hair and the-the... the sun on my face. Oh! And that 
squishy sand under your feet? It's the BEST!" 


"Hehe, it's alright. | wish | could see what's really under the sea. | bet 
it's beautiful down there," said Moana fondly. She thought back to 
the few moments when the ocean had risen high and featured a 
glassy view of fish and sea turtles, swimming in peace. 


"It is but-" Ariel paused, trying to find the best words to explain 
herself. "After seeing what humans could do but knowing it was all 
so far away, | just felt so... so-" 


"Trapped?" answered Moana with empathy. 
"Yes! | only wanted to be part of that world just to see it but-" 


“But people told you to forget it and then you would feel awful about 
yourself?" continued Moana. 


"Exactly! And it just made me so miserable. And I-" Ariel handled her 
emotions as best as she could. What started as obvious frustration 
turned into regret. "| made some mistakes because of it." 


"Like getting someone else hurt because you wanted do something 
for yourself?" 


The sadness on Ariel's face washed away. 
"How do you understand all of this?" asked Ariel in shock. 


"| guess it's because | can relate. A /ot . I've been drawn to the ocean 
as long as | can remember," said Moana. 


"Heh. It sounds like we were worlds apart but our stories were one in 
the same." 


"Does that mean you too had to face a giant lava monster?" joked 
Moana. 


"Does a giant sea witch count? She had these tentacles that went 
like this." Ariel put on a theatrical display, waving her arms and 
showing a wicked grin. 


"Alright. I'll take your word for it," Moana chuckled. "So how did you 
learn about this island? Did the Heartless try to attack your home 
too?" 


"No but my father sensed something was wrong across the sea. 
When he came to tell me on land, | Knew | had to do something. | 
convinced him that | should go and investigate. This necklace 
connects to his real trident so | can use some of its power." 


"What else can it do?" asked Moana. 


"Well, | can do this." Ariel opened her hand and created sparks of 
electricity in between her fingers. 


"Whoa," said Moana, impressed. 


"It came in handy when | had to fight some Heartless to get here," 
said Ariel. 


"| bet you have could some fun with that power." Moana donned a 
devilish grin. She imagined herself shocking Maui for any obnoxious 
behavior. 


"| can also use it my enchant my voice. | sing and | can see where 
I'm going. It's just like what dolphins can do," said Ariel. Her father 
had educated her on how creatures of the sea can find their way and 
watch out for predators. 


"| can't say | know what you're talking about. Oh wait. Is that why you 
were singing back there?" asked Moana. 


"Yup. It lead me to you so | Know it's helping us," said Ariel sweetly. 
"What about your necklace? Can it do anything neat?" 


“"Uhmmm... no," said Moana, slightly embarrassed. She helped Ariel 
to climb carefully up a rocky ascent. "I don't really have any powers. | 
can... Sail... with a boat. I'm... pretty good with an oar in battle." 


"That's still sounds useful. So how did you get into the tunnels if 
you're only a human?" 


"Oh that! The ocean helped me. We're kinda... close ." Moana was 
still unsure how to understand her relationship with a sentient force 


of nature. 


"Close like..." Ariel's mind was blank, trying to guess what Moana 
really meant to say. 


"| can sorta talk to it and sometimes... it helps me out. You gotta see 
it for yourself to really get it. I'm sorry." 


"That's okay. When we get back to the shore, you can show me 
then," said Ariel with pure optimism. 


Moana wanted to focus back to navigating through the tunnels. After 
scaling the steep climb, they arrived at another divide. This time, 
they had only two passages from which to choose. 


"| guess now would be a good time to share a song," said Moana. 


"Okay," Ariel turned excited. She stood evenly between the two 
tunnels, filled with darkness. Ariel tapped her glowing necklace. She 
then closed her eyes and began to sing. 


"Ah, ah, aaah . Aaah, aaah, aaaaah . La - da - daaa . Daaa, daaa, 
daaaaah |" 


A pulse of light left Ariel's lips. It traveled down her legs and rippled 
over the walls like the shimmering surface of water. Moana listened 
as Ariel's voice channeled its way down the two tunnels ahead. 


" Aaaaaaah - ah ! Aaah - aaah - aaaaaah "" Ariel finished her song 
and smiled. 


"What do you see?" asked Moana. 


"The tunnels. The one on the left just goes down. Deep... deep 
down," said Ariel with a touch of fear. 


"What about the right?" 


"It breaks-| mean... it ends and there's this big open space. On the 
other side, the tunnel continues, going up," said Ariel, sound more 
hopeful. 


"That might be our best choice here," reasoned Moana. 


"| think so too. Let's go see what it really is," said Ariel. Neither of 
them really knew what to make of this open space . They walked 
side by side, closely to protect the other. Ariel made sure to keep her 
trident necklace shining while flicking her fingers with electricity. 
Moana was ready to land the first attack with her oar against any 
Heartless. Moana hoped it was just a pit that she could clear with a 
jump. Regardless, they had to see it for themselves before making 
any plans. 


The moment finally came when Moana and Ariel reached the end of 
their tunnel. It stopped over a crumbled, rocky edge. Ariel lifted her 
necklace to illuminate the haunting chasm that devoured the 
darkness. Moana reminded herself that it just like the entrance of 
Lalotai. Ariel shivered. Her hand trembled, jiggling her crystal trident. 
Moana came close, held her wrist, and helped to stable its light. 


"Thanks," mumbled Ariel. 


"Look," Moana gestured the light towards the tunnel on the other 
side. "It's a six foot jump. | think we can make it." 


"Yeah... but." 


"If you like, | can go first. Then when you go, | can use my oar to 
bring you in." 


"| guess that can work," said Ariel, half-heartedly. 
"It's fine if you wanna try the other tunnel. It may be longer but safer," 


suggested Moana. She did not want to pressure Ariel. Even with the 
short amount of time they had together, Moana could tell that Ariel 


was a sensitive girl. Her anxiety could lead to an accident or a 
serious injury. 


"No. No, | like your idea. Let's do this." Ariel pursed her lips 
nervously. 


"Are you sure?" asked Moana. 


Ariel nodded. She leaned against the tunnel wall when Moana 
journeyed back to give herself a running start. 


"Alright," muttered Moana under her breath. She turned around 
where Ariel extended her necklace to keep the other tunnel in sight. 
Moana shook her shoulders and centered her grip on her oar. She 
sprinted, keeping her arms folded close. She tracked her speed to 
determine when she would reach the tunnel's end. Ariel caught only 
a glimpse of Moana before she jolted out. 


A pinch of fear seized Moana's stomach while in midair. All she could 
think of was making the jump. Making the jump. Making the- 


PFFFFT! A crunch of tiny rocks and splashing reached Ariel's ears. 


"Moana!" Ariel panicked and closed her mouth. She saw that Moana 
was indeed still alive. By slamming her right foot and her oar firmly 
onto the ground, she secured her weight and made it to the tunnel. 


"Your turn." Moana extended her oar while fixing herself into a 
strong, solid stance. 


When Ariel walked back to boost her jump, her light retreated from 
both the tunnel and Moana's face. She let out a timid squeak. All she 
really had to do was make it halfway over the chasm and catch 
Moana's oar. It was certainly broad enough to grab so Moana could 
reel her in. 


Moana was patient and proud when the crystal trident's light grew. 
Ariel rushed as fast as she could. Her foot was about to stomp onto 


the tunnel's edge and leap into the air. She would clear the chasm 
with no problem at all. Moana believed in her. 


As soon as Ariel made her jump, the brittle stone under her foot 
cracked. The jump was ruined. Ariel plummeted. The chasm 
consumed her, the necklace's light and her screaming. 


"ARIEL!" It was a fiery flash. No thought was given when Moana 
jumped after her. She flattened her body like a spear to fall faster. As 
soon as they were only inches apart, Moana grabbed Ariel around 
her shoulders. She twisted her body to absorb the total impact and 
protect her friend. 


KRSSSH! BFFFFT! 


Moana bumped into the walls as it narrowed into a tighter pit. The 
collisions were agony against her back. Still, she was able to concoct 
a new plan. Moana angled her oar so both ends would hold still 
against the chasm like a handle. She had to strengthen her wrist to 
keep the oar level and flat. Any disturbance flipped the oar vertictally. 
She let out a furious grunt and turned her oar, losing shreds of wood 
from its edges. The muscles in Moana's right arm burned. Just a little 
longer. Moana prayed that the rest of the fall was not much deeper 
now. 


KLUNK! 


The oar was slant against the cramped chasm. With Ariel's light, 
Moana discovered that the chasm had tiny grooves that reached 
under the oar's broad end and held everyone in midair. 


"| think... | think we're okay," said Moana, panting. When Ariel 
stretched out her neck, her crystal trident dangled. The light still 
could not reach the very bottom. 


"Ah... ah... ahhh," sang Ariel weakly. 


"What are you-UGGH!" Moana tried to withstand the pain and keep 
her sweaty hand from slipping. 


"| can see it. We're close," said Ariel. 


"Are you... ah!" Moana adjusted her hold on Ariel while pressing the 
oar against the wall where it seemed to loosen. 


"I'll go in." Ariel uncurled Moana's left arm and dropped down. 


"NO! DON'T!" pleaded Moana. She was alleviated from Ariel's weight 
but she feared for her safety. Whatever lurked, evil or benign, at the 
heart of the chasm was still a complete mystery. 


PFFF! Ariel had indeed hit the bottom. Her necklace still shined. 
"It's okay!" hollered Ariel. "You can come down." 


Moana was too exhausted to reply. She shook her oar, rolling off the 
grooves on the wall. She fell once again with the air blasting her face 
for only a few seconds. 


KPFFF! When she landed, her feet stung from sheer impact. She 
tumbled forward but with Ariel to catch her. 


"That was close! Are you alright?" asked Ariel. 


"| think... | will be." Moana clumsily dropped her oar and collapsed 
against the wall. Ariel went down to pick it back up for her. When she 
approached Moana from behind, she spotted a nasty, purplish bruise 
under her shoulders. It was covered immediately when Moana fixed 
her long, thick hair. 


"Thank you," said Ariel. "You... didn't have to go after me." 
"| wasn't going to leave you behind. It's fine." said Moana, cracking a 


warm smile. Ariel wanted to repay her for saving her life. For now, 
Ariel only wanted to be useful for Moana and get to the surface. Ariel 


used the necklace to shine brighter, showing that not all was lost 
from the bottom of the chasm. 


"It looks like we have a new path," said Moana, looking to the hidden 
tunnel that dwelled in the darkness. Both Ariel and Moana lowered 
their heads to move onward. 


What appeared at first as just another tunnel grew into a polished 
passageway. There was no longer any need for Ariel's magical 
necklace. A new source of light accompanied the two young women. 
Both sides of the passage shined with elaborate symbols that 
glowed bright blue. Side by side, Moana and Ariel studied the walls, 
separately. 


Moana could sense an ancient presence in the atmosphere. She 
pondered on the possible plot behind the markings, morphing into 
more complex pictures. 


As for Ariel, she was completely mesmerized. She rubbed her palm 
along the cold, smooth surface of the wall. As a lover of rare 
artifacts, she felt a strange connection to pictures. She wondered to 
herself. Was this place... a living relic ? 


"There." Moana pointed to the passageway where it opened to 
massive chamber. She and Ariel stepped inside where they gasped 
simulteanously. The markings grew into gigantic, geometric fractals 
over the ceiling that curved like a dome. They contorted into a 
labrynth of light. It was like reading a star chart, shining against night 
sky. But this was not the shocking spectacle that left Moana and Ariel 
speechless. 


Three long rusty chains clung onto a person, hovering high above 
the ground. 


It was a woman, cloaked in azure blue aura. From what Moana could 
tell, she wore island garb similar to her own: a sash across the chest 
and a skirt. Her eyes were bluish-white, like a ghost. 


"Who is she?" asked Ariel. She was not expecting Moana to know 
the woman's identity. The question burned so deep that she had to 
say it out loud. 


"| don't-" muttered Moana. Although she was slightly spooked by the 
chamber itself, she was compelled to step forward for a closer look. 


The chains sparked suddenly. Ariel pulled Moana back protectively. A 
hissing flare flickered from the steel hoops, bolted to the wall. Moana 
traced the chains up to the floating woman who was shackled by her 
waist. 


The chamber itself seemed to be so much more massive than 
needed. Why? 


BZZZZ! 


Bolts of white light coursed through all three chains and converged 
at the woman. When her aura began to burn bright like a star, she let 
out a horrifying scream. Ariel gasped in shock. Moana turned furious. 
Blazing blue energy surged from the prisoner, through the chains, 
and back into the wall. The woman panted, desperate to pass out 
from the pain. Whoever was in charge of this accursed island must 
have imprisoned this woman for some cruel purpose. 


Neither Moana nor Ariel could ignore the noble need to save this 
woman. 


The Collector 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter Twenty: The Collector 
It was time to end the torture. 


Moana and Ariel dashed through the puddles to examine the closest 
chain, looped to the wall. All their strength gathered in their thin arms 
to pull. One girl to one side of the chain. They persisted for over 

fifteen seconds. Neither the end link nor the wall's loop would budge. 


"Almost," groaned Moana, struggling to hold her grimy grip. Ariel 
squealed as she tried to pull harder. Her shoulders clenched. Her 
fingers slipped, sending her to the coarse stone on the ground. 


"Are you okay?" Moana swiftly came down to help Ariel to her feet. 


"Yeah," said Ariel. She held her aching arms and panted. "I think we 
need to try something else." 


"Agreed. Let's smash'em with anything we can find." Moana jabbed 
her oar's broad end into the tiny space between the chain plate and 
the stone wall. Repeatedly she tried to chip the stone and pry off the 
plate. The only visible damage was dealt to her own wooden 
weapon. Ariel had returned with a collection of wet, sharp rocks. 
Unfortunately, many of them turned out to be brittle and broke apart 
upon impact. 


"Nothing's working," said Ariel gravely. A familiar glow crackled from 
the chain plate. 


"Ariel, get away!" Moana retreated to a safe distance. 


"Huh? Ah!" Ariel flinched and crossed her arms over her face. 


As with the other two chains, the white light returned and surged up 
to the floating woman. 


BZZZZZ! 


The piercing blue light was as intense as her screaming. Once 
again, Moana was forced to watch the blue bolts flail from the 
woman's body. New energy surged through all three chains. Even 
though Moana was safe from harm, she could still feel the scorching 
warmth from the chain she had tried to destroy. Ariel however still 
stood in the same place. 


KSSSSSH-SH-SH! 


Moana was unsure to feel relieved or afraid. Ariel was unharmed and 
yet she wielded a handful of electricity, the same color as the blue 
energy that disappeared into the wall. Her trident necklace shined, 
causing the crackling bolts to shrink and disappear. 


"| don't understand," said Ariel, baffled. 


"That necklace. You said it gives you some of your father's power,” 
said Moana. 


"That's right." 

"Just how powerful is he?" 

"He... kind of rules the ocean," said Ariel, nervously. 
"Riiight," said Moana skeptically. 

“But he can shot beams of energy. | can only do this-" 


BZZZZZZAP! A restless bolt of electricity was fired from Ariel's 
necklace. It stretched high and struck the wall. A humongous chunk 
of stone came plummeting and slammed into the ground. The entire 
chamber rumbled. 


"| think | get it," said Moana. 


"You do?" Ariel was alarmed by her necklace; its trident piece was 
still smoking from the blast. 


"You can use your necklace to absorb energy and fire it back," said 
Moana. 


"Really? Oh my gosh." asked Ariel. 


"| think that means... whoever captured this woman... is trying to 
absorb her energy. It's a cycle. Starting with the white light... going 
up there... it then turns blue and carries that energy someplace 
else," reasoned Moana. She knew it sounded like a bizarre plot, 
finding a woman who possessed such power and exploiting it 
through magical chains in an underwater lair. And yet, there was 
some logic to it; the real question was for what was that energy 
being used? 


"LOOK! It's starting again," said Ariel. The white light returned from all 
three metal plates in the chamber. 


"Alright, let's get ready," said Moana. 

"Ready for what?" asked Ariel. 

Altogether, the three chains shined, rising up to the floating woman. 
BZZZZZ! 


"The chamber is going to absorb her power again!" shouted Moana 
over the screeching electricity and the woman, who screamed so 
harshly, her voice cracked. "When the chains turns blue, you'll have 
to take in that new power with your necklace!" 


"Okay," said Ariel still uncertain if her trident could directly contain so 
much electricity at once. 


"Here it comes!" signaled Moana. The blue light blitzed back through 
the glowing chains. It came fast like a terrifying torrent. Ariel was 
apprehensive but she saw how Moana looked back at her with a 
smile. Such a brave and brilliant smile ignited confidence. 


Without a single word, it was a smile that said, " Ariel, | believe in 
you ." 


The rush of blue energy was about to dive right through the wall. 
Ariel leaned forward and brought her trident up close to the final 
chain link. 


KSSSSSSH-SH-SH-SH-SH-SH! 


The blue light turned wispy and poured into Ariel's necklace like a 
whirlpool. The process was finished for now. Moana looked up to 
check on the floating woman. Her head hung low. Her limbs turned 
limp. 


"She won't last much longer. Fire that energy into the wall. Right 
here." Moana pointed to a crevice at the top side of the chain plate. 
Ariel fixed her aim with her trident. She focused its magic as she had 
done once more. She was ready to release its remarkable power. 


BZZZZZAP! A blue burst of stone and smoke erupted in between 
Moana and Ariel. Its raw power was strong enough to push both 
young women off their feet. 

KRRRRRR-KLUNK! 

The chain plate dropped below the rising smoke. 

"One down," began Moana. 

“Two to go," finished Ariel. 

Moana picked up the heavy metal chain with the broken link at the 


end. She traced it back to the center of the chamber where it was 
still hooked to the woman's waist. She thought about how the chains 


would release a signal of light to force the woman to split her energy 
into three even sources. 


"I'll go over to the next chain over there . Just do the same trick as 
before with that chain," instructed Moana. 


"Got it!" said Ariel, as energized as her necklace. She ran off to the 
second chain while Moana had plans to destroy the third chain. She 
dragged the broken link towards her position. Without having to carry 
anything, Ariel was already waiting for the next round at the second 
chain plate. 


Moana had been hauling the heavy chain over her shoulders. 
Halfway to the third chain, the white lights pulsed through the two 
chains intact. Moana tried to hurry, loosening one link that pounded 
the bruise on her back. She hissed horrifically. It immediately brought 
back the miserable memory of colliding in the chasm. 


BZZZZZ! The azure aura shined like a crystal with sharped edges. 
Time was ticking in Moana's mind. She hurried across the chamber 
to reach the metal plate. As the floating woman screamed, Moana 
hurried to tie a voyager's knot with the first chain over the third chain. 
She twisted the broken link at an angle to point just above the third 
chain plate. 


"Moana! It's coming!" warned Ariel. The blue energy was absorbed, 
coursing down the three chains. Ariel was ready to perform the same 
trick with her necklace. It was up to Moana to see if her idea would 
work. She distanced herself as far as her legs could manage. What 
she could not see behind her where the rising reactions between the 
gathered chains. They turned unstable. 


Ka-PFFFFF! 


It was a chaotic orchestra of thunder and lightning. The broken chain 
gushed out its blue energy and destroyed the plate, causing the third 
chain to flail madly and shoot its energy across the chamber. Moana 
watched out for its lightning and dodged the falling rocks. She 


spotted Ariel who appeared to be successful in absorbing its power 
again. The spunky redhead endured the cataclysmic sounds that 
bombarded her ears. 


"Ariel!" cried Moana. 
"| can do this!" 


BZZZZZAP! Another blue stream of light blasted the wall. The 
second chain plate fell and pelted the ground hard. Ariel only 
relished in her deed for a mere second. She panicked, unable to find 
a safe route back to Moana. The third chain flung high like an 
enraged sea serpent and continued to spew blue energy all over the 
ancient markings. Chunks of the chamber crashed into the ground, 
tilting to a steep surface. Immediately, Moana and Ariel looked to 
help each other. 


Finally, the aura that had engulfed the prisoner began to dim. She 
floated down at a slow pace, unlike the meteor-like rocks. Moana 
hopped over the shards of stone to stay balanced. Once the woman 
descended close enough, Moana pulled her by the ankle and was 
then pulled out of the way from a piece of the broken ceiling. 


"Thanks Ariel," said Moana. The markings that remained from the 
cracked walls lost their light. The cavernous shadows quickly made 
their comeback. Moana and Ariel had to rely on the rumbling sounds 
to predict where the rocks were going to fall. At least the trident 
necklace still shined, showing Ariel's face. Moana looked down at the 
woman's neck where her crystal pendant kept its azure glow. 


GWSSSSSSSH! 


The ground suddenly dipped so low, it turned nearly vertical. Moana 
struggled to hold onto Ariel who then held onto the unconscious 
woman. 


GGGGGRAKKK'! 


The chamber's walls splintered. Moana lost her grip. She and the 
others plummeted into another tunnel, slamming into every twist and 
turn. During the fall, Ariel shielded the woman as best as she could, 
just as Moana had done in the chasm. 


The agonizing trip lasted only seven seconds. They all rolled onto 
the floor of a new lit area. Moana and Ariel ached in nearly every 
muscle in their body: neck, chest, calves, shoulders, ankles, and the 
back. Despite this pain, they turned their attention to the woman who 
lay on the ground. Moana rushed over to check her pulse, as she 
was taught by her father. Ariel caught up behind Moana and helped 
the freed woman to rest on Moana's lap. 


"Can you hear me?" asked Moana. The woman breathed slowly, 
appearing fragile. 


She had long white hair and dark brown skin. A neck-length pony tail 
dropped down the left side of her head, next to the two blue stripes 
and blue dot on her face. Because they did not wash off, Moana 
guessed that they were tattoos just like the ones worn by her fellow 
islanders. 


Ariel noticed a couple of flat, round objects on the ground. She 
grabbed one and rubbed her thumb across its shiny surface. A coin? 


"Moana," said Ariel cautiously. "Look." 


"Huh?" Moana was stunned. She had placed her full attention to 
taking care of the tortured woman. She did not realize that the 
source of new light came from a golden heap of treasure, sitting ina 
more spacious chamber. Ariel stepped forward for a closer look. 


It was a brilliant sight to behold, as if sprinkled by stardust. Ariel 
wanted to splash into the pile of treasure and play with all the funny- 
looking objects that must have come from the human world. 
However, she resisted and returned to Moana. She discovered that 
the golden gleam was brighter near the chamber's center because 
they had come through a cramped, shadowy entrance. 


The woman lifted her head and fluttered her eyes. 
"Where... am |?" asked the woman. 


"| wish | Knew the answer to that question.” Moana looked beyond 
the woman's drained face and studied the enormous collection of 
lustrous artifacts. It was so familiar. Somehow, Moana was reminded 
of a whimsical yet wicked melody. A terrifying tune performed by an 
obsessive collector of all things shiny . 


"The thief has returned!" proclaimed a voice with a theatrical tone. 


The dazzling heaps of treasure trembled, taking the shape of a 
humongous, glittering shell. 


Ariel was startled but Moana remembered instantly who was 
speaking. She helped the woman rest into Ariel's arms and stepped 
forward, oar in hand. 

The shell stretched out crustacean legs to rise and turn around. 
The crooked teeth. 

The huge pincers. 

The two boggling eyes that sneered at the three intruders. 
“Tamatoa!" said Moana harshly. 

"And here | thought relocating all my precious beauties would help to 
e/uuuude jealous brats like you!" Tamatoa pointed his sandy pincer 
at Moana. 


"What are you doing here? This isn't Lalotai," said Moana. 


"Last time we met, it was the other way around, wasn't it? ' What was 
a human doing in the realm of monsters ?' You must be obsessed 
with me, babe. | shouldn't blame you though. | do have the most 
glamorous gallery of goodies." Tamatoa rotated to admire the 


speckle of light that reflected from his shell. "But you won't be so 
lucky this time!" 


"I'm not here to steal anything!" shouted Moana. 


"Au contraire! | see you with your accomplice- rather pale - looking, 
isn't she ?-smothering my latest collectible. She was perfectly 
preserved in mint condition but you really have no manners," 
accused Tamatoa. 


"So you kidnapped her?!" snapped Moana. 


"Kidnapped? No, no, no. Too much work for these delicate claws. 
She was given to me by the sweetest lady, after my own crusty 
heart." Tamatoa cupped his claws to his face, as a romantic gesture. 


"What are you talking about?" 


"That white-haired damsel makes the Heart of Te Fiti look like a 
cheap knick-knack. She... is the Heart... of ATLANTIS!" boasted 
Tamatoa loudly. 


"Atlantis?" Moana had heard stories of a city with the same name. 
Atlantis was an empire so rich and advanced that the gods were said 
to be jealous and banished them beneath the sea. As a child, she 
used to wonder how her grandmother knew of its existence if no one 
had ever seen it for thousands of years. 


"She's a living super-crystal! Holding immense power for any 
invention or spell. | will not let you, Maui, or any of your pathetic 
friends have another try with me!" 

BAM! 


Moana was walloped by Tamatoa's pincer against the other side of 
the chamber. 


"Moana!" cried Ariel. 


"Step aside you sun-depraved, red-head," snarled Tamatoa. He did 
not want to hurt Ariel directly and risk damaging the Atlantean 
woman. He resolved to slam his pincer onto the floor, causing a 
tremor. Ariel was determined to protect the woman, barely able to 
stand on her own. 


Moana used her oar to get back up. She had been hit hard, unable 
to put up a real fight. Last time, she was able to help her injured 
friend Maui to escape by tricking Tamatoaa. If it worked once before, 
then it perhaps could work again. 


"Hey Maui. Maybe now you can make your big entrance," feigned 
Moana, holding her hands to her mouth. 


"WHAT?! Maui's here?!" Tamatoa was freakishly frightened. He 
swerved around his chamber, clockwise and counter-clockwise. 


"Where? Where are you Maui? | see... you've transformed into 
something small to hide from me." Tamatoa dug around his mounds 
of treasure and searched. Since Maui had retrieved his magic 
fishhook from their last encounter, Tamatoa was smart enough to 
recognize a valid threat. Meanwhile, Moana kept her eye out on 
Ariel, holding the Atlantean woman back to the entrance. They had 
to hurry to make an escape before Tamatoa would realize Moana's 
ruse. 


"Have you been hiding behind me?! Ah!" shrieked Tamatoa. 
Fortunately for Moana and Ariel, the colossal coconut crab foolishly 
followed his fears. With the pieces of gold that flew like splashing 
water, it was difficult for Moana to see where Ariel and the Atlantean 
woman had gone. Moana evaded Tamatoa's sight, dodged his large 
legs, and ran to the shadowy entrance. 


"It's no use," said Ariel from behind. 


"What do you mean?" asked Moana 


"| tried to get away but it's like a slide. We're trapped down here," 
explained Moana. 


"Wait a second." Tamatoa stopped to sneer at Moana and Ariel. "You 
lied |" 


"No! | mean... M-Maui is definitely here!" insisted Moana. 


"Then I'll just force him to reveal himself by going after you !" 
Tamatoa snatched Moana into his crushing pincer. Ariel knew Moana 
could not overpower this greedy monster. She gently placed the 
Atlantean woman near the wall and sprinted over to Tamatoa's 
closest leg. 


"| hope this works," muttered Ariel wishfully. She extracted whatever 
power lingered in her necklace. 


BZZZZZAP! She fired an electric blast, shocking Tamatoa into 
releasing Moana. 


"Oooo, you little eel!" Tamatoa glowered grimly at Ariel and flicked 
her off to a distant pile of gold. Both Moana and Ariel were brutally 
beaten. Tamatoa turned around again, sighing in relief. 


"Now, now my little crystal. | wouldn't want to ruin your luster." 
Tamatoa gently scooped the Atlantean woman with the smooth sides 
of his pincers. 


"Your demigod pal is sure taking his sweet time," taunted Tamatoa. 
"Will the mighty Maui please stand up?" 


He paused in a cold silence. One of Tamatoa's eyes glanced around 
the chamber while the other admired the Atlantean woman. 


"If nooot, then I'll just make an example of any thief who swims up to 
my lair." Tamatoa jabbed the ground with his legs. He aimed his legs 
specifically near Moana and then Ariel. Moana was suddenly greeted 
by his revolting, toothy grin. 


"| think I'll go after the little red-head first. That way, you can listen to 
her screaming before it's your turn!" threatened Tamatoa. 


"No. Don't!" pleaded Moana. 


"This is all too easy!" Tamatoa turned to demolish Ariel. "All | had to 
do was make sure this Atlantean beauty stays locked up, gets 
sapped of her energy, and | get to relish in her shiiiny glory." 


Barely able to crawl, Ariel collapsed. She floundered to her back 
where she looked to her demise. Tamatoa savored the sadistic 
moment and slowly raised one leg, ready to impale its target. 


"ARIEL!" screamed Moana in a cracked, adolescent voice. 


The Atlantean woman woke up. Her mind raced back thousands of 
years ago; the watchtower bells thundered the sky and the flood took 
the lives of many innocent people. Her home, Atlantis, was lost to the 
outside world. Forever. 


"Yes, yes!" chanted Tamatoa. He redirected his attention to the 
Atlantean woman. So much intense light had blasted her face. She 
squinted and squirmed. 


"Perhaps now, you can share some of your shine. But not yet. These 
loathsome kids need to be taught a lesson. They don't deserve to 
see it." 


The Atlantean woman grabbed her crystal pendant. She sensed that 
her two rescuers were in danger. They needed help. Someone had 
to be brave for them; someone willing to give her own life. Instantly, 
she thought of the heroic man who risked his life to save her and the 
remains of her city. It was her turn to do the saving. 


Azure aura blazed from the Atlantean woman body. She broadened 
her shoulders and closed her eyes. 


"Oh, why bother waiting? Shine, my dear. SHINE!" commanded 
Tamatoa. He was so transfixed with her, he turned oblivious about 
dealing with Ariel. Moana recovered what little strength she had to 
stand and see what was happening. 


A deep breath and a clear mind. The Atlantean woman prayed to the 
kings of her past. They whispered deep into her soul. A divine power 
burned from her chest. Her eyes burst open. 


"Ooooooo!" Tamatoa puckered his lips excitedly. His claws were 
smacked away. The Atlanean woman hovered and glared back at 
her foe. She reached her hand and materialized a blue bolt of 
lighting. Static flickered from her grip. 


"What are you doing, love?" Tamatoa shivered. Even Moana and 
Ariel were startled. 


When the Atlantean woman opened her mouth, multiple booming 
voices spoke at once. They shared the same words with solid vowels 
and clear diction. Moana guessed it was her native language. 


The amplified voices grew when the Atlantean woman spoke again. 
Too terrified to think of fighting back, Tamatoa withdrew his neck and 
folded his pincers. 


"You were supposed to be... mine ." 
The lightning bolt flew like a spear. 


BZZZZZZZZZZZZ! |t was an infernal blast of power, electrocuting the 
coruscant collector. He yelped like a cowardly child. A plume of black 
and blue hid his face. He hobbled backwards, crashing his shell into 

the wall. The treasure chamber rumbled and cracked. 


When the Atlantean woman gently descended to the ground, she 
turned to Moana and spoke to her. 


"| don't... understand," said Moana. She wanted to help Ariel who 
was still hurt from Tamatoa's attack. 


" Call the ocean . It is close ." translated the Atlantean woman. The 
azure aura immediately vanished, leaving her to fall on the floor. 


"Wait." Moana's call did not reach her. She had no other option. 
Perhaps the ocean had been searching for Moana all along. Only 
one way to find out. 


Moana inhaled and screamed at the top of her lungs. 
"HELP US! WE'RE OVER HERE!" 


A muffled roar swarmed like an avalanche, from beyond the walls. 
Moana hurried across the chamber to help the Atlantean woman and 
then Ariel. A jet of water shot out, shattering the wall behind it. 
Foamy waves gathered and ascended as a crest. 


"What took you... so long?" Moana was too tired to chuckle. As she 
fell forward, the ocean caught her. It also scooped the Atlantean 
woman and Ariel from the other side of the chamber. It ignored 
Tamatoa and streamed back through the tunnels. Inside it, all three 
women were provided with air bubbles to breath. Moana was the 
only one able to open her eyes. It was so blue and bubbly in the 
water. They moved fast but the ride was comforting. The ocean 
pulled through after all, helping them out of harm's way. She could 
feel it making rapid upward turns. 


To Moana's disbelief, a new light shined in front of them. Unlike the 
magical glow of Atlantean aura, magical necklaces, or algae, this 
light was warm. Warm and genuine. 


Moana could feel her feet touching carved stone steps. She left the 
ocean to climb her way to the top. A salty breeze found its way into 
her nose and mouth. It was relief beyond words. 


The sky was still obscured by dark storm clouds. Towering over 
Moana was a menacing castle fortress with armies of Heartless 
prowling the bridges. Behind her was the familiar forest of thorns. 
Having ventured through the underwater tunnels proved to be useful, 
allowing her and her friends to bypass the thick bristles. 


Moana scurried back down the stairs where the ocean watched over 
Ariel and the Atlantean woman. 


"Thank you. I'll take it from here," assured Moana. The crest of the 
ocean nodded and receded back into the darkness below. 


"It is amazing." 


"Huh?" Moana was alarmed. The Atlantean woman had spoken. It 
was not of the terrifying tone when she was enveloped by incredible 
power. It was humble. It was human. 


"Your connection to the ocean. It lies in your heart." 


"Thanks. But's nothing compared to what you did. It was amazing. 
You saved us." Moana went down to check on Ariel who was 
exhausted and injured. 


"You two are hurt." The Atlantean woman approached them. She 
tapped her crystal with both hands and then touched Moana and 
Ariel. All of their bruises and injuries were healed; their stamina had 
been restored. Ariel was strong enough to wake up and stand on her 
feet. 


"Where are we?" mumbled Ariel. 
"The surface," said Moana. 


"The surface? We made it!" Ariel looked to the outside light and 
wanted to sprint out. 


"Wait!" Moana held her back. "Heartless." 


"Oh right. We have to be careful," said Ariel. She then looked back 
and discovered the Atlantean woman who was also awake. 


"| must thank you both. You set me free," said the Atlantean woman. 
"But what are your names?" 


"I'm Moana of Motunui." 


"And I'm Ariel from Atlantica. Pleased to meet you... uhm... Moana, 
did we ever get her name?" asked Ariel, quietly and nervously. 


The Atlantean woman laughed. 


"Call me Kida." 


The Confusion 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter Twenty-One: The Confusion 


To advance their search for King Mickey, Jafar had instructed lago to 
fly towards the humid jungles of the West. Meanwhile, he strolled 
through the breezy roads of the East. His tracking and teleportation 
magic proved to be daunting after multiple uses. The hours ticked 
away without any sign of the King, fueling his fiery frustration. 


Serving as second in command under Maleficent offered little joy. As 
far as Jafar knew, she lounged in her island lair while he traversed 
hundreds of miles to fix the failures of Hook and Pete. The pilot had 
to be located. The princess who escaped from the stadium had to be 
captured. And Oogie Boogie had yet to prove his worth, despite 
earning Malficent's trust. 


No matter, Jafar thought to himself, drumming his skeletal fingers 
over his staff. After capturing the blue monster, Known as Sulley, 
Jafar had made new plans to create his own army, one that would be 
immune to Maleficent's influence. It was easy to turn a statue intoa 
soldier. Jafar desired nothing more than usurping Maleficent's seat in 
power. Only then would he possess total control of the Heartless and 
rule the whole world! 


"Hey JAFAAAAR!" squawked a familiar fowl. Jafar grumbled, trying 
to withstand his parrot's voice. 


"We got a problem! And it's a BIG one!" panicked lago. 
"Do elaborate," replied Jafar harshly. 


"It's Aladdin! | saw him over in the jungle! He's heading in our 
direction!" 


" WHAT ?!" snapped Jafar. Out of all the people in the world, it had 
to be Aladdin. He was a loathsome but clever streetrat who hada 
habit of thwarting evil plans. Jafar exhaled through his teeth, trying to 
regain his composure. He then smiled with confidence. With his new 
fiendish friends, Jafar was certain that Aladdin did not stand a 
chance against him. Not this time. 


"And get this. He's got a lion on his side. Geez! This bozo attracts 
friends like flies on a dung heap." 


"A lion? How odd. Who else was with the boy?" 


"Just that little monkey with the stupid hat," said lago. Jafar 
wondered how fast Aladdin could travel without the magic carpet, 
which was last seen carrying Donald Duck from the river. Who or 
what was the streetrat pursuing? Would his and Jafar's paths cross 
by sheer coincidence? Jafar feared that Aladdin somehow 
discovered that Jasmine was kidnapped and she had been delivered 
aboard Hook's flying ship. If so, then how would he know? 


"Do you think he's onto us?" worried lago. 


"Perhaps. We must be careful about how we deal with him." Jafar 
appeared pensive, curling his finger over his chin. 


The red light from the cobra staff shined, stronger than before. Jafar 
placed his hand on the back of the cobra's hood and cleared his 
mind. A vision of King Mickey appeared. He traveled quickly with a 
young, black-haired woman. She had a tiny, red reptile upon her 
shoulder. 


"Yesss," hissed Jafar. 
"Whadya see, Jafar?" asked lago. 
Jafar offered no immediate reply. He adjusted the staff's glowing 


gaze to pinpoint King Mickey's precise location. After tracing the 
King's path, curving along an elevated area, Jafar determined where 


exactly he could intersect them. When Jafar opened his eyes, he 
flapped his cape so fiercely, that even lago flinched. 


"Did you say... that the little monkey was accompanying the 
streetrat?" asked Jafar. 


"Uh-huh. Though | shouldn't be too surprised. What scares me," lago 
gulped and ruffled his neck feathers, "is that lion." 


"No need to fear. Neither you nor | will have to combat it. Fetch me 
the monkey but be quiet about it. I'll go acquire my own prize." 


"Mind giving me a little more than that?" 


"lago, we are about to defeat these meddlesome fools and their king 
in the most entertaining way possible." Jafar chuckled deeply, cuing 
lago to fly off his new mission. He followed the tracking spell by 
transforming into a serpentine shadow. Slithering with enhanced 
speed, Jafar soon arrived at the edge of the elevated area, a rocky 
cliff. He returned to his human form and spied on the distant figures. 


It was just as his vision appeared: King Mickey was indeed traveling 
with the young black-haired woman, who held the reins of her horse. 
As they raced onward, Jafar stepped back into the cliff's blind spot. 
He lurked and listened. For his next plan to work, all Jafar needed to 
do was capture the tiny, red reptile. 


"Looking to the left... no phantom. Looking to the right... still no 
phantom." Mushu yawned. He had spent the morning and afternoon 
trying to raise morale for the team. Mulan continued to ride her 
galloping horse down the dirt road. It was the safest route that lined 
up with the mysterious phantom that fled from the bamboo forest. 
There was no real destination in mind. Mulan knew very well that it 
could have turned around, soaring in a completely different direction. 
She had never felt so useless at navigating. Nevertheless, she 
remained calm, ready to leap into battle at a moment's notice. 


King Mickey remained optimistic. He appreciated Mulan and 
Mushu's company during this disaster with the Heartless. After many 
years of trying to fulfill his duties as a leader, Mickey believed that 
teamwork was the best way to solve any problem, small or big. The 
Heartless had not yet appeared since their encounter with the 
phantom. Mickey still needed to Know where they attacked and how 
fast they were spreading to new places. If Mickey could find more 
brave heroes, like Mulan, and more cheerful folks, like Mushu, then 
hope was far from lost. 


His large, round ears twitched. King Mickey glanced up as the dirt 
road bordered an elevated ridge of stone. He could detect tiny rocks 
tumbling down the steep slope. His eyes could find no real danger. 
The sky was clear and cerulean blue. The trees were lush and 
verdant green. 


Ka-CHSSSSSSH! 


The beam was instant and scarlet red. A roaring rock slide crashed 
before their eyes. Mulan's horse flipped into a frenzy, flailing its front 
legs. 


"Watch out!" King Mickey lost his seating and slipped off the saddle. 
Everyone was immediately engulfed in a cloud of dust and smoke. 
While Mulan veered her horse to the safer side of the trail, Mushu fell 
forward and disappeared. 


"Mushu!" cried Mulan. Even as she tried to calm her horse, it still 
shook its head and whinnied. 


King Mickey stepped forward and squinted at the rubble. The thick 
cloud obscured their pocket-sized friend. Mickey was unsure if he 
should keep looking and wait for the cloud to lift or start turning over 
rocks. 


"I'm okay!" shouted Mushu, still unseen. "They don't call me the 
Great Stone Dragon for nuthin!" 


SQUISH! 


A bony hand had snatched Mushu. Before he could scream for help, 
his sinister captor pressed a cobra staff into his face. From the 
sparkling stare of its ruby eyes, a spell was cast. Mushu immediately 
lost his energetic spirit. A bright red glow swirled over his irises. His 
eyes were completely eclipsed. 


"There he is!" shouted King Mickey. Mulan jumped nimbly over the 
fallen rocks to search for her family guardian. When the dust settled, 
she found him, standing quietly on the ground with his back turned. 
Mulan reached down to bring him into her arms. She looked into his 
face to check his condition. The moment she glanced at his flashing 
red eyes, her forehead was struck with a burning sting. Mulan fell to 
her knees and hissed in pain. 


"Mulan! What's wrong?" King Mickey circled the rock slide debris to 
check on her. Mulan did not respond. Mushu quietly climbed up her 
arm and stood on her shoulder. He and Mulan assumed a straight 
posture like that of a dutiful soldier. Was it just a sudden migraine 
that had hurt Mulan? Or was it something more? 


"Uhm... Mulan?" asked King Mickey. His stomach swelled in 
suspense. 


When Mulan turned around, she and Mushu shared the same 
sinister, scarlet glow in their eyes. Their eyebrows were furrowed, as 
if displeased with King Mickey. He gasped, sensing that something 
dark and cruel had taken over his friends' minds. 


It was then King Mickey's turn to share the agony. A horrible, high- 
pitched hissing sound dug into his ears. His attempt to block the 
piercing noise was futile. King Mickey became desperate to pass out 
and escape the nightmare. It had to be a spell, one that was as 
vicious as venom. His will was weakened. Everything turned numb. 
King Mickey had no control over his body, standing straight on his 
feet. He, Mulan, and Mushu directed their obedient gaze to their new 
master. 


"Summon thy weapon," commanded Jafar, coldly. He stepped out of 
the shadows of the nearby trees and jabbed the ground with his 
Staff. 


Mushu growled fire through his dragon teeth 
Mulan unsheathed her family sword. 


King Mickey extended his gloved hand. Jafar beamed with malicious 
marvel. 


FW-SHINGGG! 
A golden Keyblade and its silver hilt materialized. 


Jafar cradled his chest and cackled so hard, he coughed. He relaxed 
with a curled and clever grin. The King and his two lackeys were now 
under his control. Jafar was enamored with his new toys for battle. 
He found great euphoria in fantasizing Maleficent's defeat at the 
hands of a Keyblade wielder. 


"Jafaaaaaaaar"" yelled lago, struggling to stay in midair. Abu 
squirmed aggresively and tried to fight him off. 


"Ye-AAAAAAQOOOOOOW!"" howled lago. "Monkey Bite! Monkey 
Bite!" 


"Drop him!" shouted Jafar. lago spat in relief and released Abu from 
his talons. Jafar caught the falling monkey with little effort. Before the 
Abu could unleash another bite, Jafar cast his hypnotic spell. The 
rage simmered. Abu became a silent servant. 


"Are you done?" asked lago, trying to catch his breath. "Aladdin and 
the lion followed my tail. They're... they're coming!" 


"Good! Send them back their pet!" hissed Jafar. 


"Oh no. Please no. | can't-" 


FWWWIP! Abu flopped over lago. The collision caused a few 
feathers to scatter. 


"Do not look into his eyes. Or you will regret it." 


"Ohhhh. You're using that spell. Sheesh! Why don't you just tell me 
your plans next time?" whined lago, keeping his eyes up to the sky. 
He followed his orders and carried Abu back to where he found him. 


"There he is!" shouted Aladdin, sprinting towards the edge of the 
jungle. Simba charged further ahead and roared. 


"Fine! Take your friend back!" lago threw Abu and hurried back to the 
cliff side. Aladdin watched his step and caught Abu with both hands. 
All it took for the spell to claim a new victim was a single moment. 
Caring deeply for his friend, Aladdin examined Abu's face. His eyes 
were wide open and bright red. 


"Alright lago! Tell us what you and Jafar did to-AAAAAGH!" Aladdin 
shrieked, curling his back. 


"Aladdin! What just happened? Aladdin? Aladdin ?!" Simba could 
only see Aladdin covering his eyes in stinging pain. Simba rose on 
his hind feet and leaned against a tree. He waved his paw to get 
Aladdin's attention. Aladdin adjusted his stance. His back was erect. 
He and Abu suddenly cast their harsh, scarlet glare towards Simba. 
It came at an instant. 


"What?" Simba winced when his eyes stung. He scratched the bark 
of the trees and growled. It was all he could do until his senses 
turned numb. Without thinking, his body moved beyond his control. 
Aladdin, Abu, and Simba were all quiet, allowing the omnimous 
breeze to rustle the trees. 


Meanwhile, lago flapped his sore wings and panted. 


"I'm ready to punch out, Jafar." lago groaned and gasped for air. 
Jafar strolled onto the pass that sloped up the cliffside. He giggled 


and reached down to pick up lago, having plopped on the dirt. 


"You've certainly outdone yourself." Jafar smirked with sky-high 
satisfcation. Aladdin emerged from the jungle as an obedient 
servant. His mischievous monkey would not interfere. As a bonus 
reward, Jafar giggled at the golden lion, loyal to his command. 


"Why don't we bring everyone together?" Jafar nudged his head, 
summoning King Mickey and Mulan with Mushu. In between the 
cliffside and the jungle's edge, everyone had gathered on the wide, 
dry area with patches of shrubs. 


"What are we gonna make them do? Might | suggest some silly 
dancing?" snickered lago. 


"Another time. But you do remember our mission. We have to 
eliminate the King. And who else to do it but a clever streetrat and 
his new pet?" Jafar spoke into the cobra staff, sending a message to 
his new puppets: 


"To serve me, you must survive a duel to the death! Team against 
team" hissed Jafar harshly. He waved his staff, forging a throne from 
the ground. 


"Ho boy! This ought to be good!" cheered lago with a wicked laugh. 
He flew over to throne's arm rest. Jafar twiddled his bony fingers 
against each other. He waited for King Mickey and Mulan to properly 
distance themselves from Aladdin and Simba. 


"Begin!" 


Mulan rushed forward and clashed blades with Aladdin. Mushu 
pounced on Abu who wrestled against his lizard-like spine. Mushu 
was about to breath fire but Abu clamped his mouth shut. 


King Mickey guarded against Simba, chomping and pressing his 
entire weight over the Keyblade. He then crouched to roll away. A 
mere melee attack from the Keyblade was easily parried by Simba's 


paw. Simba snarled and circled King Mickey. It was a predatory 
tactic; Simba would waiting for an opening while making it easier to 
avoid any surprise attacks. When King Mickey lunged, Simba caught 
the Keyblade with his sharp teeth and pulled it away. He tackled King 
Mickey and pinned him down. He reached back and extracted his 
claws, ready to shred a tiny foe. Mickey retrieved the Keyblade, 
teleporting to his hand and knocked Simba's nose. Stunned, Simba 
was unable to catch King Mickey who hopped far away from danger. 
It was King Mickey's rapid heart beat that gradually restored some 
sense of control. 


"Huh?" mumbled King Mickey. His eyes flickered between red and 
white. He felt sleepy but a piece of his conscious wanted to resist. 
Jafar was alarmed and performed the mind control spell once again. 
The sleepy void in King Mickey's head returned. Shackled to Jafar's 
magic, King Mickey charged back into the brawl. 


"That was a close one, Jafar," commented lago. 


"Indeed. The King must be defeated or at least worn out. This way, 
we can keep control of him," explained Jafar. 


"Gotcha! Good to know you're thinking like ten steps ahead of 
everybody,” praised lago. 


Jafar watched Mulan very closely. He rooted for her to defeat 
Aladdin. Her technique was more smooth and precise while Aladdin 
was rough, sloppy, but flexible. Presently, Mulan swiftly slashed her 
sword, forcing Aladdin to play defensively. Jafar revelled in the dance 
of swords. There was no greater spectacle that could please him, 
especially when the odds were against his most pesky adversary. 
Jafar chanted Yes-Yes-YES when Mushu spat at Abu and spat 
flames. Abu was agile enough to avoid the fire. He caught Mushu's 
tail and slammed him repeteadly against the ground, over and back. 


Mulan curled her sword and flung it outward, disarming Aladdin. She 
then bolted up close and kicked his stomach with the sharp edge of 
her shoe. Aladdin shifted his bare feet, pivoting away from Mulan. He 


raced to his scimitar where a burst of flames almost incinerated him. 
Mushu lurked just behind him. The daring dragon pursued Aladdin 
but was thwarted by a merciless monkey. Aladdin snatched his 
sword and darted back to Mulan, who was distracted by the scuffle 
between the small sidekicks. 


Rolling in a midair flip, King Mickey knocked Aladdin to the ground 
with a surprise kick. He succeeded in protecting Mulan. Both tried to 
attack Aladdin, an enemy who had become vulnerable. When they 
raised their weapons, Simba roared furiously. Jafar was intrigued by 
Simba's power, able to produce gusts of wind, strong enough to blow 
his opponents far back. 


Time had seemingly come for combatants to switch their targets. 
Mulan countered Simba's claws with her sword. Mushu snuck into 
Simba's blind side and spat fire to the fuzzy tip of his tail. Sparks flew 
as Simba roared with fury and fright. Before Mulan could get close 
enough to finish him, Abu climbed up her arm and bit her hand. Her 
hand twitched in pain, releasing her sword for Abu to steal. 


While Mulan and Mushu chased the thieving monkey, Aladdin stalled 
King Mickey by dodging his Keyblade attacks. After putting out the 
fire on his tail, Simba returned to join Aladdin. Together, they 
surrounded King Mickey and closed in. King Mickey ducked the 
claws and rolled away from the sword. After escaping the assault, 
King Mickey sprinted far ahead of where Abu was running. Once Abu 
saw he was outnumbered, he dropped the sword and scattered in 
between Mulan's legs. 


The teams of three were reunited. They all cast shivering cold looks 
at their rivals. Jafar grew impatient. The climax of the clash was 


close. When Jafar gripped his staff, the spell was ignited. All fighters 
converged onto the same area. 


King Mickey rushed to slam with his Keyblade. 


Aladdin charged to strike with his scimitar. 


Simba pounced to slash with his claws. 
Mulan hurried to thrust with her family sword. 
Abu and Mushu ran as fast as they could to lend a helping-hand. 


Jafar bore a wicked toothy grin. He was exhilarated beyond his 
expectations. These foolish heroes would destroy each other. Any 
lucky survivors would become petrified to fight again for another day. 
He raised his fist as if he were cheering in a stadium. He savored 
every second before their delightful demise. 


"THUNDAGA|" cried a ferociously squeaky voice. Several bolts of 
burning lightning struck the dry dirt, blocking the fighters from 
attacking each other. 


"What?!" shouted Jafar. With a bitter scowl, he searched for the 
intruder. He frantically swished his wrinkled face from side to side. 


"BLIZZAGA!" 
It came from behind. 


Jafar spun, twirling his cape like a shroud of darkness. He fired a 
crackling blast of red magic to vaporize the piercing icicle that flew at 
him. 


KRKKK-KSH! A glittering burst of ice fragments and red smoke 
drifted in between Jafar and his opponent. 


"You miserable, meddlesome duck!" spat Jafar. 


"That's DONALD Duck, you big palooka!" The King's loyal mage had 
made his entrance after discovering King Mickey and Jafar from the 
sky. Donald anticipated having to face the vindictive vizier once 
again. He did not come empty-handed. He had come with a plan. 


The Team 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter Twenty-Two: The Team 


"You think you can have this round? Fool! You still haven't learned 
anything." Before Jafar could cast another spell, a purple blur 
whooshed past his eyes. The Carpet spun and wrapped around his 
Staff. It bashed Jafar repeatedly. His bony arms could not overpower 
its tight threads. 


"Enough!" shouted Jafar. "My slaves! Cease your squabbling!" 


All those who were under his control straightened their stances. 
Donald was shocked at how quick they were to obey Jafar. They all 
shared the same, sickening, scarlet glow in their eyes. 


"Show this imbecile who you now serve! After him!" barked Jafar. 
While he tried to wrestle his staff free from Carpet, his mind- 
controlled minions all turned their heads at once. Donald could feel 
his grip turn sweaty. King Mickey, Mulan, Mushu, Aladdin, Abu, and 
Simba split up to surround the lone mage. 


"BLIZZARA!" Donald aimed low and sprayed a frosty mist. It 
crystallized into solid ice, holding his opponents by their feet. 
Aladdin, Simba, and Mulan were stuck. Abu and Mushu pounced 
from their partner's shoulders to strike Donald. All it took was a wide 
swing from his staff to knock them far back. Donald counted the 
immobilized fighters and made sure his freezing spell did not miss 
anyone. 


A shadow approached from above. 
THUD! 


Just in time, Donald blocked the Keyblade from slamming his face. 


"Your Majesty!" cried Donald, grunting as he tried to stand firm. King 
Mickey had dodged the freezing spell by jumping out of its range. 
Donald remembered their previous, unfinished battle from the 
stadium. It was only supposed to be for friendly competition. The 
passionate cheering from audience, rooting for the King, echoed in 
his head. Donald accepted that if their match had not been 
interrupted by the Heartless, he probably would have lost. Holding 
his short staff against King Mickey's mighty weapon strained 
Donald's muscles. All Donald needed was a distraction, a delay- 
anything -to keep King Mickey preoccupied. 


King Mickey backflipped away from Donald, presumably to strike 
back from a different angle. His right foot came in contact with the 
smooth ice, causing him to slip. Only a few seconds to spare before 
he would get back to his feet. Now or never, this was Donald's only 
chance to break the spell. He stretched his arm up high and even 
rose to the tips of his webbed toes. 


“CURAGA|" shouted Donald. From the top of his staff, a glowing 
wreath of bells and flowers sprouted forth. Vines extended out over 
King Mickey and the others. When the bells chimed, sparkling dust 
poured over them. They blinked as new magic purified their minds 
from Jafar's spell. Their senses were restored. The red glow in their 
eyes was gone. 


"What in the Chinese Zodiac is going on?" Mushu rubbed his horns 
and saw Aladdin and Simba, stuck to the ice. "When did the circus 
come in town?" scoffed Mushu. He came over to melt the ice, 
holding Mulan's feet. 


"Jafar!" cried Aladdin, trying to pull himself out of the ice. 


"Silence, streetrat. I'll just have to petrify you all!" shouted Jafar, 
mustering a charging burst of red light! 


A rumbling of horse hooves rushed into the fray, followed by a shrill 
whinny. 


SMACK! It was Mulan's horse that smacked Jafar to the ground. His 
spell was knocked off course, shooting into the sky. 


"This... iS far... from over!" shouted Jafar, panting in between his 
words. He could barely keep himself on his knees. He endured the 
brutal pain long enough to transform into a serpentine shadow. lago 
was absorbed and they vanished into a shadowy wisp. 


"Darn. We were so close." Donald sighed. He lowered his head and 
his staff. A comforting, gloved hand came to his shoulder. 


"Donald. | think Jafar was the one who was so close. He tried to get 
us to fight each other but you broke his spell. | don't know what 
would've happened if you didn't show up," said King Mickey, 
earnestly. 


"Aww. Thanks, Your Majesty." 

"Uhm, you g-g-guys?" hollered Aladdin. King Mickey and Donald 
turned around. Aladdin crossed his arms and shivered. His scimitar 
could only chip off a few shards of ice before his body turned numb. 


"Oh hi Aladdin! Let me help you, pal!" King Mickey and Donald 
walked towards Aladdin. 


"Mickey!" cried Mulan. She rushed and stood in front of King Mickey, 
protectively. 


"Huh? What's wrong?" replied King Mickey. 

"Uhm, Mickey-my man," started Mushu, standing on Mulan's 
shoulder. "You do see that big ugly kitty-cat riilight there, next to Mr. 
Poofy-Pants, right?" 


"| can hear you!" shouted Simba. He snapped his sharp teeth at 
Mushu, who flinched. 


"Don't worry, your Majesty. | won't let it hurt you." Donald redirected 
his staff towards Simba. 


"Hey, wait. This is Simba. He's with me," said Aladdin. 
"And who are you?" Mulan reached for her sword's hilt. 


"That's our friend, Aladdin." King Mickey switched to introduce the 
other friend. "Aladdin, this is Mulan and her dragon, Mushu." 


"That little guy... is Supposed to be a dragon?" Aladdin raised his 
eyebrow in doubt. Donald came behind him and used a tepid fire 
spell to melt the ice around his ankles. 


"That's right, kid. I'm THE fire-breathing, family-guarding, dragon!" 
boasted Mushu. 


"You look like a scrawny gecko to me," snickered Simba. 


"Mock me if you want, fuzz-ball! I'm not the loser who's gonna need 
my help to get out of the ice," replied Mushu. 


KRRRK! 


Fragments of frosty ice flung out from Simba's front paws. Mulan and 
Donald retreated close to King Mickey. Her horse dug its hooves and 
huffed. It was ready to fight again, if necessary. By wiggling his hind 
paws, Simba used his own body heat to slip out. He sided with 
Aladdin, which alerted Mulan into pulling out her sword from its 
sheath. 


"It's okay everyone. We're all friends," reassured King Mickey. 
Carpet emerged from behind the scenes and swooped around 
Aladdin. 


"Hey Carpet! Long time, no see." Aladdin rubbed his hand over 
Carpet and Abu gave it a high-five, from monkey paw to tassel. 


"Wait a minute. Hold up. Let me get this straight." Mushu opened his 
arms and accounted for everyone in sight, starting with King Mickey. 


"You know us. You know Donald. You know this Aladdin-dude. He 
knows the monkey and the floating rug? But no one is afraid of the 
lion who could rip our faces off?!" panicked Mushu. 


"Relax! I'm not gonna eat anyone here." said Simba. 

"| believe ya," said King Mickey. Mulan respected his judgment but 
she did think King Mickey was acting rather naive. She relaxed her 
horse while Mushu looked away, too terrified to watch King Mickey 
approach Simba. King Mickey lowered his head and bowed. Simba 
returned the gesture. 

"I'm guessing you must be King Mickey, right?" asked Simba. 


"That's right. It's a pleasure to meet you, Simba. What parts of the 
world do you come from?" asked King Mickey. His tone was 
charming and genuine. 


"I'm from the Pride Lands," replied Simba. 

"Hmmm. | think | may have heard of it." King Mickey traced back to 
studying other kingdoms, some with people as the ruling species 
while a few were completely composed of animals. 


"He also happens to be the king of the Pride Lands," added Aladdin 
with a showboating smirk. Simba wore an awkward smile and looked 
away. 


"Really? That's pretty neat, Your Majesty," said King Mickey. 
"Simba is just fine, actually," said Simba with a nervous laugh. 
"Hey, Mickey?" 

"Yes. Aladdin?" 


"| just realized. If you, Donald, and Carpet are here, then... where's 
Jasmine?" asked Aladdin. 


King Mickey did not have the answer. He was blasted out of Hook's 
cannon during the stadium attack. As far as he knew, Queen Minnie 
still needed to be rescued from Pete. Jasmine and Donald were the 
only two that had remained. King Mickey faced Donald, giving a 
mournful glance towards Carpet. It hunched and sunk to the ground. 


"We were all at the stadium. Then the Heartless attacked and took 
the Queen. The King tried to fight back but only Jasmine and | 
escaped. Jafar somehow followed us and kidnapped her." 


"What?! Jafar has her?!" snapped Aladdin. "Then we gotta go after 
him! Why didn't we-" Aladdin groaned in frustration. "Mickey. | need 
your help." 


"Wait, who's Jasmine? And was Jafar that two-legged, gazelle- 
looking guy with the feather? What's he after?" asked Simba. 


"And why should we just drop everything we're doing to go rescue 
your girlfriend?" asked Mushu, flailing his hands with sass. "We got 
bigger problems with the Heartless and then we got our own side 
quest with a phantom. Sorry pal. We're booked. Aren't we, Mickey?" 


All eyes landed squarely on Mickey. Even the faceless Carpet 
directed its front seam in his direction. 


"lL uhm... well. It looks like there's a bunch of awful things happening 
right now. First off, the Heartless are on the rise. Simba, I'm not sure 
if you've heard of them, but they're these creatures of darkness that 

attack anyone with a living heart. It's kinda hard to describe them but 
they can take on all kinds of forms." 


"Like a giant butterfly with a weird heart-shaped symbol? Aladdin 
and | have had our share of dealing with them," said Simba. 


"So that's one thing we all have in common: we're all fighting the 
Heartless. Let share what we know and get a good idea of who's 
behind all this." 


"Let's see... there's Pete and Captain Hook." began Donald. 


"Don't forget Jafar. I've seen him control the Heartless, back in 
Agrabah once before. | bet they're working together," added Aladdin. 


"There's also the phantom," said Mulan. "It found us at a bamboo 
forest but | think it was after King Mickey." 


"A phantom? What do you mean?" asked Simba. 


"Some shaggy, blue-eyed creep that tried to fight us with its own 
group of Heartless. After it escaped, we tried to track it until we all 
wound up here," said Mushu. 


"So that's four people that are controlling the Heartless," said King 
Mickey. "Let's now tally up who we know they've captured. | was 
there when they got to... Minnie." 


Aladdin recognized the guilt in King Mickey's eyes when he 
mentioned the Queen. She and Jasmine were dear friends, often 
visiting each other whenever time would allow. He thought about 
whether or not he could have made a difference if he had been there 
when the stadium was attacked. 


"And Donald says that Jafar took Jasmine. Is there anyone else that 
we're all trying to look for?" King Mickey opened the conversation to 
everyone else. They remained silent, looking at each other for any 
new word. 


"Uhm, if no one is gonna say anything, I've got a question," said 
Donald. 


"Sure. What's on your mind?" offered King Mickey. 
™ When we invited Princess Jasmine to watch the fight between 


Mickey and I, we also invited you too, Aladdin. Why didn't you 
come?" asked Donald. 


"Oh. |... uhm... | actually had other plans. | went off on a treasure 
hunt." 


"Didja find anything?" asked King Mickey, well aware of Aladdin's 
adventurous antics. 


"Oh yeah. Here, let me show you." Aladdin took out the Chakrai and 
held it out for all to see. Simba casually ambled beside him while 
King Mickey, Donald, and Mulan leaned in for a closer look. Mushu 
gasped in delight of the Chakrai's shiny center. 


"What's it supposed to do?" asked Donald. 


"It's called the Chakrai. The legend says it can predict a great 
disaster and track where it's going to happen. Simba actually got it to 
work the first time. Even when we had to chase lago to save Abu, we 
were still going in the same direction. Weird," said Aladdin. 


"Perhaps, it Knew of Jafar's plan to bring us together and force us to 
fight," reasoned Mulan. 


"Was Jafar that evil-looking dude, all black and red? Just making 
sure. There are way too many people for me to remember,” said 
Mushu. 


"Yup. That's him. And | bet he caused the rock slide where he cast 
his mind-control spell on all of us, starting with you." said King 
Mickey. 


"Riilight. Well it wasn't all fun and rice cakes. That magic was 
messing with my head." Mushu glanced at Aladdin and Simba. "Now, 
I'm not sayin’ nuthin’ buuuut we totally would have steamed your 
buns if we finished the fight." 


Simba rolled his eyes and addressed King Mickey directly. 


"The Heartless attacked my kingdom. | came out here looking for 
answers. When | met Aladdin, he told me that you might be able to 


help." 


"That was my thinking too," said Mulan, wanting to make peace with 
the newest faces in the group. "The Heartless have not yet reached 
my village but | had to plan ahead. Mickey's fought them before. He's 
our best chance at outsmarting and beating the forces of darkness." 


"So what do you say, Mickey-my man?" asked Mushu. Once again, 
the spotlight beamed brightly onto their leader. 


"The good news is, it looks like we've all got the same goal. Fighting 
the Heartless. We'll need to find out where they're coming from," 
resolved King Mickey. 


"You mean like a nesting ground?" asked Simba. 


"Kind of. The Heartless live in another world. They're rare to find out 
here in our world. But, since there has been so many all around, it's 
my best guess that something or someone has opened the Door to 

Darkness," explained King Mickey. 


"My guess is Jafar. He's probably going back to check on it,” 
suspected Aladdin. 


"The other problem is that if the Door to Darkness stays open, other 
smaller doorways can pop up in other places. It would take too much 
time to go after all of them. If we go after the Door to Darkness first 
and close it-" 


"-Then the rest go away!" deduced Donald. 
"Exactly!" exclaimed King Mickey. 


"| think anything called the Door to Darkness counts as a disaster . 
Maybe we can find it with this," said Aladdin, holding up the Chakrai. 


"That'd be wonderful. We should definitely travel together as a 
team," proposed King Mickey. 


"Well | don't know if we can just add two new guys-" Mushu was cut 
off by Abu's offended cry. "Alright-THREE! There are three of y'all 
who wanna join Team Honor. Normally, we'd put you all through 
some cutthroat, diehard, scream-to-your-mama training!" Mushu 
glared at Aladdin, Abu, and Simba. He gave a quick side-glance at 
King Mickey who giggled at his attempt to be scary and tough. 


"But since you all seem to be cool with the King, | guess we can skip 
all that for time's sake," shrugged Mushu. 


"Based on what | can remember, | think you three really proved 
yourselves in a fight," said Mulan. She approached Aladdin, her 
sword-wielding counterpart, and shook hands. When she nudged 
Mushu to extend the courtesy, he groaned and dropped to the 
ground. He and Abu looked into each other's eyes. Neither sidekicks 
were too keen on trusting each other. Nevertheless, they too shook 
their hands; specifically, a dragon's claw to a monkey's paw. 


"Alright, alright. We're all goodie-goodie now. So how do we get that 
shaka-curry-thingy to work?" asked Mushu. 


"You mean the Chakrai? Well, it worked last time when Simba 
touched it. Let's try it again and see what happens." Aladdin 
extended the Chakrai to Simba, breathing slowly to be delicate. He 
lightly tapped its central gem with his paw. Everyone waited. It was a 
moment of dreaded anticipation. 


No glow. No movement. No bizarre magical phenomenon was 
present. 


"So uhm... do we need to raise it up and boost the signal?" asked 
Mushu. 


"No. | don't think height is the problem,” insisted Aladdin. 


"Is there anything else about the Chakrai? Is there a legend behind 
it?" asked Simba. 


Aladdin squinted hard, trying his best to remember what he had 
read. Back when he studied the few pages from a book in the 
palace, he had only focused on the clues about finding its last known 
whereabouts. 


"| think the story goes... like... it was made for a king who wanted to 
protect his people,” said Aladdin. He felt embarrassed that he could 
not provide any more information. 


"Sometimes, magical items are made to work for only one kind of 
person," explained Donald. "Simba, maybe it worked for you 
because you're a king." 


"Well, why isn't it working now?" asked Mushu. 


"Maybe it's something else. Mind if we try?" asked Mulan. With 
Aladdin's consent, she took the Chakrai and rubbed its metal edges. 
Mushu had his turn, hummed loudly, shook it close his ear, and gave 
up. Mulan then passed it onto Donald who had to reach up for it. He 
thought about using one of his own spells to tweak with the Chakrai. 
However, he did not want to risk tampering with strange, ancient 
magic that could produce a fatal accident. 


"Here you go, Your Majesty,” said Donald. 

Donald handed the Chakrai to King Mickey. The moment the relic 
touched King Mickey's gloved hand, it shined bright red. Everyone 
gathered and gasped. They all marveled at the magic, where the 
twinkling, twin levers spun in circles. 

"Wow! What's going on, Aladdin?" asked Donald. 

"It's okay. It did this the first time. We just gotta wait until..." 


CLICK-CLICK! The levers found their position. When King Mickey 
moved his arm, one of the levers adjusted into the new direction. 


"Is it missing a screw or somethin'?" asked Mushu. 


"Nah. That is like a compass and that is like a timer," said Aladdin, 
identifying the levers. 


"Do you know if it tells time in minutes or hours?" asked Mulan. 


"Actually haven't figured that part yet. It must have reset when we 
came here," guessed Aladdin. 


"But how come it worked again only for King Mickey?" asked Simba. 
"Uhm, maybe because Mickey is a real king." Mushu shrugged. 
Simba frowned and dipped his head. Aladdin glared in disapproval. 
“Mushu!" scolded Mulan. 


"What? I've never heard of this lion king. Has anyone else? Mickey's 
got a name for himself, beating baddies left and right for so long. 
Besides, if what Aladdin said is true, then that Sakurai -" 


"Chakrai," corrected Mulan. 


"Whatever. The point is if it's supposed to work for a king, then | don't 
see why it wouldn't work for KING Mickey. Maybe it went with Simba 
first and switched sides to Team M-I-C-K-E-Y M-O-U-S-E. | mean, I'd 
probably do the same thing. No offense," said Mushu, half-heartedly. 


"Well... uhm... at least we got it to work," said Donald, trying to ease 
the tension. 


"Uh-huh. It's our only lead for now. We better get some distance now 
before it gets dark," advised King Mickey. He allowed for five minutes 
for Mulan to feed her horse and for everyone else to prepare 
themselves. Aladdin noticed that Simba had walked off towards the 
jungle's edge. He curled up and sulked in the shade. 


"Look. About what Mushu said, he doesn't know what he's saying," 
scoffed Aladdin. 


"He's got a point. The Chakrai proved it," replied Simba with sullen 
eyes. 


"We've only seen it work twice. Maybe it'll change to Donald next 
time. Who really knows?" suggested Aladdin. 


"Is King Mickey really that great?" asked Simba. 
"Huh?" 


"| mean, You, Mulan, and Mushu all know him as this incredible 
person. And none of you are from his kingdom. Even the strange- 
looking duck keeps calling him ' Your Majesty '." 


"Mickey's been around for a very Jong time. Don't sweat it, Simba. 
You're still new at this." 


"Well. That is true," said Simba, lifting his head. 


"Besides, when we were mind-controlled, | kind of remember you 
putting up a decent fight against King Mickey. That's not something 
anyone can do," encouraged Aladdin. 


"| really did?" asked Simba. He could somewhat recall a fit of primal 
rage taking over his mind. 


"Totally. But we're all a team now. I'm sure you'll prove yourself to the 
others soon enough. And then when we all go back home, we can all 
tell stories of the awesome lion king who vanquished the Heartless," 
described Aladdin optimistically. 


"It was our quest, after all." Simba finally managed to fix a smile over 
his face. 


"It still is, Simba. We'll stick together 'til the end," assured Aladdin. 
He crouched down and reached for Simba's back. Simba 
appreciated his friendship. He knew he was still trying to overcome 
his deep insecurities, especially since his role as king was fairly new. 


Carpet curved around Aladdin and hovered curiously near Simba. 
"What's that?" asked Simba. 


"Oh, this guy? It's Carpet. Great for traveling. Carpet, meet Simba. 
He's our newest friend," said Aladdin. Carpet nodded and playfully 
circled Simba, as if to study him. 


A sharp whistle called to their attention. 


"Pack your bags, boys and girls! Team Honor is heading out!" belted 
Mushu. Mulan, Donald, and King Mickey were sitting horseback 
once again. Aladdin turned to Carpet who lowered itself for him and 
Abu to take a seat. 


"Come on, Simba. Let's get going. Show'em what you can really do," 
said Aladdin. Carpet carried him back to the group where Simba 
pounced after him. 


"Let's see. If I'm reading this right, we better head... that way!" King 
Mickey pointed Northwest as he sat in behind Mulan, who flapped 
the reins on her horse. Aladdin and Abu swiftly flew on Carpet beside 
them. 


"Hey, Aladdin. Where's your fluffy friend?" asked Mushu. "He better 
not slow us down." 


PWEFFFT! 


Simba bolted past them. Aladdin laughed and pulled Carpet's 
tassels. He flew even faster, leaving Mulan and the others in the 
dust. 


"Oh no they didn't! Talk about disrespect!" shouted Mushu. Mulan 
tapped his head and giggled. She patted her horse as a gentle 
command to charge ahead. King Mickey felt the sudden bumps from 
the increased speed. He enjoyed the thrilling ride as well as the team 
they all formed. He cautiously secured the shining Chakrai in his 


grip. As for Donald, he tried to fight the nausea, building from his 
compact body. He preferred comfort over speed. 


"You think you can slow down a bit? UGGGH!" 


The Treachery 
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The phantom did not question how far it needed to travel. It was only 
following Maleficent's orders: 


Locate King Mickey. Kidnap and petrify the woman named Belle. 
Bring her to King's Peak. Confirm Oogie Boogie's progress with the 
base. Wait for further instruction. 


Any morsel of guilt was buried away. Perhaps the beast from the 
castle and the flying boy in green were deeply devoted to Belle. It did 
not matter what kind of sorrow or pain they felt when watching Belle 
disappear into the night. The mission to kidnap her was not personal. 
Her fate was unknown. She was simply a silent statue, reaching the 
end of its transport. 


King's Peak was unmistakable. The phantom reached the triple- 
peaked, mountain formation. It was deep orange with a crusty 
surface, as if a giant crown was abandoned to rust. The location was 
suitably remote with little plant life. No one would have any reason to 
wander into such an uninhabitable zone. 


From its oval-shaped, blue eyes, the phantom shot a widespread 
beam across every inch of King's Peak. It processed a holographic, 
three-dimensional map of all the tunnels and chambers. Every 
crevice, hole, and crack was detected. The phantom could read the 
difference between the stone and the artificial creations of Oogie 
Boogie. They appeared to be an eccentric series of traps with 
pulleys, blades, gears, trip-sensors, and electrical wiring. Beyond 
this perilous playground, the phantom studied the mechanical 
structure that lurked deep in the center of King's Peak. 


Oddly enough, the middle crown-spike acted as an atrium, inviting 
air and light into the mountain. Electromagnetic energy pulsed 
upward, like a funnel. The phantom had recorded similar signals 
from Maleficent's island. It had to mean that another doorway was 
indeed forming. 


Ambling around the atrium was a fat figure, whom the phantom then 
identified as Oogie Boogie. Maleficent had eagerly expected his 
engineering to enhance her evil plans. More doorways meant more 
Heartless. More Heartless meant more destruction. The phantom 
noticed how they senselessly turned cities into wastelands. It was so 
impractical to eradicate their natural resources. And yet, the phantom 
floated so apathetically. It did not belong to this world or any other. 
The closest kind of home it ever came to having was with the 
company of a curious and quirky friend. 


Everything had changed when this friend fell into Maleficent's 
clutches. So long as the phantom completed its tasks and more, the 
evil fairy would hold her end of the bargain. Trusting her was 
uncertain but the phantom was convinced it was the only choice. It 
would perform any dark deed, no matter the victim or the 
devastation, to protect its friend. 


Far below the sky, someone trudged towards the mountain's main 
entrance. The phantom lowered its vision and scoped on the 
intruder. It recognized its physical shape and attire. Thin and brittle 
with a black turban for a hat. It was none other than Jafar, the 
sorcerer of Agrabah. Maleficent's Number Two. The phantom 
zoomed its sight down on him. He used his staff, a mighty and 
magical weapon, as an elder's cane. It was strange to witness this 
allegedly powerful ally walk like this. Curving quickly but quietly, the 
phantom dove behind an isolated boulder. Belle's body was still in 
tact. 


Jafar took slow, weak steps up the path to King's Peak. His gravely 
breath reeked of agony and anger. The phantom paid close attention 
to his posture. The source of immense pain stemmed from his back. 


Something else flew in. A feisty flap of feathers. 


The phantom whipped its eyes up to the sky. A pudgy, red bird 
swooped down. 


It appeared to miss the phantom, who lurked carefully inside the 
boulder's shadow. When it tried to perch onto Jafar's padded 
shoulder, he swatted him away ferociously. 


"WHAT did | tell you, lago?" hissed Jafar. 


"| know, | know. Geez! You expect me to walk on these tiny feet? 
Couldn't you just teleport us to the front door?" asked lago. 


"I'm conserving my magic for our departure. Once we're through with 
this place, we'll be off to our lair to rest." 


"SO why are we even here? Is it really worth the trip?" 


"| need to know for myself what Oogie is actually doing. If he 
deviates in the slightest, we'll have to dispose of him." 


"But I'm tired!" whined lago. "Can | please sit on your shoulder? 
When | signed up for this henchbird business, I'm pretty sure getting 
to seat myself next to your sad, wrinkly mug was part of the deal. 
Look at me, Jafar. I'm a sweaty, molting mess. | can't go on. The 
ground is gonna grill me for good. Can't you-" 


"FINE!" Jafar gave in reluctantly and stretched his neck. lago flopped 
onto his shoulder. Jafar winced and gasped from the shock that 
stung his back. 


"Do you know a doctor that specializes in horse-related back 
problems?" 


"Oh do shut up!" yelled Jafar. lago knew well enough to be quiet. He 
folded in his wings and waited to reach the edge of the mountain's 
shadow. It was as cool and refreshing as a desert oasis. 


When Jafar stepped past two small rocks, perfectly parallel to each 
other, a gear noise was triggered. Two wooden poles cracked 
through the rocky ground and flung up. They latched across and 
slipped a slanted blade. It dropped six feet over Jafar's head. 


"Ahhhhh! I'm not getting chopped today. | don't taste like chicken, | 
swear!" pleaded lago. 


Jafar managed to stay calm. He swiftly swung his staff, destroying 
the automatic guillotine. The blade twirled in midair and shot into the 
ground. lago gripped onto his feathers. 


"A bit shabby," criticized Jafar. 


KRRRRRK-DUN! A huge, square-shaped panel flipped open, 
guarding the entrance. One by one, a series of twelve blades poked 
out. 


"| prefer shabby over stabby any day, Jafar! Let's get out of here!" 
begged lago. 


PWSH-PWSH-PWSH-PWSH! 


The blades flew, almost simultaneously. Jafar exerted all of his 
strength to dive out of the way. A gust of sand and dirt poofed before 
his eyes. Jafar coughed and tried to stand back on his own. To his 
demise, a heavy and squishy entity approached him. The mountain 
and dust eclipsed his identity at first. Jafar only needed a moment to 
listen to the faint chirping of bugs to know who was standing over 
him. 


"SNAKE-EYES!" exclaimed Oogie Boogie. He yanked Jafar up 
straight. The gesture was far from gentle for Jafar's back. He closed 
his eyes and tried to withstand the returning pain. 


"What brings you here? The base isn't finished. It's all dusty and 
well... dangerous. The good | kind, | promise," chortled Oogie. 


"Maleficent," said Jafar. As the pain faded, he stalled to conceive his 
lie. 


"Huh?" asked Oogie. "Wanna run that by me one more time?" 


"Maleficent," began Jafar calmly, "sent me to evaluate your work. 
She insists that we ensure that we're on schedule. 


"Is that sooo?" Oogie dragged his tone suspiciously. Perhaps he was 
more clever than he let on. Jafar froze with apprehension. 


"| guess the fire-breathing crone really cares about meeting 
deadlines. Oh well. Follow me this way. I'll make sure you don't set 
anything off." Oogie marched in a zig-zag pattern and then curved 
through the entrance. Jafar mimicked his steps as close as possible. 
So far, nothing more emerged to impale or decapitate him. 


Once everyone had entered the mountain, the phantom activated its 
heat-tracing vision. It kept track of Oogie Boogie and Jafar's 
movements from outside. 


Inside, Oogie Boogie emitted a neon glow from his burlap body. 
Jafar struggled to stay close. It was much more difficult to watch 
where he was stepping. He would not admit out loud that he was 
impressed by the morbid makings that dwelled in the darkness. 
Some pieces were left unfinished. Or perhaps they were designed 
like that to fool any unsuspecting victim. 


Little time was spent to reach the end of the tunnel. At long last, 
Jafar could behold the grandeur of the mountain's atrium. From the 
very center of the chamber, giant bird cage stood in its breathless 
magnificence. Tiny metal spikes barbed and twisted around every tall 
strip of metal. From within the bird cage, eight long spikes traced 
from one side up to the other, forming an oval. This helped Jafar to 
imagine a new doorway for the Heartless to use. Bolts of electricity 
sparked erratically between the spikes. 


"Yeah. Uh-huh. Looks evil enough," said lago in awe. 


"Is the construction complete?" asked Jafar. 


"You betcha. | just gotta charge some generators and pump it with 
power!" boasted Oogie. 


"And what of the security? If you're busy in one area, what will you 
do if the rest of the mountain is vulnerable." 


"Simple, Snake-Eyes. I've got some Heartless punks prowling in the 
places that need more work. You and Maleficent don't need to worry. 
Once this baby is ready to pop, I'll invite everyone for a party. We'll 
snag some goodie-foodies and watch them try to survive this 
grueling gauntlet." insisted Oogie, coiling his thick arm around Jafar. 
It was meant to be friendly but Jafar nearly gagged. The burlap fabric 
felt moist against his clothes. lago stuck out his tongue and retreated 
to Jafar's other shoulder. 


"Oh... oh... OH!" Oogie giggled madly. Jafar shrugged away from his 
arm. 


"What else is there?" asked Jafar, annoyed. 


"I've finally got someone to show off my sickening collection. Over 
here!" Oogie beckoned Jafar to the wall where an engraved circle, 
large enough to fit Oogie, lay on the floor. Because of his slim build, 
Jafar could fit inside the remaining space. 


PWEFFF! A cylinder-shaped platform ascended under their feet. 
Oogie hopped off to step into a hidden balcony. Further in, two 
statues had been placed on two of the ten pedestals. 


One was a tall skeleton man, dressed in a suit with a spider-shaped 
bow. Jafar did not know what to make of this captured corpse. The 
second statue was a funny-looking fellow, hiding behind a circular 
shield. Its emblem was that of King Mickey, one large circle and two 
smaller ones as the ears. Jafar closely examined the statue's face. 
He had a large nose and droopy ears. Rather goofy-looking... and 
familiar. 


"Goofy?" muttered Jafar. 
"What's that now?" asked Oogie. 


"This has got to be him. You managed to capture Goofy?" asked 
Jafar, amazed. 


"Is that his name? Boy, he must have had it rough in school." 
"How did you find him?" asked Jafar, sharply. 
"Pffft. He found me. What's the big deal?" scoffed Oogie. 


"This knight is one of King Mickey's closest companions. Was 
anyone with him?" 


"Nope. This poor guy was off on his own." 


"Odd... but it would make sense. He was nowhere near the stadium 
with King Mickey and Donald. They may try to locate him and find 
themselves here. You must be cautious with them and their friends." 


"A bunch of wacky hooligans don't threaten me." 


"Listen to me," Jafar was about to explain the gravity of the situation 
and took one step forward. Somehow, his back burned from the 
horse-attack. Jafar breathed uneasily. 


"You need some pills for the pain, Snake-Eyes?" 


"Nevermind that. You must not underestimate King Mickey and his 
allies if they discover this mountain." 


"Relaaaaax. If they get any clue, I'm sure it'll take them a long time to 
find their way here. And when they do, I'll serve them a devilish- 
dinner special, full of doom, demise, and death! Ha-ha! Then they'll 
become a part of my collection." 


Jafar acted docile to quench his burning jealousy. He had only one 
statue, Sulley, while Oogie Boogie had two. At least Oogie did not 
appear to have any greater plan to turn them into an army like he 
did. 


"And what of this man? Who is he?" Jafar gestured to the tall 
skeleton man, posed as if he was guarding something or someone. 


"This bonehead is Jack Skellington. Some overrated, skinny punk 
who has to shake up all of my plans." 


"Hmmm... So he's been a nuissance to you. Is he strong? Fast? 
Particularly... problematic?" Jafar probed for more details. 


"He's a gangly guy who can get anywhere. Folks called him the 
‘Pumpkin King' because he knew how to scare anybody." 


"| see," said Jafar. lago recognized the curious, concocting grin on 
Jafar's space. Oogie was oblivious. He was busy dusting Goofy and 
taunting Jack Skellington's petrified skull face. 


"| do Suppose you've managed yourself rather nicely with this 
fortress-to-be. I'll be sure to make Maleficent aware of your 
progress." 


"Put in a good word for me, won't you? Next time, bring her along. I'll 
give her a glamorous and ghoulish tour." 


"I'm certain she would appreciate it," said Jafar smoothly. Oogie 
beamed with wicked glee. He made his way over to the platform 
which brought him down to the ground level. Jafar reared beyond the 
edge of the balcony and marveled at the two unguarded statues. 


"Jafar, what are you gonna do?" whispered lago. 


"I'm about to relieve our dear friend of his collection. He'll need to 
focus on finishing his work, after all. It's really a favor." Jafar wore a 


sly, sneaky smirk. He raised his staff and summoned a portal, 
swirling with dark and red energy. 


"Please tell me that leads straight to our lair. | miss my pillow," said 
lago fondly. 


Jafar nodded. He levitated the two statues and transferred them 
through the portal. 


"That leaves us with three and Oogie with-" Jafar pretended to count 
his fingers and feigned a shocked expression. "None." He chuckled 
and entered the portal, which disappeared immediately behind him. 
The trophy area had been robbed. Oogie was completely ignorant of 
what Jafar had done. The phantom was not. 


It hovered against the middle crown-spike after tracking Jafar and 
Oogie Boogie into the atrium. Its hearing was vastly superior to any 
human. Every single word that left Jafar's lips, from his deceitful 
conversation to Oogie and to his conniving chat with lago, was 
recorded. The phantom had studied Jafar's presence long enough to 
track him efficiently, beyond the mountain. 


The time had come to alert its master. The phantom projected a 
holographic screen from its blue eyes. The image was hazy and 
blank. After a brief moment, the screen became clear. A certain dark 
fairy revealed herself. 


"Good of you to contact me. What is your report?" asked Maleficent. 


The phantom blinked. Not a word was spoken. There was some 
buzzing and beeping from the hologram. 


"Well done on acquiring Belle. | expect you were not foolish enough 
to be followed. What of Oogie Boogie's work at King's Peak?" 


The phantom wavered only slighly from the high winds. Nothing from 
its face changed. Maleficent glanced down and moved her head, 
side to side. She was reading the phantom's lengthy report. 


"Excellent. It's just as | had hoped," said Maleficent delicately. 


The phantom jerked its head. The screen wobbled and wiggled. 
Maleficent appeared alarmed. 


"Jafar?! What reason could he possibly have for checking on Oogie 
against my orders?" 


The phantom let out a long, humming sound. The muffled voices of 
Jafar and Oogie played from Maleficent's end. She sneered 
viciously. The conversation shifted to the part where Jafar revealed 
his intention to steal Oogie's petrified prisoners. 


"He's planning something. Treacherous snake!" jeered Maleficent. 
The phantom added one last piece of its report. 


"Marvelous! Here is your new directive. Find Jafar's lair then send 
me the coordinates. Then, you are to deliver Belle to Captain Hook's 
ship. She will be joined by whomever Jafar has taken from Oogie 
Boogie. I'll make certain that he learns the cost of betrayal. 
Personally," said Maleficent vengefully. 


Before ending their communication, Maleficent took a deep breath 
and resumed her smooth, elegant tone. 


"You have performed most admirably, producing results beyond 
expectation. | believe | shall reward you... with a glimpse of your 
beloved companion." 


The holographic screen rippled. Maleficent was gone. A new figure 
took shape on the screen. 


The phantom widened its blue eyes. Horror and frustration suddenly 
erupted. It watched its dear friend, a little helpless robot, cower in the 
corner of a cramped room. 


The phantom raised its arm, shedding a portion of its cloak. The tip 
of its smooth, white arm split into three small pieces. They stretched 


out like fingers, reaching for something. 
Its friend was gone. Maleficent was back. 


"Should you stray in any way from my plans like Jafar, you and your 
friend will both suffer the consequences," threatened Maleficent, 
coldly. 


The holographic screen was shut off. The phantom had to withdraw 
its emotion. Back to the facts that mattered. Jafar was a traitor. 
Oogie Boogie was a useful ally. Maleficent was still in complete 
control of the entire Heartless operation. 


It had to follow the first step of its directive. Track Jafar at his lair. 
Simple enough though it would take a great deal of time. The 
phantom would first explore the closest areas with vegetation. Then, 
it would peer through any solid surfaces for any underground 
chambers. Much like King's Peak, the phantom believed it would 
make sense for Jafar to hide at some remote location. Finally, it 
would search for a match to his body heat signature, obtained from 
its first time of spying on him. 


The phantom was set on finally departing King's Peak with Belle still 
in its grasp. Northbound would be the first direction. Before it could 
zoom into the distance, the phantom detected two large sources of 
energy. 


To the East in the sky, a flying crimson robot carried two people on 
its back. The phantom scoped for their identities. They were both 
teenagers; one wore a purple helmet while the other had thick, red 
hair. 


To the West on the ground, it was the raging beast of the cursed 
castle. He moved at an alarming rate with the flying boy by his side. 


Maleficent probably would have wanted to know about these 
incoming intruders. However, she did threaten to punish the phantom 
if it deviated from its directive. Perhaps it would not matter; there was 


a high chance of the five travelers perishing inside Oogie Boogie's 
deathly domain. 


The phantom proceeded to zoom into the Northern terrain as if 
nothing else happened. Maleficent had her manipulative strings 
expertly tied to the phantom. Because of her hostage, the phantom 
could not make any reckless decisions. It strongly desired the 
freedom and the means to save its friend. 


What if the beast, the flying boy, the red-headed girl, her helmet- 
wearing friend, and the flying robot were all heading to the same 
place with the same goal in mind? What if each of the statues was a 
precious friend to one of them? 


The phantom knew it was pointless to question their motives. And 
yet, despite all the obvious reasons, it did so anyway. The phantom 
also questioned their skills and their plans. Above all, the phantom 
could not help but question their expectations. Foolish? Or brave? 


The Obstacles 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter Twenty-Four: The Obstacles 


The Beast wasted no time thrashing through the terrors of King's 
Peak. After arriving at the Western entrance, he tore right through 
the gang of Heartless that spawned. Peter Pan pierced through the 
next blockade of Heartless and swiftly jabbed them from behind. The 
tunnel was cleared, as far as he could tell. He and the Beast 
regrouped and journeyed onward. They remained vigilant for the 
next wave of enemies to defeat. 


Making her way from the East, Merida conquered the killer caverns 
courageously. Her swordsmanship had evolved since fighting the 
Heartless at the graveyard. She could counter their attacks so 
effortlessly that they could not even touch her. Baymax brawled like 
an unstoppable tank. His armor still shined without a scratch. He 
handled the close-quarters combat while Merida kept a keen eye for 
their distant foes with her archery. Hiro treaded carefully, using his 
visor to Keep the group on the right direction towards the center of 
King's Peak. He detected several electrical anomalies from inside 
the mountain. His visor needed time to process the data and 
determine what they were. 


"Those raggedy Heartless are getting squashed!" bellowed Oogie 
Boogie from the control deck in the atrium. He sneered at the live 
security footage from the hidden cameras. Both teams of heroes 
blazing through each side of King's Peak. So much for reliable 
minions. Perhaps Jafar had a point about ensuring security. Oogie's 
outrage only grew as the hidden cameras were destroyed, one by 
one, as collateral damage. He was forced to stare at rising number 
of blank screens. What infuriated Oogie even more was the close-up 
of the red-headed girl he had met at the abandoned school. She was 
the one for whom Jack Skellington made his sacrifice. She was the 


one he mockingly spared after turning Jack into a statue. Perhaps, 
the girl was more stubborn and clever than he believed. Oogie could 
tell by the cameras that the pesky intruders had reached the halfway 
point of their own paths. 


"Time to show these trick-or-treaters that they came to the wrong 
house," snickered Oogie Boogie. He raised a few levers and pressed 
two large buttons on his control panel. He was ready to watch both 
teams scurry like rodents. Danger had risen to a whole new level. 


Intense clicking and churning rocked the walls of both the Western 
and Eastern passageways. Hiro feared an earthquake. According to 
his visor, the seismic activity came not from tectonic shifting but from 
within the mountain itself. Before Hiro could reveal his findings, two 
wide metal sheets surfaced, shattering the stone coating. They 
closed in, as if designed to compress everyone. Baymax held both 
sides apart. Hiro and Merida hurried and made it safety, inches 
beyond the metal panels. Baymax struggled and moved slowly. He 
slid his hands while pressing them as hard as he could to stay solid. 


"It's going to flatten'em! We've got to do something!" said Merida. 


"| got it!" shouted Hiro with an idea. He had witnessed this deadly 
scenario before when fighting alongside his friends at San 
Fransokyo. "Baymax. Use your leg to hold them away from you. 
Then use both gauntlets to punch a groove in the ceiling. Large 
enough for you to fly over." 


Baymax nooded. 


"Merida. You and | are going to slow the walls. Just enough to give 
Baymax more time," instructed Hiro. 


"| hear ye," replied Merida. She and Hiro both entered the edge of 
the squishing space and faced opposite sides. Merida dug her boots 
into the ground, leaned in, and pushed against the metal with both 
hands. Hiro rammed the right side of his body and tried to hold back 
the metal. Baymax followed Hiro's plan and used one shoulder and 


one leg to maintain his space. He fired his rocket gauntlets over the 
compressing sheets and broke off chunks of the ceiling. Baymax's 
joints lost their strength. The walls drew closer. Hiro and Merida 
bumped into each other from behind. 


"Now Baymax!" shouted Hiro. Baymax boosted himself high and 
zoomed forward. The metal sheets moved much faster without his 
bulky build. Hiro and Merida were slammed back to back. Baymax 
immediately pulled them out of the way. 


SLAM! 
"Phew! That was close," said Hiro, clutching his chest. 
"Well done, Baymax!" said Merida brightly. 


"This entire mountain... is hazardous. The risk of bodily injury will 
rise per the length of our mission," reported Baymax. 


"He's right. We better get a move'on," said Hiro. 
KSSSSSSSH! 


"What's that?" asked Merida, searching the tunnel. Baymax turned 
around and located the source of the noise. Yellowish green gas 
seeped through the cracks on the ground. 


"Detecting high concentration of... carbon monoxide... chlorine... 
and phosgene," listed Baymax. 


"Huh?" Merida was baffled. 


"It's poison gas. We gotta get out of here!" warned Hiro. He and 
Merida quickly climbed up Baymax who blasted his thrusters and 
flew like a missile. Their only chance was to head to the mountain's 
center, collect any data on the creation of doorways, and escape. 
Hiro would not gamble any time with the toxic fumes in an enclosed 
space. His helmet lacked an air filter. The gas could easily possess 
some corrosive chemicals that could even affect Baymax. Hiro tried 


to not think about what the gas could do to Merida if it passed into 
her lungs. 


Peter Pan's only strategy to surive was to outspeed the wacky 
contraptions that tried to ensare him and the Beast. He would have 
preferred to combat more Heartless, scary but simple. Instead, he 
had to duck and dive from the shocking set of crossbows that 
followed his every move. The Beast leaped over the barbed wires 
that sprouted from the ground. They whipped around his ankles like 
living vines and dragged him back. The Beast growled and uprooted 
the wires. He launched clumps of stone and dirt against the rows of 
crossbows. It was a blinding mess of wood and metal, scattering 
everywhere. 


Not a moment's peace was given to the Neverland kid. After dodging 
sharp arrows, Peter Pan had to deal with a spiky boxer's mitt, 
connected to the wall with a large coil. It pursued him with rapid 
punches. As Peter Pan dodged them all, each miss was a close call 
from a total knockout. Behind him, the Beast steered clear from a 
motorized bear trap. It chomped wildly for whomever was closest. 
Peter Pan swerved in front of it and waited for the spiky mitt to find 
its aim. 


BWINGGGG! 


The pummeling device flew at him and stretched its coil. Peter Pan 
curved away and kicked it into the bear trap. Both devices were 
locked into each other. 


GRRRRRR! 


The Beast began to slide backwards. The ground dipped and oozed 
with a strange, boiling hot substance. It produced a rotten steam, 
forcing Peter Pan to close his nose. The Beast had to endure the 
stench. He could not hold onto anything and plummeted towards the 
pit. Peter Pan rushed down to grab his huge finger and pulled. The 
Beast was much heavier than he expected. All Peter Pan could do 
was delay his demise with the bubbling brew. He turned his feet 


against the wall and kicked off for a boost. He reached high enough 
to bring the Beast's paw over the slope. The Beast dug his claws into 
the stone and pulled in his other paw. Using his upper body strength, 
the Beast lunged all the way to the flat level. He and Peter Pan 
shared a brief moment of catching their breath. 


KSSSSSSSH! 


Beyond the pit, a cloud of yellowish green gas emerged. It engulfed 
pieces of the broken contraptions. Peter Pan and the Beast watched 
in horror as the wood and metal decayed and rusted into dust. 


No words were needed. Peter Pan darted through the air while the 
Beast sprinted towards the end of the tunnel. They just needed to 
find Belle and escape for their lives. 


While protecting Hiro and Merida, Baymax still had to dodge and 
break through the other machines that emerged to kill them. Baymax 
used his fists to block the iron mallet that sprung from a coil. A 
compact cannon hung from the ceiling shot an iron ball, covered in 
spikes. Merida brandished her sword and deflected it. Baymax 
zoomed faster to escape its line of fire. 


"How far are we getting?!" asked Merida. 
"We're past three-quarters of the way,” said Hiro. "Just a little bit-" 
ZZZZZ-KSH-KSH! 


A tangled clump of electric wires flipped up ahead like a veil. They 
flailed like vicious snakes, hissing with crackling bolts. 


Merida whirled her sword over her head and sliced off their electric 
heads. 


"Nice one, Merida!" cried Hiro. Baymax was still flying fast and 
steady. They were almost to the end where a large, lit chamber 
awaited them. The secrets of the doorway had to be there. 


SLAM! 


A steel panel sealed the tunnel. The poison gas moved even faster, 
passing the iron mallet and the compact cannon. 


"Baymaaaax!" cried Hiro. He and Merida stepped down and gave 
Baymax enough space to strike the panel. Punch after punch. Dent 
after dent. The door still barred them from entering the next 
chamber. Merida looked back where the gas gobbled the electric 
wires. 


"Hurry!" cried Merida. 


KLING! Hiro heard the sound of a bolt losing its grip from the top 
right corner. 


"Baymax! Aim up there !" commanded Hiro. 


Baymax adjusted his target and resumed his punching. Merida used 
her cloak to cover her nose and mouth. Hiro panicked. The door was 
bent at the top but they still could not pass. Hiro feared if either he or 
Merida would be more vulnerable to the gas. The gas would 
probably seep into the fabric of her clothes faster than his high-tech 
helmet. 


"Merida! Put this on!" Hiro removed his helmet and handed it to 
Merida. 


"What about you?" asked Merida, confused. 

"Don't worry. Just hold in your breath. | don't want you to-" 

THUD! 

Baymax had broken the metal barrier. Hiro was too stunned by his 
thumping heartbeat to move. Merida grabbed his collar and whipped 


him out of the toxic tunnel. All three of them fled to the center of the 
massive, bright room and collapsed. 


Hiro flipped onto his back and flinched when the gas reached past 
the fallen door. Instead of preying on him and his friends, it lifted. He 
watched the atrium act as an air vent, sending the gas all the way up 
to the skylight. 


"Yer crazy, ye know that?!" scolded Merida. 
"What?" 


"| had me hood. Baymax had his armor. All you had was yer helmet. 
Why'd you go on and take it off, you dobber?!" Merida threw the 
helmet back at Hiro. 


"|... uh... | wanted to make sure you were safe." 


"And what about you? You had nuthin’. We can't do anything risky 
like that. Got it?" 


"Merida. | just wanted-" Hiro was too flustered to finish his response. 
" Hiro |" 
"Yes?" 


"| don' want anyone else to sacrifice themselves for me. | don' want 
to lose anyone else. That means you and Baymax." Merida failed to 
conceal her anger and pain. She painfully squinted her eyes, as if to 
hold back her tears. 


"Merida... I'm sorry," said Hiro sincerely. "| promise | won't do it 
again." 


"Ye better be!" snapped Merida. She looked away to calm down. 
Instead, a mesmerizing awe took her attention, along with Hiro and 
Baymax. Hiro went back to his feet and marveled at the giant bird 
cage that lurked in the center of the atrium. 


"The electromagnetic energy... appears to be... stemming... from 
this structure," said Baymax. 


"| hear yah, buddy." Hiro had fitted his helmet back onto his head. 
His visor analyzed its wavelength, which matched the same 
electromagnetic energy that cursed the skies of San Fransokyo. By 
tapping the sensors of his helmet, Hiro recorded the data from the 
cage's electrical current. If he and Baymax could use that data to 
calculate how a portal-or a doorway -can be made, then maybe they 
could figure out how to close them all for good. 


THUD! 


Another metal door fell to the ground. It echoed from the other side 
of the atrium. Hiro, Merida, and Baymax leaned to have a look. 


It was a huge, hairy, horned beast with a purple cloak, blue trousers, 
and something shining strapped to his leg. Floating beside him as a 
boy dressed completely in green. Tights. Tunic. And a feathered cap. 
They rushed out of their tunnel where another clump of yellowish 
green gas rose towards the skylight. 


"Are you lot here trying to find the doorway too?" asked Merida. 


"Doorway? Uhm... | dunno what you're talking about, girl." Peter Pan 
shrugged. He flew forward in front of the bird cage, where Merida 
approached him. 


"The name's Merida, you scrawny lamb. If you know nothing about 
the doorway, then who are you? What are you doing here?" 


"Pffft! None of your business. Unless you know where Belle is." 


"Bell? Ye best be heading off t'some church if yer looking for a bell. 
This place is dangerous for a kid like you," warned Merida. 


"Nooo! Not that kind of bell. We're here to rescue someone named 
Belle. She was taken by a phantom. Is this its lair? Do you work for 
it?" 


"Don't go around making accusations at me like that, you bampot!" 
Snapped Merida. 


"Hey! Namecalling isn't cool, you airhead!" countered Peter Pan. 
"Bumble-brat!" 
"Sissy-pants!" 


"ENOUGH!" yelled a deep throaty voice. All ears and eyes ascended 
up the atrium. Oogie Boogie resided up on a balcony with a control 
panel. 


“Oogie!" snarled Merida, loading her bow with an arrow. 


"I've had it up to here with you brats breaking my stuff. You thought 
you all could waltz in here and get away with it! Fat chance!" 


"You're the fat one... you... fatty," taunted Peter Pan weakly. He flew 
and reached Oogie's level. He spat his tongue and pointed his 
dagger. 


" Very clever, you tosser," mocked Merida. 
"Well why don't you come up with something-" 
ARRRRRRGH! 


The Beast had roared, ruling every space of the atrium. Even Oogie 
was somewhat startled by his thunderous voice. 


"If this is your lair, then | command you to tell me. Where... is... 
BELLE?!" bellowed the Beast. 


"You're asking the wrong boss, you fuzzy freakshow!" shouted 
Oogie. 


"We know Jafar gave you plans to make a new doorway for the 
Heartless! We've come to stop you!" threatened Merida. 


"Stop me?" Oogie fell back into an overwhelming cackle. When 
Peter Pan tried to strike for an opening, Oogie smacked him down. 
He saved himself and hovered above the Beast. 


"Consider this a sneak preview of my biggest, baddest creation 
ever!" Oogie pressed the large red button. The giant bird cage 
trembled. Merida retreated close to Hiro and Baymax. Even the 
Beast distanced himself from the violent tremors. 


KRRAAAAAAKKKKKKK-VRRMMMMMMMMM! 


A humongous, mechanical body surfaced from the quaking floor and 
raised the bird cage up high. Oogie ejected his control deck which 
latched onto the bird cage. He used the levers to control the 
machine's movements. Its six legs were long thick pieces of sharp 
steel rods that punctured the ground. Its arms took the form of two 
deadly weapons; the left carried a wrecking ball while the right was a 
buzzing chainsaw. Two antennae-like wires grew from the cage and 
conducted burning bolts of electricity. The spikes from inside the bird 
sage shined brightly at the middle and appeared as two haunting 
eyes. 


Merida, Hiro, Baymax, Peter Pan, and the Beast were all united by 
fearing the deadliest contraption of King's Peak. 


"My treat. Your trick !" snickered Oogie Boogie. 


The Collapse 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter Twenty-Five: The Collapse 


The monstrous machine revved its chainsaw and shredded the 
ground. Everyone lunged for their lives. Merida rolled back to her 
feet and fired an arrow. It was incinerated in seconds after hitting the 
burning-hot beams of the bird cage. Oogie Boogie giggled as he 
used the machine to swing its wrecking ball. 


Peter Pan bounded up in time but the Beast was slammed around 
the atrium. He then collided with Baymax into the wall. Hiro hurried 
to check on Baymax who wanted to examine the Beast for any 
injuries. Impatient and enraged, the Beast shoved Baymax out of his 
way. His large fangs frightened Hiro, taking a few steps back. The 
Beast pounced towards the machine and raised his claws. Oogie 
toggled the controls, lifting one spider leg, which smacked the Beast 
as easy as flicking off a ladybug. 


"I'm going after him!" said Peter Pan boldly. He did not bother to ask 
what the other strangers had in mind. As he ascended towards the 
skyhole, Peter Pan truly believed it was all up to him. He was used to 
flying in and out of trouble, all on his own. It was just going to be like 
battling Captain Hook and his cannon fire. Even if he was going to 
try some teamwork, he knew the Beast would be reluctant to listen to 
anything. 


Under the blinding sunlight, Peter Pan dived straight down. Having 
too much fun with his terrifying toy, Oogie Boogie was totally 
unaware of the aerial attack. It was too perfect. Oogie was 
vulnerable. Before Peter Pan could reach for his dagger, one of the 
worm-like tendrils wrapped around his ankle, released a few volts 
into his body, and slammed him to the ground. Rather than suffer a 
brutal fall, Peter Pan was saved by the same pair of fuzzy arms that 


had saved him in the forest. The Beast cringed as an electric shock 
entered his body after flowing through Peter Pan. 


"Think you're so clever, huh? Away you go!" Oogie hurled his 
wrecking ball overhead. Its iron mass pounded the ground like a 
meteor. Merida and Hiro lost their footing. Merida lay flat as the 
chainsaw whirled above her. The loud motor blocked out all other 
sounds in the atrium. After it moved away, she glanced to the side 
where a few curly red hairs drifted to the floor. Her hair had been 
shaved slightly. Hiro tapped the back of his helmet where a thin slice 
of plastic had also been shaved. His eyes widened in terror. 


Ka-SHINGGG! 


A spider leg punctured the space in between Merida and Hiro. They 
ran in opposite directions and frantically checked on everyone else. 
Baymax and Peter Pan flew in circles, crossing each other. They 
attacked individually; Baymax fired a gauntlet at the spider legs while 
Peter Pan grabbed onto the wrecking ball's chord. Instead of 
changing course, its momentum dragged Peter Pan and flew 
towards the Beast. This time, the Beast jumped over the wrecking 
ball and dodged the incoming chainsaw. He hurried to run through 
through the spider legs. It was his plan to strike from below and send 
the machine toppling down. 


"How rude!" barked Oogie Boogie. By raising and dropping a few 
levers, he stretched out all of the machine's legs. It was in position to 
drop its whole weight. 


When the Beast was crushed, he howled in pain. Peter Pan was in 
midair, ready to fly down and save his friend. Instead, he was caught 
by an electric tendril that zapped him once again. While enduring the 
shocking energy, Peter Pan looked down where Hiro, Merida, and 
Baymax ran forward to help the Beast. Together, they rescued him 
and brought him to the wall where he was safe. Merida shot an 
arrow near the tendrils that automatically released Peter Pan and 
tried to snatch a midair object. He quickly raced back to where 


everyone gathered, trying to catch their breath. Except Baymax, they 
looked at each other with cautious eyes. 


"Does anyone have a plan?" snarled the Beast. 
"| don't know if it has any weaknesses," said Hiro, uncertain. 


"Everything's got a weakness," said Merida with conviction. "We've 
just got to find it." 


"| saw a bunch of weird black rope that holds the controls to the 
machine," said Peter Pan, rubbing his head. 


"You mean wires?" asked Hiro. 
"| guess. Does that mean anything?" asked Peter Pan, cluelessly. 


Hiro understood how the machine worked. It was designed to be 
completely remote-control that activated when Oogie Boogie locked 
his control deck onto it. The commands went through the wires and 
into the whole machine. If they were severed, the machine would 
then lose its ability to function. 


"We need a clear shot at those wires,” stated Hiro. His analytical 
mind was rapidly forming multiple ideas for winning strategies. They 
factored the talents of his friends and the newcomers from the West 
with the machine's speed and weaponry. Hiro borrowed from past 
experiences where it was smart to use an enemy's strength against 
it. 

"Awww, are you kiddies finally getting along?" taunted Oogie Boogie 
with impish glee. The machine raised its wrecking ball up high. 


"Hey... you !" said Hiro to the Beast, who snorted and gave hima 
dirty look. "Catch that ball when it comes this way." Peter Pan 
nodded at the Beast, hoping it would be enough to persuade him into 
following directions. Nothing from his furious face gave hope. 


FWWWiIP! 


The wrecking ball whirled down in attempt to smash the heroes into 
pieces. Much to Oogie's dismay, the Beast turned forward and used 
his own raw strength to capture the wrecking ball. He pressed hard 
to hold the ball tight. Oogie was flustered and tried to tug away. 


"Baymax, when he comes in with the chainsaw, kick it into the ball's 
chain," said Hiro. Baymax then squatted into a fighter's stance. 


"And you," said Hiro to Peter Pan. "| need you to be our decoy. Keep 
Oogie distracted for us." 


"Alriiiight," said Peter Pan, floating up high. 


"Don' go thinking about leaving me out of yer plan, Hiro," said Merida 
with a smirk. 


"Wouldn't dream of it. You have the most important part," said Hiro. 
"Let's hear it then," replied Merida. 

The chainsaw came in fast. Hiro had to pull Merida out of the way. 
Baymax reacted in time and unleashed a jump-kick which sliced the 
wrecking ball off its chain. 

"Well done, Baymax!" cheered Merida. 

"Great job, buddy." complimented Hiro. 


"WHAAAAAT ?!" roared Oogie. 


"Heeeeeeey!" shouted Peter Pan. He blew his tongue and taunted 
Oogie with silly faces. 


"Get over here, you grasshoping brat!" Oogie chased him across the 
air with his chainsaw. Just as planned, Oogie was falling for the 
decoy. 


"You again," said Hiro to the Beast, "Help your friend to annoy 
Oogie." 


The Beast growled and charged into the spider legs while avoiding 
the center base. 


"Merida, give me one of your arrows," requested Hiro. 


"Here ye go." Merida reached into her quiver and gave Hiro a single 
arrow. He looked at its metal tip and smiled. 


"Baymax, | want to you to use your defibrilator with low voltage and 
give this arrow a little charge," instructed Hiro. Baymax took the 
arrow and used his other hand to glow with a little, buzzing spark. He 
tapped the arrow to the spark in his palm, which flickered with tiny, 
electric bolts. 


Merida checked on their newest allies. Peter Pan flew in spirals and 
loops around the machine's fast tendrils. Oogie's aim with the 
chainsaw as awful, missing every time when the Beast dodged it. 


"Go for those wires over there." Hiro pointed upward. "Try to shoot 
when Oogie is completely distracted." 


"Aye. I'll make me mark," said Merida confidently. Hiro ran over to 
the other side, hoping to draw attention like Peter Pan. 


Merida curiously gazed at the vibrating tip of her arrow. Little sparks 
wiggled and excited Merida. She pulled the string of her bow back 
and fixed her aim. 


Everyone else played their part. Baymax had given the chord for the 
Beast to pull the machine down. He also flew up to punch and kick 
the chainsaw away to protect the Beast. Hiro watched Peter Pan 
continue his efforts to evade the electric tendrils. Oogie looked 
frantically up and down, trying to figure out who to kill first. To draw 
his attention and frustration, Hiro let out a sharp whistle. Oogie froze 
in alarm but only for a second. He then glared at him, standing far 
opposite of Merida. She was ready to release the arrow. 


"Try laughing now, ya mangy sack of maggots!" cursed Merida. Her 
fingers loosened. The arrow flew like lightning. A fiery pulse of 
righteousness left her heart. The sharp tip of the arrow shined as it 
pierced the clump of wires. 


Z2ZZZ-KSHSHSH! 


A sizzling burst of energy awoke the atrium. Multiple explosions 
erupted from the control deck and reacted to each other. 


"Wuuuu-waaa-AAAAAAAAH!" screamed Oogie Boogie, falling back. 
There was nothing for his little burlap arms to grab hold. The entire 
machine lost its murderous rampage. Eager to end the battle, the 
Beast rammed into the spider legs. Their bolts creaked loudly, pulling 
the mechanism to the ground. More bolts of lightning and fire 
sparked, spreading across the weaponized arms and the beams of 
the bird-cage body. 


Peter Pan and the Beast joined Hiro and Baymax, all of whom were 
headed towards Merida's position. Baymax extended a protective 
arm while the orchestra of explosions ensued. Oogie Boogie plopped 
off the control deck and fell on his cushiony stomach. He rocked 
back and forth until his tiny feet touched the ground. He tried to 
retreat through the Western tunnel but a sharp arrow cut across his 
path. 


Merida swiftly bolted past Hiro who wanted to shout a warning. 
Nothing came out of his mouth. Instead, he watched as Merida 
furiously snatched Oogie's head flap, stretched his face back, and 
angled her sword against his neck. 


"P-p-please!" stuttered Oogie. 


"Shut it! | don want yer worthless whimpering! You'll be telling us 
where we can find Jack!" 


"Jack? He he. Jack-who?" chuckled Oogie. 


Merida shoved the unforgivingly sharp edge of her blade under 
Oogie's terrified face. He even let out a timid squeal. 


"Jack... Skellington !" hissed Merida. "Don play with me unless you 
don mind a few tears!" 


"Wait!" commanded a raging voice. 


Merida frowned. She glanced behind where the Beast approached 
her and Oogie Boogie. 


"I'll rip you apart myself if you don't tell me where Belle is!" 
threatened the Beast. 


"| don't know any Belle. | promise!" insisted Oogie. 


"Yer the last person in this darn mountain to be trusted for his 
promises!" scolded Merida. 


"It's true! | only got two statues! Skellington and some weird-looking 
dog-person," described Oogie. 


The Beast smacked Merida away. His entire body cast a sinister 
shadow upon Oogie, helpless against his wrath. The Beast's eyes 
shined like daggers. His sharp fangs lowered, as if holding back a 
ravenous hunger. Instead, the Beast let out a ferocious growl. Oogie 
shivered. 


"HOW DARE YOU SPEAK OF BELLE LIKE THAT!" The Beast dug 
his claws into the fatty folds of Oogie's burlap body. 


"OYYY!" shouted Merida, wiping the dirt off her dress. 
The Beast ignored her. Merida tightened her fist and rose to her feet. 


"Belle sounds like the name of a lady, eh? | don't have anyone like 
her. Check up there for yourself." Oogie pointed up high. Everyone 
looked and tried to locate whatever it was that Oogie was trying to 
describe. 


"Baymax, do you sense anything?" asked Hiro. He knew Baymax 
had the ability to scan for individuals by their body heat and genetic 
signature. Without any major interference from electromagnetic 
energy, Baymax could even locate people through physical objects 
with a mile-wide radius. 


"There does not appear... to be any living being above us," reported 
Baymax. 


The Beast returned his hateful eyes to Oogie, whose mouth quivered 
in horror. 


"H-h-hold it! How can you be sure? Go on and have a look with your 
own eyes!" exclaimed Oogie. 


"Baymax can see fine for himself from here, thanks," said Hiro, with 
his arms crossed. 


"| turned Jack and the other guy into a statue. Maybe that's why your 
ro-bro can't tell what's really rolling around here?" guessed Oogie 
desperately. 


"You know what?" interjected Peter Pan. "Let me see if he's telling 
the truth. | Know what Belle looks like." 


"Go then," grumbled the Beast. Oogie could feel the Beast's 
relentless claws poking through his chest. Should his anger rise at 
the slightest, a tiny cut would form. 


Peter Pan rose to the higher area of the atrium. He then spotted a 
pocket chamber, barely lit from the sky. He entered and searched for 
anyone. All he discovered were inch-high, stone platforms on the 
ground. Peter Pan rubbed his hand over the walls. No secret 
passage, as far as he could tell. He flew back to the light and cupped 
his hands over his mouth. 


"There's no one here!" hollered Peter Pan. 


Both Merida and the Beast were deeply angered. Their eyes 
darkened with disdain. Merida was ready to decapitate a certain 
sentient bag of bugs. It appeared the Beast shared the same wish, 
clenching Oogie by the throat and lifting him. 


"Wait, wait! | don't understand!" panicked Oogie. "I put them there 
myself. | was going to start a collection. | showed them to Snake- 
Eyes. | left him there for a bit to-" 


Oogie turned dead-silent. The batch of bugs that formed his twisted 
brain squirmed and wiggled. A stunning realization took over. He 
scowled and spat a hissing centipede from his gaping mouth. The 
Beast jumped back from the scare. Oogie slammed his tiny feet and 
curled his arms in anger. 


"SNAKE-EYES! It was him! He made a fool out of me and took my 
property!" 


"They were not yer property!" snapped Merida, directing the point of 
her sword in between his eyes. 


"Who are you talking about? Snake-Eyes?" asked Hiro. 

"The sorcerer. All tall, dark, with that wiggly beard." 

"Are ye talkin’ about Jafar? The one who gave you the plans for 
making a doorway," asked Merida. She recalled the suspicious- 


looking man from the old footage that she had watched with Hiro and 
Baymax. 


"Yeah! That's his name. Jafar," confirmed Oogie, angrily. 


"Wait, wait, wait. This is all confusing!" fussed Peter Pan, scratching 
his head. 


"It be real simple," said Merida, casting a harsh look at Oogie. "Jafar 
was helping ya to build a doorway where those Heartless could 
come and destroy more homes. And yer claiming that Jack and the 


other person is gone because Jafar betrayed you. Why would he go 
on and do that?" 


"He's a shady fellow, I'm telling you. | tried to make 'ol Snake Eyes a 
buddy of mine. But the only thing that seemed to tickle his fancy 
were those trophies.” 


"Don' call'em trophies! They were people you kidnapped and turned 
to stone," accused Merida. She nudged her sword at the Beast who 
grimaced and retreated. She did not care for his bitter attitude. Her 
sword found its way back over Oogie's chest. 


"Lookie here, I'm as mad as you lot! | was robbed in plain sight!" 
complained Oogie. He flailed his fat arms for attention. His plan 
worked, squeezing out one little beetle from this bottom seam. It 


crawled quickly to the control deck and searched for a particular 
button. A fail-safe. 


"You want justice for your pals. | want justice foooor... unm... the-the 
treachery. Don't you see? I'm just a victim too," pleaded Oogie. 


Merida was reaching the limit of her patience. 
"Say we believe ye-which | don-where would we find this Jafar?" 


"That's the billion-dollar question, ain't it? Where-oh where-in the 
world is Jafar? The sneaky lil snake could be anywhere." 


The insect wiggled its antennas and detected the button. It pressed 
its whole body weight onto the button and scurried away. 


"But maybe | should follow suit and take my holiday leave," said 
Oogie with a nasty grin. 


"Yer not getting away," threatened Merida. 


"Oh yes | am, little girl. The question is... will you?" 


A powerful alarm blasted the atrium. Stripes of red, like cage beams, 
shined from the walls and gathered at the center where the broken 
machine lay. The wild bolts of electricity returned and coiled the 
metal pieces. Burning energy grew intense. The atrium rumbled 
without caution or care. 


Merida could no longer restrain herself. She swung her sword but 
Oogie ducked. By doing so, he oozed out the bugs from through his 
seams. As his body deflated, the bugs retreated as a mass puddle of 
chirping, squeaking, and buzzing. 


"Ugggh!" winced Merida in disgust. The bugs spread out where one 
group carried the burlap skin through a cracked hole in the wall. 
Merida ran after them to stop Oogie from escaping. 


"Merida!" cried Hiro, grabbing her wrist. 
"What?!" snapped Merida. 


"We have to get out of here," cautioned Hiro. Merida paused to take 
in the reality of the situation. The bomb-like reactions incinerated 
pieces of the broken bird cage structure and its robotic appendages. 
The red lines on the wall splintered humongous chunks of stone. 
Peter Pan and the Beast dodged the new debris. Although the atrium 
was on the brink of collapse, the sky hole still shined bright. But for 
how long? 


"What do we do now ?!" shouted the Beast. 


"Right!" Hiro looked to the East and West entrances. Both were 
blocked by boulders. Even if they were open, Hiro thought it unsafe 
to rush everyone through a passage that could potentially crush 
them all into their tomb. His eyes drew up to their only option. 


Hiro and Merida could easily climb on top of Baymax and fly out. As 

for the other two, Hiro could not leave them behind. Even though the 
flying boy in green could follow them safely while airborne, there had 
to be a way to save the Beast. Hiro had to provide something strong 


enough to carry his weight and climb or fly out fast enough before 
the sky hole would collapse with the entire mountain. He turned to 
Baymax who possessed phenomenal strength. 

"Listen up, everyone. We're all gonna fly out of here." 

"How?!" growled the Beast in disbelief. 


"My buddy Baymax can carry you. I'll ride on his back." Hiro then 
faced Peter Pan, eager to leave the crumbling mountain. 


"Hey kid, | need you to carry, my friend Merida." 
Peter Pan and Merida shared a reluctant glance and huffed away. 
"Ewww! I'm not carrying some smelly girl," said Peter. 


"Oy! | don fancy getting held in your wee baby arms!" countered 
Merida. "Hiro, let me on with you." 


"I'm sorry but if we both get on, we'll slow Baymax down. We don't 
have time." 


KKKKRSH! 


A sharp fragment of stone thundered the atrium upon impact of the 
broken machine. Everyone was shaken, even the Beast. 


"It's up to you. Unless you can carry your own friend," said Hiro to 
Peter Pan. 


"He's not my-" The Beast would not finish his statement. Peter Pan 
scrunched his face, as if offended. Merida pulled him down by his 
ankle. 


"Let's just go and make this quick!" asserted Merida. Peter Pan 
scooped Merida and lifted her in the air. Meanwhile, Hiro could not 
wait any longer for the Beast to make up his mind, lurking the 
farthest from the group. He and Baymax headed over to retrieve him. 


Hiro climbed behind Baymax who then firmly grabbed the Beast 
under his arms. The Beast let out a startled grunt when his feet left 
the ground. The rocket thrusters were strong enough to enable 
Baymax to fly while holding a brawny fellow in front and a lanky 
teenager in the back. Together, with Peter Pan holding Merida, they 
all dodged the plummeting rocks and reached the blinding circle 
overhead. During the flight, the Beast had shut his eyes. After exiting 
the unstable atrium under the intense sunlight, the Beast squinted 
curiously. His heart snapped intensely. The heights alarmed him to 
the point of squirming in Baymax's arms. 


"Avoid looking down," instructed Baymax calmly. The high wind 
whipped the Beast's thick mane. As they left King's Peak, Hiro 
looked back where the middle crown point had finally collapse, 
leaving behind a rocky structure with only two tall points. Hiro 
smirked, thinking the mountain probably needed a new name. 


The Hideout 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter Twenty-Six: The Hideout 


It was a shabby and shadowy chamber. Oil lamps ignited the scarlet 
drapes, swaying like fire. Dust and rubble had spilled from a broken 
wall and littered the floor. Anew room had been cleared to fit the two 
new statues, the skeleton man and Goofy. They stood beside Jafar's 
original prize, Sulley. It had been days since Jafar returned to rest. 
He slumped into his chair and sighed. It was a soothing moment, 
one that blocked out the rest of the world. The Heartless. The King. 
Especially Maleficent who knew nothing of his private domain, 
located deep in the heart of an abandoned temple of ancient days. 
lago had plopped into his favorite plump pillow and slumbered. His 
silence was another rare jewel to behold. 


Jafar had been overexerting himself by traveling too far from his 
sanctuary. His greatest weakness had to be hidden in complete 
secrecy. To carry it so closely would only leave him so vulnerable. A 
clever foe like Aladdin could purloin it from a blind spot. Instead, 
Jafar sealed it in a secret compartment. Jafar could feel its magic 
pouring into his body. His back began to recover from the horse 
assault. If only he were to hold it in his hands, then his true strength 
would be restored to his peak. He could even assume his true form. 
As a genie. 


Jafar rose from his chair and made his way to the stone wall on his 
left, opposite of the giant hole. He traced one rectangular spot with a 
bony finger to reveal the compartment. It popped out like a dressing 
drawer. He reached down only to touch the velvet, sculpted to fit his 
secret item. His eyes widened in dread. In desperation, he leaned to 
look for himself. 


"Looking for this?" asked an elegant and eerie voice. 


Jafar's heart throbbed so hard, it was torturous. He turned around 

and faced the eerie green aura that blocked the entry to the trophy 
chamber. The hideout was underground; the only way to access it 

was by teleportation. 


The green aura beckoned him. He stepped forward when all of a 
sudden, bright flames burst. The woman finally took physical form. 
Her long and pointed horns instilled unearthly fear in his soul. She 
took one step forward. One hand held her staff. The other rubbed 
another item. Jafar's item. The lamp. 


"How did you-" began Jafar. His throat tightened, as if strangled by a 
snake. 


"Discover your true intentions? To purloin our prisoners for some silly 
plot? Fool!" scolded Maleficent. 


Jafar could not defy her. His lips pursed so painfully. It was more 
than just intimidation or Maleficent's cruel grin. It was the power of 
the lamp. She alone wielded it. 


"All you could hope to achieve was delay the inevitable. Another 
troublesome hurdle," said Maleficent in an irritated tone. 


“It was never my-" 


"| don't want to hear any twisted tales from you. To think that | trusted 
you above all others. Hook. Pete. Oogie. Even Heartless came 
second to you," admitted Maleficent. 


"| should be... honored," said Jafar. 


"Your attempts to pacify me are pathetic." Maleficent strolled through 
the chamber and fondled the arm rest of Jafar's chair. "Such 
phenomenal power you possess. To think it could almost rival mine. 
Almost." 


Her icy chuckle prickled Jafar. He retreated to the wall. The grip on 
his cobra staff trembled. 


"| believe the story was you were tricked into wishing yourself to be a 
genie. A bit... ironic, one should think. There are some limitations, of 
course. Let's see. No killing, no love, and no resurrection." 
Maleficent counted the rules on her smooth, needle-like fingers. 


"| think we can work with that, no?" A devilish smile swept her face. 
Maleficent drummed her nails over the lamp. Each clicking sound 
was like a pointed jab to Jafar's stomach. He knew she enjoyed the 
sadistic circumstances. How could she resist? 


"My first wish. | wish for you... to abandon all deeds and intent to 
betray me." Upon hearing Maleficent's words, Jafar was compelled 
to drop to his knees and bow like a common servant. 

"Y-y... yes. My excellency." 


"Wrong word choice, I'm afraid. | wield the lamp, which makes me 
your... come now, Jafar. Say it." 


"My... master ." Jafar nearly gagged from speaking. 

"That's much better. And my second wish. | wish for you to never lie 
or act in any manner of deceit... to anyone," specified Maleficent. 
She smiled even wider, admiring her own cleverness. 


"Yes. My master. | shall bear no false witness to you or anyone." 


"Perfect!" Maleficent was overjoyed. She even twirled in her shroud- 
like gown. "I can finally trust you again." 


lago snorted and wiggled in his sleep. Maleficent dangled the lamp's 
hoop from her pinky. It was the same hand that held her staff. 


"Do wake up your pet," said Maleficent. 


Jafar rose to his feet. There was no magical pressure constricting his 
body. And yet Maleficent's eyes still shined, unyielding. 


"Don't take me for a fool. I'm saving my last wish. You'll do my 
bidding because you crave it. Serving a true lady of evil and all 
things wicked. To side with the maiden of malevolence. Or else suffer 
an unspeakable agony that only | can deliver." The pale green orb 
sitting atop Maleficent's staff shined so bright, it burned like a flame. 
As a genie, Jafar could inflict no direct harm to his master, the one 
who owned the lamp. He sighed and approached his peaceful parrot. 
He nudged lago off his pillow. 


"Na... eh... Jafar? Do we have to go out now?" mumbled lago ina 
cranky mood. He stretched his feathers and rubbed his eyes. He 
turned to the glowing green light in the chamber. 


"EEEEEAAAAAH! MALEFICENT! Jafar! Jafar! How did she get 
here? Did you invite her?" 


"If only he had," muttered Maleficent coldly. 

lago clumsily took off from the night stand and perched on Jafar's 
shoulder. By looking at his face, lago could tell something was off 
about his conniving companion. 


"As for the statues you took from Oogie, where are they?" 


lago was stunned. He tried to put on a nervous smile and speak 
without moving his beak. 


“"HowdoessheknowaboutthestatuesyoustolefromOogie?" 


"The statues... are right behind you. In the next chamber," answered 
Jafar, pressured by the power of Maleficent's wish. 


"What gives?! C'mon! Show some moxie! Don't just let her-" lago 
dropped his lower beak as Maleficent stepped into the second 
chamber at her own delicate leisure. When the end of her gown 


trailed behind her, out of sight, lago yanked Jafar to blast some 
sense into him. 


"What is wrong with you?! What did she say? Tell me Jafar!" 
screamed lago. 


"She... found the lamp," said Jafar truthfully. He had to follow 
Maleficent's second wish, which forced him to answer questions 
before he could voice his own thoughts, such as how much he 
detested lago's loud voice so close to his ear. 


"Oh no. Ohhhhhh no!" lago panicked, nibbling his own feathers. 


“How marvelous!" exclaimed Maleficent. "You've even managed to 
collect Goofy, one of the King's allies." 


"Correct," said Jafar. 
"And what of this handsome beast with the horns?" 
"He was collateral after acquiring the global core." 


"| see. These three will come in handy." A fiery swishing sound 
entered the statue chamber, along with a pulse of green light. It had 
to be a portal, cast by Maleficent. She returned to Jafar's resting 
area and cozied onto his chair. 


"The statues have all been delivered aboard Hook's ship, along with 
the princess, the Queen, the fairy, and the maiden who's ensnared 
the heart of a cursed prince. What a fine collection we've amassed, 
don't you think?" asked Maleficent. 


"Yesssss. Most fine, indeed," agreed Jafar. 


"And with that | shall best be on my way." Maleficent stood up and 
faced the wall. "As a reminder, we'll need you at the mountain of ice 
and snow to battle the queen at her castle. Do fetch Pete. I'm certain 
we can use that oaf as some decoy." 


"Of course," said Jafar, through his tense teeth, grinding in fury. 


"Wonderful." Maleficent created another swirling green portal 
through which to make her leave. Should she move to a faraway 
location, Jafar would have to travel again with a great distance 
between him and the lamp. He would have to watch his strength. 
Before she taking a single step forward, Jafar coughed for her 
attention. 


"How?" asked Jafar, aggressively. 
"How what? You mustn't be so vague." said Maleficent. 


"How did you discover my hideout and my lamp? And how did you 
know of my business with Oogie?" 


Maleficent did not reply right away. Instead, her lustrous lips curled 
once again into her signature, sinister smile. 


"| had outside help. One that does not rely on magic," said 
Maleficent casually. 


"No magic?!" Jafar was alarmed by the existence of an unknown 
spy. "Then... who?" 


"Patience, my genie. Patience." Maleficent turned over to her portal 
and passed onward. The green light flickered and vanished. Jafar 
could immediately feel his power drain, nearly in half. The pain in his 
back started to sting once again. 


"Jafaaaar. This doesn't look good. What are we gonna do?" asked 
lago, frightened. 


Jafar jabbed his staff and summond his own portal, a shadowy veil 
with a hint of scarlet. 


"We're going to follow Maleficent's orders. Nothing more," answered 
Jafar in despair. His melancholy mood sunk to a new low. lago pitied 
him. The snake in the grass had been caught and held by its neck. 


The Signal 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter Twenty-Seven: The Signal 


Pete marched in the most miserable manner through a wide 
meadow. Exhausted and sore, he could feel his own ankles wobble 
and weaken by the minute. It was his mission to determine the 
whereabouts of the missing pilot. Maleficent had relayed Jafar's 
report, in which the pilot was blue and the accomplice was green. To 
avoid failing another chance to impress the mistress of all evil, Pete 
summoned a few hound Heartless to sniff the lakeside crash spot 
and lead a path that he followed for several hours. His stomach 
grumbled so badly, Pete resorted to nibbling his finger. The 
Heartless grew antsy and scampered into the open land like poorly 
trained pets. 


At long last, Pete toppled and landed on his own bulbous belly. He 
could barely lift his large hand to scratch an itch on his sweaty 
forehead. Starving, tired, and grumpy, Pete wanted to fall asleep, 
hoping that he would dream of himself commanding the Heartless 
and beating punks like King Mickey into a pulp. 


His ears twitched to the bizzare squeaking. Unless Pete had finally 
lost his mind, the squeaking was a chatty voice. It was the second 
voice that instantly alarmed Pete. 


"SO, are we getting anywhere close to finding Sulley?" asked the 
second voice. 


"Eeekka nijiba," replied the squeaky, first voice. 


Pete bolted up from his chest. He circled his hands into binoculars 
and spied on the distant travelers. Taking the lead beyond the 
meadow was a fuzzy, blue creature that resembled a baby bear with 


large ears. Closely behind was a lime green orb with thin arms and 
legs. Pete scratched his head at these little monsters. The colors 
matched but were they actual threats to Maleficent's plan? 


Hustling to his feet, Pete hurried to stalk the two travelers. When 
trying to tip-toe softly but quickly, he tripped over his shoes and 

rolled down the grassy knolls. Pete paused, hoping that neither of his 
targets had heard him. He peered just inches over the peak of the 
knoll. 


While Stitch adjusted the dial on his remote tracker, Mike Wazowski 
sat and waited. His hope of finding his kidnapped friend, Sulley, 
waned. He believed in Stitch even though he could not understand 
exactly how Stitch was planning to help him. 


"Hey, pal," said Mike, blinking under the sun, "You gotta give me 
more about whatever it is we're actually doing. Sulley could be... in 
real big trouble. Do you understand what I'm trying to ask?" 


BEEP-BEEP-BEEP! A red light flashed bright then low and bright 
again. 


"Wikila-ohmana. Jim-jim!" squeaked Stitch in joy. 


"Jim-jim?" repeated Mike, rolling over to his side. He took a closer 
look into the remote's screen, pulsing madly with two circles. The 
furthest circle slowly drew closer to the center circle. 


Stitch looked up and grinned with utter delight. 
"IS someone coming?" asked Mike. 


Pete panicked. A third person? Another accomplice? It sounded like 
completely bad news that not even Maleficent knew about. He had to 
stop this gathering of good guys at any cost. 


"HOOQOOOOOOLD EVERYTHING!" shouted Pete at the top of his 
lungs. 


Both Mike and Stitch turned to look at the husky figure pointing his 
fat finger at them. 


"Is he the guy?" asked Mike. 
Stitch growled at Pete, like a guard dog. 


"I've been looking for you pipsqueaks all day. Cancel your playdate 
plans cuz you're coming with 'ol uncle Pete today!" proclaimed Pete 
with a zealous attitude. 


"Uhm, what exactly are you here for?" asked Mike confused. 


"A little blue guy and a little green guy. You two match perfectly," said 
Pete. 


"Match what?!" snapped Mike, flailing his hands. Stitch dropped his 
remote tracker and pounced at Pete. 


"Ye-AAAAAAOW!" hollered Pete, trying to swing Stitch's jaws off his 
pointing finger. He stomped Stitch's head, yanked his hand freed, 
and kicked him back to Mike. 


"| hope it's not infected," muttered Pete, trying to comfort his stinging 
finger. 


"Hey!" yelled Mike. "What's the big idea? What did we ever do to 
you?" 


"Your cruising-compadre is the pilot that's been meddling with us in 
the skies. Boss says | gotta deal with you too. Can't afford to mess 
up this mission," explained Pete with a cocky grin. 


"Boss? Mission?" Mike paused to ponder and thought back to their 
last enemy. "Are you working for Jafar?" 


"That creep? Heh! He wishes he was in charge. It's me you gotta 
beat now. Surrender and I'll make it easy for you." 


"No way! Tell us where we can find Sulley!" demanded Mike. 


"You wanna fight, huh? See if you two rugrats can handle these big 
brutes of mine!" Pete raised his arms, snapped with both hands and 
pointed down below. 


Mike and Stitch stood back to back as two pools of swirling energy 
appeared around them. One gathered frost and chilly wind while the 
other crackled in burning flames. Each produced a growing body of 
shadowy essence. They poked out tiny feet, arms, a staff, a wizard's 
cape, and a pint-sized head. Mike was intrigued by the black, heart- 
shaped symbol that the two monsters shared. 


"Check out these Heartless thugs. Volcano Lord and Blizzard Lord!" 
announced Pete. "I've been saving these two for the right fight. Two- 
V-Two. Seems fair, huh?" 


"What about you, huh?" asked Mike, trying to contain his fear from 
the looming Heartless. They swished their staffs, casting a wind of 
intense heat and freezing snow. 


“Count me as the judge. You four play nicely!" taunted Pete, throwing 
his arm as a command. 


Stitch whipped out his dual plasma pistols and blasted the Heartless 
foes. Mike sprinted away from the elemental gusts of fire and ice. He 
gained distance and hid inside the tall beach grass. With his large 
cyclops eye, Mike peeked to watch Stitch in the heat of battle. 


"Thinking of leaving your buddy behind?" chuckled Pete from behind. 
Mike gasped and jumped back. He gulped and fully grasped Pete's 
incredible size. It was like standing in Sulley's shadow. 


"You and | have the right idea. Let someone else do the fighting for 
us," said Pete with a nasty grin. 


"No! I'm... I'm nothing like you!" cried Mike in shaky denial. 


"Awww. If a kid like you can't swallow his own guilt, perhaps | can 
help." 


Pete reached into his hanging pouch and aimed his petrifying pistol 
at Mike. Point blank. 


Mike braced himself for the blast that he could not hope to dodge on 
his own. Tangled between fighting two opponents, Stitch saw Mike in 
harm's way. He wanted to help but he was too preoccupied with 
dodging his own dangers. The ice user unleashed sharp icicles while 
the flame user shot a blazing orb. Stitch barely had time to shoot 
back at them. 


PSSH! A bright red laser came down and blasted the wicked pistol 
out of Pete's hand. 


"Huh?" asked Mike. 


“Oooouch?! Was that you?!" Pete glared at Stitch who was still 
hopping around cautiously. If not him, then who else? 


Two more lasers were fired, striking the squishy faces of both 
Heartless goons. They were stunned, allowing Stitch to leave the 
fight and come to Mike's aid. 


"Not so fast, whoever you are!" grumbled Pete. He ran to fetch his 
pistol off the ground. 


FWWWSHI! A blurry brown figure flew down fast and swiped the 
pistol beyond Pete's reach. It hovered in midair and tossed the 
weapon far, far away. 


"Jim-jim!" cheered Stitch, clapping his paws. Mike gawked at the 
meddlesome flyer. It was a slender young human, standing aboard 
his solar surfer. Its sail stretched like the wing of a bat and 
shimmered like scarlet scales. He pulled the handle and made a 
sharp curve downward. Building speed, he cut through the two 


Heartless and blasted them in a fierce dust cloud. He then zoomed 
right in front of Pete to spook him. Upon settling on the ground, the 
rider folded the sail and looked down at Stitch. He had brown hair, 
tied in the back as a rattail. He possessed a golden earring that 
shined like his handsome smile. 


"| won't say | told you so but..." The human raised one of his thick 
brown eyebrows at Stitch who latched onto his leg with great 
affection. 

"Kashawa jini o-haka!" replied Stitch. 


"Yeah, yeah. | think it's my turn to give you the ohana speach. 
Whadya say?" joked the human, petting Stitch's head. 


"Are you... Jim-jim?" asked Mike, nervously. 


"Huh? Ohhhh. That's just what Stitch calls me. He's a little rascal, 
huh?" said the human sweetly. 


"HEEEEY! I'm not through with you kids!" barked Pete. 

"Pfft! Whatever, gramps," scoffed the human. He pointed his own 
plasma pistol, larger and longer than Stitch's model. "Looks to me 
we've evened the game. Three-V-three." 


"Naja-walila. Naja-kashta!" warned Stitch. 


"He's a civilian? Fair enough." The human beckoned Mike to step 
back. 


"What? | gotta help too!" insisted Mike. 


"You can help by getting somewhere safe. Stitch and | will take care 
of these monsters," said the human. 


"Who even are you? How do you know Stitch?" asked Mike, 
skeptically. 


"The name's Jim Hawkins. Part of a galactic patrol team for this 
sector. Stitch is my partner. He activated the signal so | could swing 
by and help." 


The two Heartless made their second entrance and bounced 
towards Mike and his friends. 


"Just leave it to me and Stitch. This chump doesn't know who he's up 
against," said Jim. 


Mike reluctantly gave in to Jim's orders and fled to the top of the 
grassy knoll. 


"Ready, Stitch?" asked Jim, with a fearless gleam in his eyes. 
Stitch cracked into a jolly laughter and recharged his dual pistols. 


"You crazy, little devil," chuckled Jim as he and Stitch sprinted 
towards their foes. 


A blinding assault of green and red blasts pounded the two 
Heartless. Stitch muttered some more alien babble to his human 
partner. 


"You know I'm a natural," said Jim, stretching his shoulders. Stitch 
tucked his plasma pistols into his chest and curled into a ball. Jim 
picked him up and hurled him over to the fire Heartless. He then 
switched targets and fired his plasma pistol at the ice Heartless, 
which appeared to be more vulnerable. Stitch punched the fire 
Heartless's face with his tiny but terrifying paws. The blue furry 
fighter crawled over its arm and chomped its hand, dropping its staff. 
Stitch then dropped and slammed the fire Heartless overhead. It was 
too physically weak to overcome Stitch's absurd strength. Stitch 
knocked it over to the ice Heartless. Their collision resulted in an 
explosive burst of steam. 


Meanwhile, Mike tried to ignore the lasers blasting behind him. He 
turned and discovered Pete was also trying to escape. If he really did 


know anything about Jafar, he had to have some clue about where 
he would hold Sulley. Pete may have been much bigger but Mike 
would not just give up on his best friend. It was all up to him. 


Mike changed directions and cut Pete off his trail. 


"Huh? | suppose I'll have to take you on myself." said Pete, cracking 
his knuckles. 


Mike squatted and shifted his feet. He opened his mouth and tried to 
roar. It was a more of a passionate, awkward scream that left Pete 
baffled. 


"Were you just... trying to scare me?" Pete fell into a fit of 
uncontrollable laughter. He swung his arm and held his pudgy belly. 


"Hey! HEY!" Mike leaped and kicked Pete in the chest. He had let his 
guard down and fell back. He then coughed himself back to being 
calm again. 


“That was adorable. | barely felt that kick. You really do wanna play, 
huh?" Pete charged into Mike. Mike hurried out of his way but Pete 
proved to be smart enough to catch him in time. His massive hand 

gripped his compact eye-ball body. 


"Maybe | could just pop your guts out? How about it?" taunted Pete, 
laughing once more. 


"How about this ?" Mike extended his tongue and licked one of 
Pete's fingers. He flinched in disgust and released Mike. Mike had 
one more chance to beat him somehow. Mike hurried and climbed 
onto Pete's back. After stepping onto his shoulders, Mike yanked 
Pete's ears. It was like steering a dopey giant. Mike forced Pete to 
make his way back to the tall grass where it appeared that the battle 
was near its end. When Pete finally managed to pull Mike off his 
head, Mike lunged down, pulling Pete into the sand and dirt. Pete 
spat out the sand and shook his face. 


Exhausted to the point of defeat, Mike hobbled to his feet. Pete 
glared at him and reached out to crush his frail body. Instead, two 
pistols were shoved into his face. 


"Huh? How did you-?" Pete turned and discovered that the two 
mage-like Heartless were lying flat on their backs. They disintegrated 
into particles of darkness and disappeared. 


"Uhm, lemme just say that-" Pete gulped as Stitch and Jim Hawkins 
glared at him. "Maybe this was all one big misunderstanding." 


"Waka-mika?" asked Stitch. 


"Eh, sure," said Jim, withdrawing his pistol back into his holster. 
Stitch tackled Pete and whacked him against the ground by his foot. 
Back and forth. Over and over and over again. Mike was both 
impressed and scared. He was grateful to be Stitch's friend. 


"Ooooouch,” said Pete weakly. Stitch cackled and clapped the dirt off 
his paws. 


"Glad you stuck around," said Jim, squatting down to Pete's level. 
"Tell us what you know about the island fortress." 


"Island fortress? What are you talking about?" asked Mike. 


Jim shrugged. Stitch nodded to him, as a quick sign that they could 
trust Mike. 


"It's still technically classified but... you're already involved. This all 
started for us when these creatures of darkness called the Heartless 
first attacked Stitch's home world. Then they invaded other planets 
through these portals. We were able to track them out here to this 
planet where they're more abundant... unfortunately," reported Jim. 


"SO, how are you two gonna shut down these portals?" asked Mike. 
He feared that it would then be possible for the Heartless to find their 
way to Monstropolis. 


"While | was scouting, | found an island that's full of hostile energy 
that matches the readings we get from the portals. | think it's the 
source of whatever is distorting dimensions. But it's protected by a 
forcefield. We also detected a ship that's been unloading the 
Heartless across the land. Stitch went out to take it down while | 
handled the rest of the investigation. He also reported that this clown 
was on that same ship. | reckon he ought to know about how we can 
get on that island," explained Jim. 


"Well, if you've been all over the place, then have you seen a big, 
blue, fuzzy monster? His name is Sulley. He's my best friend and he 
was kidnapped by Jafar. Pete seemed to know who he was," noted 
Mike. 


"| don't know anyone by Jafar but thank you for the tip," said Jim, 
crossing his arms. "I'll Keep that in mind if we find any hostages or 
other villains who are planning these Heartless attacks." 


Mike sighed and tried to think of where Sulley could actually be. 
Maybe he was inside this strange Heartless ship or this bizarre 
island fortress? If Jafar, Pete, and the Heartless were all connected, 
perhaps Jim and Stitch made great progress and offered an 
Opportunity to keep his faith alive in saving his best friend. 


"That's our story. So why don't you spill it? We know you were on 
that ship. We know you're involved with the Heartless," accused Jim. 


"| don't know anything about any island. Except... wait a minute." 
"Yessss?" asked Jim, nudging the pistol in his holster. 


"| think Jafar said something about an island. But | really don't how to 
get there or what's going there," insisted Pete. 


"Stitch. What do you think? Is he telling the truth?" asked Jim. Stitch 
approached Pete and bared his teeth with an angry growl. Pete 
flinched and Stitch sniffed his face and stared deep into his eyes. 


"Eh," said Stitch, turning to nod his head. 


"Okay. Then we'll have to go after the pirate ship. Where's it heading 
off to?" asked 


"Uhm... let's see. They're gonna kill me for this. | know it!" fussed 
Pete. 


"Stiilitch?" said Jim, hinting that his fluffy partner was ready to 
unleash another thrashing. 


"Wait, wait!" cried Pete. "| remember now. Hook's taking the ship to 
some place really cold. A mountain of ice and snow. They didn't give 
a name. That's all | know." 


Stitch halted his attack and sighed. "Eh." 


"| think we can work with that." Jim reached into his pockets and 
pulled out a hand-held device that projected a holographic map. He 
dragged its cursor and searched for a mountain covered in white. 
Once he found the closest spot, he shared the image with Stitch. It 
was extremely high in elevation but low in recorded temperature. It 
was an area, completely blotched in white, compared to the rest of 
the topography. 


"As for you. Thank you for being so compliant." Jim smiled and 
revealed a pair of handcuffs from his back pocket. He had Stitch 
pulled Pete over to a palm tree where he was tied as a prisoner. "If 
we find out what you told us was a dead end, we'll know where to 
find you." Jim walked away with Stitch sticking his tongue and 
spanking his flank to mock Pete. 


"So how are we all gonna get there?" asked Mike. 


"We?" mimicked Jim, unimpressed. "No, no. You can't come with 
us." 


"What? But | have to. |... need to know for myself if Sulley is on that 
ship!" demanded Mike. 


"If you stick around, we'll come back and let you know if we've found 
and rescued your friend. If you like, we can drop you off to your 
home." 


"I'm not going back until | have my friend with me. That's my deal," 
asserted Mike. 


"You're just a civilian. I'm sorry but I'm not going to let you get in my 
way or Stitch's," replied Jim, ready to set up his solar surfer. 


Mike hung his arms low in guilt. Stitch saw this and spoke to Jim 
Hawkins. 


"Ganja-weeja. Kalamaka-na!" 


"You and | both know he'll just get in our way. | heard what he said. 
Sulley. A big, blue, fuzzy monster. Sounds easy enough to spot," said 
Jim, turning back to his surfer. Stitch pulled him down by his jacket 
and tried to persuade him once more. 


"Look. My answer is no . Alright? The plan is simple. We find that 
ship. Check if his friend is there. Get intel on the island. And put an 
end to the Heartless. Can we just leave it at that?" asked Jim, 
impatiently. 


"Ohana," uttered Stitch. 

"Oh don't you start with me on that? | literally just said-" Jim fumed 
with frustration and kicked his surfer. Its sail clicked upward and 
smacked Jim's nose. 


"Ohana means family. Family means no one gets left behind.” 
recited Stitch, pointing at Mike. 


"So what's your point" 


"Mike and Sulley. They... are... family," explained Stitch. "Sulley... 
is... gone. But... Mike... is here. We... are... here. We... can... help. 
He... can... help... too. Please?" 


Jim pouted for a moment and then groaned loudly. 


"Filline!" He turned a bitter glare on Stitch, who flaunted his large, 
precious eyes. 


"You don't need to give me that stare. You're already cute." 
"I'm cute and fluffy!" exclaimed Stitch. 


"For the record, you're lucky | was able to locate your crashed 
cruiser. | sent in some repair bots to fix its engine and restore its 
autopilot system," said Jim. 


Stitch gasped with joy. His ears twitched, alerting Mike to gaze at the 
late afternoon sky. An unidentified flying object soared towards them. 
Mike saw that it was indeed the red alien-looking spaceship from the 
jungle lake. 


"Mahalo!" squealed Stitch as the red spaceship gently descended to 
the ground. 


Mike's spirit was lifted. He approached Jim shyly to thank him. 
Before he could speak, Jim extended his hand. 


"| get it. Your friend is out there and you won't give up finding him, 
wherever he is." Jim activated the thruster panels on his surfer, 
levitating over the ground. 


"| really appreciate it. | promise I'll try to not get in your way." 


"You best follow Stitch inside." said Jim, stepping onto his surfer and 
holding onto the sail handle. Mike saw the landing strip drop as a 
little staircase. Stitch giggled and grabbed Mike to join him. Together, 
they cozied into their seats, which luckily accommodated just enough 
space for someone as short as Mike. He strapped his seat belt and 


leaned over to watch Stitch pull the engine lever, raising the space 
vehicle off the ground. Jim led the way into the sky and Stitch drove 
close behind. 


Pete moped and watched the two flying vessels head North towards 
the mountain of ice and snow. 


"| really hope no one sees me like this." 
"Hello," greeted a bitter voice. 


"GAH!" Pete fumbled and looked behind him. Jafar had appeared 
out of nowhere. Pete was terrified but Jafar raised his cobra staff and 
incinerated the cuffs around Pete's wrist and the tree. 


"Oh... uhm... thanks Jafar." 
"You've let the pilot and his accomplice escape." 
"Yeah... maybe... it's not as bad as it looks. | can still-" 


"In any case," interrupted Jafar as his patience wore thin. "Maleficent 
wanted me to deliver you to the Heartless army, soon ready to attack 
the Northern mountain. Come," instructed Jafar. 


Pete was relieved that Jafar was not present to hear him spill the 
plans to their enemies. What took his mind off his guilt was Jafar's 
odd behavior. Still cold and villainous yet there was this subtle hint 
that there was something holding him back. Something uncanny and 
eerie. Pete scratched his head and sheepishly followed Jafar into his 
portal. 


On the other side, it was unbearably freezing. His face was blasted 
with snow and wind. He clenched his stomach, still growling for a 
meal. Maybe a snow cone would have to do. 


The Rescue 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter Twenty-Eight: The Rescue 


Baymax directed everyone towards the change in terrain, from dry 
and barren to cool and verdant. Upon landing, the Beast lunged 
away from Baymax, like a temperamental cat. Peter Pan came down 
clumsily, as Merida was fine with freeing herself as her feet could 
touch the ground. She patted her dress and fixed her quiver strap. 


"Everyone okay?" asked Hiro. 


"Me heart's still beating. That's got to count for something,” said 
Merida. 


"And you two?" Hiro faced Peter Pan and the Beast. 


"Pssh! I'm totally fine!" boasted Peter Pan. He and the others waited 
in cold silence for the Beast to speak up. They all leaned in, only 
hearing the sound of his puffing snout. The twilight sky darkened into 
a burning blend of blue and orange. The Beast sulked, as if wishing 
night would fall soon so that he could dwell in the shadows. Merida 
crossed her arms with impatience. Hiro considered having Baymax 
scan him for injuries and assess them as needed. Before giving his 
command, Hiro noticed Peter Pan fly in closer to the Beast's face. 


"You alright, big guy?" asked Peter Pan softly. 


"This was all..." began the Beast before his rage consumed him 
once again. "A waste of TIIIME!" His booming voice produced a 
sudden burst of wind. 


"Hold on. | wouldn't go that far," replied Peter Pan. 


"We came ALL THIS WAY to some wretched place and Belle was 
NOWHERE to be found. | bet that phantom is laughing at us." 


"What phantom? Can you two tell us more about what you're talking 
about?" asked Hiro. 


The Beast glowered at the inquisitive teen. 


"| see no reason to tell you anything," said the Beast. "You're all just 
getting in my way." 


"I've just about had it with you!" cried Merida. She stomped past Hiro 
and raised a disapproving finger. 


"Don't lecture me, little girl!" said the Beast. 


"Then don’ disrespect my friend! It was thanks to his planning that all 
of us bested that Oogie Boogie." 


"Was that his name?" Peter Pan giggled and softly chanted Oogie 
Boogie like a bored child. 


"It was his idea to use Baymax to carry yer sorry bum out of there!" 
continued Merida. 


"| don't have to hear any of this," huffed the Beast. He took one step 
away, as if adamant about making a solo journey back home. Merida 
acted without fear. She reached for the tuft of fur from the Beast's 
chin and pulled him towards her face. Before the Beast could let out 
a horrifying howl, Merida opened her other hand and slapped his 
snout. Both Hiro and Peter Pan were deathly stunned. 


"Listen here, ya big bushy baby! Don' be pouting like the world's only 
been raining on you. We've all suffered here! Some of us have lost 
our homes and our friends.” 


Peter Pan shyly crossed his arms and frowned. He remembered how 
awful he felt when he had first discovered that Tinker Bell was 
kidnapped. Hiro thought back to the hopeful but exhausted looks on 


his friends' faces before leaving them to protect San Fransokyo. As 
for the Beast, his heart ached so tragically since Belle had been 
petrified and taken from his castle. His life had reverted back to his 
nightmare of solitude and self-hatred. 


"In these dark times, we've all got to stick together and make it 
through whatever storm comes brewing. These Heartless will be the 
end of us if we don’ stop them." 


"Heartless? You guys know about the Heartless?" asked Peter Pan. 


"Aye! Ya see?" Merida continued her scolding speech. "We all have 
a common enemy. These Heartless want to take over the whole 
world. And these villains like Oogie and Jafar are plotting it all. 
Whatever ails you, suck it up and work with us. What do you say to 
that?" 


Merida released her grip. The Beast had been looking down, 
intimidated by the princess. When he lifted his chin and widened his 
eyes, he was awestruck by the precious glint of bravery in Merida's 
eyes. They were just like Belle's, on the night when he had saved 
her from a vicious pack of wolves. Sweet but tough. They would 
stand up to any danger despite the pain they had suffered and 
witnessed. The Beast exhaled deeply. His vile breath forced Merida 
to cover her nose and mouth. She gave him space to make up his 
mind. 


"Very well," said the Beast, straightening his back. "Although | don't 
understand how any of us can help each other." 


"How about we all introduce ourselves first? Name and home." 
suggested Hiro. "I'll go first. Ahem. I'm Hiro Hamada. You can just 
call me Hiro. I'm from San Fransokyo." 


"|-am-Baymax. Primary healthcare companion to... Hiro Hamada. 
Resident of San Fransokyo. | am pleased to meet you all... out of 
harm's way," said Baymax. 


"And I'm Merida. Princess of Dunbroch." 


"The name's Peter Pan. Peter for short. I'm from an awesome place 
called Neverland. Second star to the right and straight on 'til 
morning," bragged Peter Pan. 


"What about you? What's yer name?" asked Merida to the Beast. 
Peter Pan was eager to finally hear the Beast reveal his name, if 
willing. Instead, the Beast mumbled incoherently and avoided direct 
eye contact. 


"Care to say that again?" Merida wondered if the Beast was nervous. 
Perhaps he had a name that was easy to tease. Too long? Did it 
come with a funny accent? 


"Call me whatever you want. My name is no longer mine to claim," 
replied the Beast. Peter Pan flew over him and whispered to Hiro 
and Merida. 


"| just call him ‘big guy’ so that's worked out for me so far. And before 
you ask, he's just from some creepy castle in the forest." 


"A castle, huh? Are you a noble of any kind?" asked Merida, placing 
her fists to her hips. She was interested in meeting another person 
who perhaps had the same royal lifestyle as she did. 


"He's kind of noble," said Peter. "He had this friend named Belle. He 
tried to protect her but then this phantom turned her into a statue and 
took her away." 


"That's just like what happened to my friend, Jack. He was turned 
into a statue too and then taken," said Merida. 


"And I'm guessing the Heartless were around when this happened?" 
asked Hiro, hoping to confirm the correlation of Heartless and the 
kidnappings. 


"Yeah!" answered Peter Pan. "I bet the phantom was just trying to 
distract us so it could get away. But | didn't see any Heartless when 
my friend Tinker Bell was kidnapped. It's all very weird." 


"Then what brought you two all the way over here from his castle?" 
asked Merida. 


"Big guy has got some magic mirror that showed us where the 
phantom was going," revealed Peter Pan. 


"A magic mirror? Does he still have it?" Merida lit up with curiosity. 
Hiro shrugged, hesitant to handle anything that involved magic . 


"Sure he does. Hey big guy!" Peter Pan called for the Beast to take 
part in their conversation. The Beast took a few heavy steps and 
pulled out the hand mirror from his leg strap. Its frame was shiny like 
silver. The glass face was pure without a smudge or stain. 


"Let's have a look then," suggested Merida, extending her hand. 


"Well go on. Share it So we can get a move on," urged Peter Pan. 
Merida could easily sense how protective the Beast was with his 
enchanted item. He looked at her with deep uncertainty. 


"You said that... there are villains out there... controlling the 
Heartless. How do you know this?" asked the Beast. 


"I've been on me own quest for answers. So far, I've learned that the 
Heartless are evil monsters, wreaking havoc across the world 
through their special doorways," said Merida. 


"Can these doorways appear... anywhere ? Even Neverland?" 
asked Peter Pan. 


"Aye. Go and have a good look at all of us. We're all from afar and 
yet here we are. It be more than fate that gathered us all at King's 
Peak." Merida stretched her arms and gestured to everyone present. 
Hiro. Baymax. Peter Pan. The Beast. And finally, herself. 


"We came here looking for Oogie. But now that he's gone, we could 
start again with Jafar. Maybe he really did take Jack and that other 
person Oogie mentioned," guessed Merida. 


"Sounds like someone's turning people into statues and collecting 
them. | hope Tinker Bell isn't already..." Peter Pan trembled at the 
thought of his pixie pal getting petrified. 


"If we have a look with that mirror, we'll know for sure, won't we?" 
suggested Merida, nodding towards the Beast. She waited calmly as 
the Beast came closer to the group and handed the mirror over to 
her. 


"Be careful," cautioned the Beast. 


"So then. how does it work? Is there a rhyming spell to recite?" 
asked Merida. 


"Nah. You just gotta ask a question. It can only show you answers," 
explained Peter Pan. 


"Alright. How about... show us where Tinker Bell is." Merida watched 
as the mirror's glassy face shined, attracting everyone's attention. 
Once the mirror dimmed, they peered into it and saw a tiny yellow 
lady with a yellow glow. She sat in sadness and flapped her twinkling 
wings. 

"Is she a fairy?" asked Merida in awe. 


"Yeah, that's her!" Peter Pan almost planted his face into the mirror. 
"She's trapped... but at least she's not a statue." 


"But we don' know where she's kept prisoner." 
"| do," said Peter Pan with the utmost confidence. 


"Really? How can you tell?" asked Hiro. 


"I've seen that kind of box before. From Hook's ship. It was Hook all 
along! | should've known!" exclaimed Peter Pan. 


"Did you say... Hook ? Who's he?" asked Merida. 


"He's a cutthroat pirate. | bet he's working with Jafar and the 
phantom too. All of them! Maybe he had their help to take Tinker Bell 
away. She's got to be aboard his flying ship." 


"Wait. You're telling me there's a pirate out there with a flying ship 
and he kidnapped a fairy?" asked Hiro, placing his hand over his 
forehead. "! feel like | just stepped into a fairy tale book." 


"Let me have that mirror then." Peter Pan took the mirror as it was 
offered from Merida. "Show me where Belle is." 


The Beast was touched by Peter Pan's question. Hope seemed to 
return to his miserable, moping heart. The mirror shined once again. 
Merida and Hiro were interested to see what this Belle actually 
looked like. Instead the mirror turned pitch black. No one appeared. 
The Beast sulked back into despair. 


"What's that mean?" asked Merida. 


"| think... she's probably locked somewhere. Like a room with no 
windows, maybe," said Hiro. 


"| guess that makes sense. Right, big guy?" asked Peter Pan. 


"Hang on then. I've got to ask it one more thing. Where is Jack 
Skellington?" Merida waited with eager, unblinking eyes. The mirror 
did not change. It was still coated in pure darkness. Her heart took a 
tumultuous dip. She held her breath and tried to contain her 
emotions. 


"Merida?" asked Hiro, as a caring friend. 


"It's fine. It's fine. Jack is probably in the same dungeon with Belle. 
That's my bet." 


"Can | have a try?" Hiro received the mirror and studied its ornate 
edges carefully. The mirror returned to its normal reflection. Hiro's 
visor picked up no unusual signal or energy. Perhaps it really was 
some magical relic. 


"So... whachya gonna ask?" asked Peter Pan. 


"We gotta be smart about this. We can't waste time flying for different 
people in different directions. What we need is a real plan," said Hiro. 


"Then let's go after that flying ship," proposed Merida. 
"Huh? Why?" asked Hiro. 


"Well we know Tinker Bell is there so we'd be saving a friend of 
Peter's." Merida nodded to Peter Pan, who was thrilled by her idea. 
"And if this pirate be sailing the skies with his vessel, | bet he'll have 
more information on Jafar." 


"Don't you think it's a pretty big leap to assume that Jafar and Hook 
are working together?" 


"Me gut says something's brewing and it's got more than one sticky 
hand," said Merida with a rhythmic tone. 


"You lost me. Let me check on Jafar though. We know Oogie was 
involved with him." Hiro held the mirror right in front of his face. He 
was unsure if perhaps the mirror's magic was sensitive to its 
surroundings like a wireless phone. 


"Magic mirror... in my hand... show me where Jafar is... in this 
land," commanded Hiro, calmly. 


"Ye don need to be fancy like that," teased Merida. 


The magic mirror shined bright. Everyone gathered close once more. 
There he was, the snake-like sorcerer with a feathered black turban. 
His outfit matched the man from the old recorded footage. They 
looked around him and saw a reddish wood panel beside him. 


"Hey! He's definitely on the upper deck of Hook's ship!" shouted 
Peter Pan in alarm. 


"You sure?" asked Hiro. He took a second look and noticed that the 
feather on Jafar's turban flipped rapidly, as if the high winds where 
blowing against it. As if he were in fact aboard an airborne vessel. 


"Sure, sure!" Peter Pan vigorously nodded. 


"Well... looks like we've got ourselves one heck of a fairy tale 
conspiracy," joked Hiro. 


"Which means that they've got to know about where we can find the 
statued lot. Jack Skellington and Belle," reasoned Merida. 


The Beast lifted his face, lit under the fading sunset. He finally began 
to understand the new plan. 


"All right. If we're all going to find this ship together, | want to make 
sure it's a unanimous decision. 


"U-whana-ni-mous?" mumbled Peter Pan. 


"It means it's something we all agree on," said the Beast. Everyone 
turned to him. They were baffled between his knowledge of 
advanced vocabulary and his effort to work with the group. "Let's go 
find this ship. | want to find this pirate and make him tell me where 
Belle is." 


"And Jack Skellington, while you're at it," said Merida with fiery 
spunk. 


"And Tinker Bell too!" added Peter Pan. 


"And maybe more details on interdimensional travel!" Hiro's scientific 
verbiage met with another confused response. 


"| believe its decided. Well, except for you Baymax. What say you?" 
asked Merida. 


Baymax was respectful and silent. No one was in harm and thus he 
had no reason to act. He only looked down towards Hiro. "Hiro... is 
my primary patient. | will go... wherever he so desires... provided 
that he takes all... necessary precaution." 


Hiro looked at his new team, not too different from Big Hiro 6 from 
San Fransokyo. A fearless archer and swordswoman. A kid who 
enjoys flying in green tights. And a beastly brute who will thrash 
anyone to save his beloved friend. And of course, Baymax, his loyal 
robot companion. 


"Let's go pirate-hunting!" cheered Hiro. "Okay, mirror. Show us 
Hook's current destination." 


The mirror did not shine this time. Nor did it turn dark. Instead, its 
glassy face turned foggy. Sharp ice began to frost so suddenly on its 
silver edges. Hiro's hands shivered, even through his thick gloves. 
He handed it over to Baymax, unaffected by the drastic drop in 
temperature. 


Hiro was not sure what to make of this. Was the mirror blinded by a 
blizzard? 


"Wherever we're going... it's gonna get cold," said Hiro. 

"This mirror be yers, right? Has this ever happened?" asked Merida 
to the Beast. He reached out with his fuzzy paw. He winced from the 
mirror's cold touch and placed it back into his leg satchel. 


"Are you okay with that so close to your body?" feared Hiro. 


"| can handle the cold. | will brave any winter storm that tries to stop 
me from saving Belle," growled the Beast. 


"But where are we supposed to go?" Peter Pan circled in midair, 
pointing around like a confused compass. 


"We head North. Baymax can track wherever there's snow by 
temperature change. Wanna fire up your scanner?" asked Hiro. 


Baymax adjusted his line of sight and faced North. His sensors 
processed a digital topographical map with climate-based 
calculations. 


"Well? What do you see?" asked Hiro. 


"There is a mountain. It is unusually tall... and completely covered in 
snow." 


"That's gotta be it. If we hurry, we can get there before Hook and 
ambush him." 


"And on the way, | can share all my adventures with fighting Hook! 
I'm something of an expert!" bragged Peter Pan. 


"And yet he's still sailing the skies free as a pheasant. Handled him 
well, did you?" teased Merida with a smirk. 


"I'll handle him for good this time! Come'on everybody! Let's get to 
flying already!" Peter Pan reached for Merida's legs but she 
smacked him. 


"Ask permission first, ya rascally pig!" spat Merida. 


Hiro applied her idea and asked the Beast to be carried by Baymax. 
Both bulky characters stared at each other. The Beast was 
challenged by this stoic yet gentle knight in crimson armor. The 
Beast crouched, allowing Baymax to comfortably hold him. Hiro 
climbed on Baymax's back while Merida forced Peter to lower 
himself to the ground so Merida could fix her dress so it did not 
wrinkle in between her legs. 


"Baymax. Lead the way!" directed Hiro. Baymax rocketed up high 
where Peter Pan followed behind with Merida. She tugged at his 
tunic's sleeve to sit securely in his arms. Together, the airborne 


heroes soared the skies. Little did they know that they would 
encounter a magic so strong, it threatened even the forces of 
darkness with the raw power of snow and ice. 
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Peter Pan was the first to feel the snowflakes on his face. He carried 
Merida high above Hiro, Baymax, and the Beast. He glanced to the 
side where Merida's thick red hair collected bits of frost. Haunting the 
gray sky, the clouds moved as a murky veil, one that would certainly 
cloak the stars if they were last for the entire night to come. Peter 
Pan sighed, missing the wonderful warmth that came from 
Neverland sunlight. He had to remind himself that this incredible 
adventure was for Tinker Bell. He would do anything to save her, 
even if it meant braving the coldest winds in the world. 


"What's got yer nerves?" asked Merida, adjusting her legs over Peter 
Pan's arms for comfort. 


"It's just... it's nothing," said Peter Pan. His shivering, foggy breath 
slipped out. 


"A bit nippy but nuthin' to weep over. Tears might freeze yer face," 
joked Merida. 


Peter Pan looked onward, hoping the flight would end soon. His 
arms ached terribly. His legs turned numb. He wished they would all 
land and find some place like a cave to escape the cold. Peter Pan 
refused to ask Hiro about taking a break and risk showing weakness 
in front of Merida. He could last perhaps thirty minutes more. Maybe 
twenty. 


"How much longer?" asked the Beast. Peter Pan thanked him in his 
thoughts. 


"We're almost there. Hey Baymax. It's getting pretty chilly. How 
about we drop some altitude?" suggested Hiro. Baymax blinked and 


gradually angled downwards. Peter Pan flew close behind. 


"Is that it over there?" asked Merida, pointing straight ahead. When 
she raised her other arm over her eyes for a better view, Peter Pan 
stretched his head behind her and squinted. 


It was difficult to describe anything, due to the hazy white shroud that 
engulfed the mountains ahead. Once Merida had spoken, everyone 
searched through the abyss and located a distant sparkle, like a 
diamond in a blizzard. 


"That's gotta be it. Baymax. Let's boost those thermo-sensors. Do 
you detect anyone ahead?" asked Hiro. 


"Readings are... negative," reported Baymax. "There is a large 
structure atop the summit." 


"Should we watch out for it?" 


"Scanning... the layout primarily consists of... hexagonal fractals... 
best described as... a snowflake." 


"What that's supposed to mean?" asked Merida. 
WHOOOOOOOOSH! 


The icy winds whipped out intensely and blasted Peter Pan and 
Merida off balance. Together, they twirled in terrifying turbulence. As 
for Hiro and the Beast, they swayed midly with Baymax's steady 
flying. Peter Pan could not see in which direction he was spiraling. 
Merida tugged at his tunic and secured her arrows. 


"Help!" cried Merida. 


"Baymax! Let's get everyone down. It's not safe up here!" Hiro tilted 
Baymax to swoop down where Peter Pan and Merida were 
plummeting. When they came close, the Beast acted on his own and 
pulled in Peter Pan by his foot. Baymax ushered everyone to glide 
forward as smooth as he could manuever. Hiro shrieked, as the high- 


pitched gusts blew just outside his helmet. The winter wind turned 
more wild as they drew closer to the snowy mountain. 


"Detecting large rock formations... hold on," said Baymax. 
"Huh... Oh geez!" cried Hiro. 


"Whooooa!" Merida was mesmerized by the massive stone spikes. 
The top side was covered in a thick layer of snow; underneath, long 
icicles extended like quills. The spikes served as a kind of brutal 
barricade. Merida finally understood why the villains who 
commanded the Heartless decided to travel with a flying vessel. To 
traverse through such a blinding blizzard by foot would be 
dangerous. The winds howled ferociously. What was so important 
about this location? 


Finally, Baymax located a flat white field, clear of sharp rocks and 
ice. When Peter Pan extended his feet to touch down, his ankles 
plunged through six inches of snow. Merida tumbled out of his arms. 
Peter Pan flinched from the freezing touch and flew back up. Merida 
lay with a clump of snow in her hair. 


"Yer lucky this be soft like a pillow," said Merida. Once Baymax came 
close to the ground for a safe jump, the Beast leaped out. His thick 
fur enabled him to withstand the chilly air. He stretched his limbs by 
prowling the white field and sprinting, as if performing laps. Peter 
Pan, tucking his bare arms into each other, was amazed by how the 
Beast was adept in such a snowy terrain. 


"Baymax, | think | could use a hug,” said Hiro with a goofy grin. 


"Certainly. Everyone is welcome," replied Baymax, emitting a tender 
red glow from his white face. Steam slipped through the cracks and 
joints in his armor. 


"C'mon. Baymax can keep us warm." Hiro was first in line to 
embrace Baymax. The Beast snorted, as if to decline. Instead, he 
paced on his own, while staying close to the group. Merida giggled at 


trying to shake off the snow from her hair and dress. When she 
nudged her back over to Baymax, she sighed with great relief. 


"Peter! | know yer shivering like a shaved lamb. Join us." said 
Merida. Peter Pan floated over and tapped Baymax's armor. It 
possessed the wondrous warmth of a cozy campfire. He rubbed his 
face and hands over Baymax's chest piece. 


"Baymax. Can you tell us more about what you saw up there?" 
asked Hiro, slumping down against his robotic partner. 


"The structure appears tall... sharp... and cold. It possesses many 
chambers within." 


"Maybe someone lives up there? Someone who wants to be left 
alone?" guessed Merida. She thought back to the time she followed 
the will-o-the-wisps to a witch's hut, hidden in a dark forest. 


"| don't see how anyone... brrr... could live waaaaaay up there," said 
Peter Pan. "Remember. We came here because Hook's ship is 
supposed to be heading here." 


"Is that it up there?" The Beast pointed away from the mountain. He 
spotted a scarlet vessel, soaring through the snowfall. Hiro, Merida, 
and Peter Pan turned around and searched up high. Once Peter Pan 
recognized the three tall masts, rising from the upper deck, he was 
struck by memories of his rivalry with the ship's notorious pirate 
captain. He clenched his fists. His sudden rise in anger acted asa 
newfound source of warmth. 


"Hiro. Have you got any ideas of getting aboard that ship?" asked 
Merida. 


"Let's survey the ship first and see what we're dealing with. Baymax, 
scan for heat signatures," said Hiro. As Baymax activated his 
telescopic sensors, everyone else stared at the strange stream of 
darkness spilling from the bottom of the flying ship. It was black and 
purple, pouring down like a toxic waterfall. 


"That doesn't look good." Merida pulled over her bow and kept a 
keen eye on the sky. She and the others braved themselves for 
whatever new threat would soon come. 


"Baymaaax. Anything yet?" Hiro was frightened by the looming ship. 


"Scan complete. | detected... five sources of heat for five people. | 
processed a layout and located... what appears to be... a hidden 
chamber. I'm picking up a... strange energy source from that 
chamber. Analysis... inconclusive." 


"Incon-what?!" asked Peter Pan, irritated. 


"It means he has no way of knowing what that energy source is 
supposed to be," explained Hiro, also confused by Baymax's report. 


"| bet that's Tinker Bell," said Peter Pan, adamantly. 
"What makes you say that?" asked Hiro. 


"| dunno. She's magic. | Know it's her. It has to be." Peter Pan had 
turned stubborn. He was ready to soar into the freezing cold air and 
rescue Tinker Bell on his own. His body inched slightly higher. 


"Do you hear that?" asked the Beast. 


"Huh?" Hiro paused, trying to listen without moving. The slightest 
crunching noise from the snow around his shoes could block 
whatever sound the Beast heard. Merida curved her hand around 
her ear. Peter Pan rubbed his arms and managed to stay quiet, 
floating easily in midair. He noticed that the black waterfall had 
finished spilling from the ship. Looking ahead, Peter Pan dreaded 
the distant sounds that crept so faintly into his ears. Merida's expert 
eyes did not widen with fear. They focused on the blurry horde 
whose black skin clashed with the white snow. 


"Heartless," snarled Merida harshly. There was still time to decide 
where to shoot her first arrow. There was about a half-mile in 


between her group and the armada of Shadow Heartless that 
prowled so hastily. 


"Were they expecting us?" worried Hiro. 


"Doesn't matter! They can't beat all of us!" declared Merida, proudly. 
She glanced around the area in case more fiendish foes would 
arrive. The Beast sniffed and pounced ahead of Merida. 


"What is it? Something else?" asked Hiro. "Baymax. Scan straight 
ahead." Baymax followed his orders but Hiro spotted a new batch of 
monsters that rose above the smaller Shadows. Fairy-like Heartless 
flew in four different colors: red, blue, yellow, and green. They shined 
like Christmas lights against the snow. What would have normally 
delighted a person who enjoyed the holiday season infuriated the 
Beast. Another familiar breed of Heartless swooped alongside the 
Shadows. They flapped their large, bat-like wings. Merida 
recognized these vicious creatures as the Gargoyle Heartless that 
tried to ambush her at the graveyard. Peter Pan flew up witha 
heightened view and spotted numerous Heartless that resembled the 
same fat creature that brawled the Beast. It was an unfriendly 
reunion, to say the least. 


"Hey you guys. If you want, | can go up and see what's going on with 
the ship. They won't see me, | promise," asked Peter Pan. 


"What? No. We need you down here. They're coming," said Hiro 
urgently. Peter Pan pulled out his dagger. He hoped to rush into the 
fight, slay some Heartless, and then quickly hurry up to the ship, 
sneak inside, and bust Tinker Bell free from her prison box. Having 
to wait was a total bother. Still, he knew he had only come this far 
because of his new friends, all starting with the Beast. Abandoning 
them right before a battle would be wrong. But the idea still lingered 
in his head. 


Peter Pan stared at the ship and prayed that Tinker Bell was still 
unharmed by Captain Hook or his pirate goons. He was the only one 
in his group who noticed it rotate. Its port side faced the mountain of 


ice and snow. He knew exactly what would happen next. He plugged 
his ears. 


BOOOOOOOOM! 


Hiro and Merida were alarmed by the sudden cannon fire, pounding 
the sky like thunder. Their hearts nearly vaulted out of their chests. 
The Beast growled like a frightened animal. Asmoky clump of gun 
powder drifted away from the ship. 


BOOOOOOOOM! BOOOOOOOOM! 


Cannon fire resumed, blasting the same target upon the mountain's 
summit. 


"What the devil are they doing?!" yelled Merida. She had lowered her 
bow and covered her ears. 


"They're obviously trying to attack whatever is up there!" answered 
Hiro. 


"Then let's fly to the ship, while they're distracted," said Peter Pan, 
eagerly. He looked to the Beast who nodded in agreement. 


"It's still too dangerous!" warned Hiro, frantically switching his view 
from the flying ship to the racing Heartless army. The assault had to 
have been planned. Land and sky. If these villians of darkness were 
in fact pulling in so much effort to destroy whatever structure sat in 
such an isolated place, Hiro had to wonder how great a threat lurked 
inside. 


Oddly enough, the harsh weather subsided. The snowflakes turned 
gentle and pleasant. The Heartless army were still racing and flying 
towards the ground level where Hiro and his friends stood. From 
behind, restless winds spiraled up the mountain and gathered at the 
summit. Everyone watched in awe as a monstrous blizzard took form 
and blasted the flying ship. With the sails holding the full force of the 
storm, the ship tilted over its starboard side. 


"No," muttered Peter Pan. 
"What is it?" asked Hiro. 


"I'm really sorry but | have to go," said Peter Pan with a conflicted 
frown. 


"Huh? No. We need to stick together!" argued Hiro. 


"Tinker Bell could get hurt by whoever rules this mountain. | have to 
stop him." Peter Pan gave only a quick glance to Hiro, Baymax, and 
Merida. As for the Beast, it was a longer look of regret. He 
straightened his arms over his head and darted up the mountain. 


"Peter Pan, wait!" yelled Hiro. He tried to run and wave at Peter Pan 
but the Beast blocked him. 


"Let him go," said the Beast, firmly. 


"Huh? Why would you-" Hiro was still stunned by Peter Pan's 
departure. 


"| would do the same, if | could fly." The Beast wanted to join Peter 
Pan but his chances of climbing the mountain in time to make it to 
the ship were against him. It would also mean leaving behind Hiro, 
Baymax, and Merida. If Baymax were to carry everyone and fly, the 
storm would then easily ensare them and fling them into harm's way. 


The Beast faced the stampede of Heartless, chirping like a swarm of 
ravenous insects. He placed his paw over his heart and thought 
deeply about what Belle would have wanted. Hiro approached the 
Beast, whose pain and misery quickly melted away. Left in its place 
was a burning rage. The Beast bared his sharp fangs and stretched 
his brawny arms. 


"| will stay and fight alongside you. And when we are done here, you 
and Baymax will take me to the ship." The Beast had announced his 


demands. He let out a passionate roar and charged into the 
Heartless. 


"Sounds like a fair deal, if ye ask me," said Merida, impressed by the 
Beast's loyalty. She readied an arrow and aimed for the Heartless 
that would come after the Beast in his blind spot. Hiro nodded. Now 
was not the time to argue about arrangements. He climbed on top of 
Baymax and rocketed into the fray. They all greeted the Heartless 
scum with claws, arrows, and robot fists. 


Peter Pan was free to fly on his own. He persevered through the 
shivering winds that tried to send him into a tailspin. Peter Pan 
curved away and continued to advance even higher. Although the air 
was thinning, Peter Pan made sure to take deep, easy breaths to 
avoid losing consciousness. By retreating behind rocky cliffs, Peter 
Pan could recover his strength and wait until the winds were calm 
enough to penetrate. He had made it halfway towards the summit 
where snow and ice continued to surround the ship. 


BOOOOOOOM! 


The ship retaliated with another cannonball shot. The blizzard 
faltered, allowing the ship to straighten its sails and reload its 
cannons. 


"Even if | get inside the ship, | have to stop this storm. It'll kill us all," 
said Peter Pan out loud. He squatted sideways from the cliff. He then 
sprung back into the air. He had to hurry before the blizzard would 
resume its intensity. As Peter Pan soared over the frosted slopes, he 
was grateful for his unique ability to fly. All those years of pixie dust 
left a permanent effect on his body. Climbing by foot would have 
been a death wish for any person. 


"Hey! Heeey! Yoo-hooooo!" hollered a whiny voice. 


Peter Pan shrugged in disbelief. He found a safe spot to float still 
and look for whoever was trying to talk to him. 


"Hey kid! I'm down here!" The voice definitely belonged to a man, 
young and bossy. Peter Pan scanned the white coating of the 
mountain until he spotted a fuzzy animal, hiding inside a stone 
crevice. Perhaps a lost goat separated from his human partner? The 
animal swung his front leg, beckoning Peter Pan to get close to him. 
Peter Pan flew into the crevice which had enough room for him and 
the animal. It had brown fur, a long black neck, and a horse-like face. 


"Hey buddy. Is there anyone else out here with you?" asked Peter 
Pan. 


"Naaaah. It's just me. All alone. By myself. Because no one else 
cared to help me!" huffed the animal, raising its hoove to its head in 
a melodramatic manner. 


"What?! You can talk?" 
"Yes, | can talk! What do I... oh right, duh! I'm a llama." 
"A llama? What's that?" 


"Nevermind that! Doesn't matter! The point is. I'm here. You're here. 
And | need your help." The llama leaned in with an eager grin. 


"I'm sorry. | can't help you. | need to get up there fast," said Peter 
Pan, whose eyes were looking away and up. 


"Then what a coin-ki-dink! So do I! I've got a major tragedy on my 
hands! Well... hooves. Hand-hooves. You get the point!" fussed the 
llama. 


"Well what is it? Did the Heartless attack your home? Were your 
friends kidnapped and turned to stone?" asked Peter Pan with 
sympathy. 


"No, no, and ugh! No. Look. It's very simple. I'm Kuzco. Emperor 
Kuzco. | was trying to build my second summer house just around 
the area and then this super-lame blizzard came in and froze 


everything. That lady up there is to blame!" accused Kuzco, pointing 
upward. 


"Lady? So there is someone who lives up here?" Peter Pan became 
intrigued. 


"That's right. Some snow queen. | like sunshine, pools, and coconut 
drinks with teeny-tiny umbrellas." Kuzco pinched his hoof up to his 
face for emphasis. "Not cold weather, frozen lakes, or snowcones!" 
Kuzco slammed his hoof and pouted. "If that's her gig, fine. But this 
winter that's been spreading all over the mountains. | had to turn 
back into a llama just so | could make the climb and give her a piece 
of my mind. But if | go out there now, I'll slip and fall and break every 
single precious bone in my body. And no one wants a messy, dead 
emperor-llama." 


"So you and | both have business with this... snow queen," reasoned 
Peter Pan. 


"Exactly. So tell you what? You carry me, exhausted and weak, up to 
the top, and I'll make it worth your while. I'm very-VERY rich, you 
know." Kuzco flaunted his llama mane as if to imply some sort of 
social status. Peter Pan frowned, hesistant to accept such a bargain. 


"I'm not interested in money. | gotta save my friend. If this blizzard 
keeps up, she'll get hurt." 


"Don't go!" pleaded Kuzco, holding Peter Pan by his shoulder. "| 
can... | can... keep your warm. See this luscious, llama fur? Holding 
me is like wearing a coat. We're basically helping each other get to 
the same place." 


"| guess that seems-" Peter Pan shyly wiggled back into the crevice. 


"Look! You seem like a special... kid. You can fly and | have... my 
own various talents. Take me up there. And that's it. Pretty-pretty- 
please. | know you're feeling cold. The sooner we leave, the sooner 
we can end this blizzard. Capiche?" 


"All right. Let's do this then." Peter Pan reached under Kuzco's back 
and lifted him out of the crevice. The icy touch of the mountain air 
returned to his face and Kuzco's. 


"You know. | normally don't let people get all 'touchy' with me. You 
should consider yourself lucky," said Kuzco. Peter Pan rolled his 
eyes and flew off with Kuzco as his newest royal passenger. The 
wind tried to throw them off course but Peter Pan swerved away 
from its reach. With Kuzco's fur around his arms, Peter Pan could 
better handle the weather and fly much more easily. While one side 
of the summit concentrated its power on blasting the flying pirate 
ship, the opposite was much safer. Peter Pan and Kuzco had 
survived their mountain journey where they were gifted with a most 
marvelous and magical view. 


A magnificent palace of ice shined in brilliant blue and wondrous 
white. It sat firmly on the snowy summit beyond a rail bridge, also 
constructed of ice. Peter Pan did not want to take his chances and 
carried Kuzco over the bridge. As they flew, they looked to the open 
air on their left side where the flying pirate ship hovered. 


BOOOOOOM! A single cannonball destroyed the ice bridge, 
shattering and plummeting into a frosty abyss. 


"I'm surprised you're not wearing a halo because YOU... are my 
guardian angel," said Kuzco. 


Peter Pan smirked. He could not easily refuse such a compliment, 
even from an obnoxious llama. They landed right in front of the 
double doors. Together, they each pushed the heavy doors forward, 
grating against the floor of ice. As they entered the palace, Kuzco 
cautiously walked while Peter Pan floated onward. 


"Whoa!" gasped Peter Pan and Kuzco in unison. The foyer 
immediately entranced the two uninvited visitors with its crystalline 
gleam. In between its curved stairways, a frozen fountain with three 
tiers dangled thin strings of ice from the rims. Peter Pan rose higher 
and basked in the incredible snowflake design upon the ceiling. 


"This crib makes my own palace look shabby. Waa-ah-ah!" shrieked 
Kuzco. He slipped and wobbled with his noddle-like legs. Peter Pan 
rushed in time to help him to the banister of the curved stairway. 


"So we're finally here. Where is this snow queen?" asked Peter Pan. 


"Who's there?!" It was a young woman's voice, delicate but 
defensive. Someone tall and thin came down from the second level 
of the palace. She opened the glassy doors from the landing at the 
top of the curved stairways. 


Peter Pan had never fancied a girl in his everlasting life of youth. 
Wendy was sweet and Tinker Bell was his closest pal. Anything 
romantic was too gross and grown-up. However, none of that 
mattered when the young woman stepped out to face her intruders. 


The snow queen wore a beautiful, icy-blue dress with a glittering 
corset and a transluscent cape. Her white-blonde hair was braided 
from the back and lay on her pale shoulders. 


Peter Pan was too stunned by her magical presence to dodge her 
icy attack. Both he and Kuzco were trapped in icicles, pinning them 
against the wall. 


"Uhm... okay... uhm... maybe we can just talk and be nice to each 
other," said Kuzco. Suddenly his sassy attitude was nowhere to be 
seen. 


"Who are you?! Who sent you?!" The snow queen demanded 
answers. She twirled her fingers and cast a freezing gust upon them. 
Peter Pan shivered instantly. Even Kuzco shivered under his own 
thick llama fur. 


"No one. I'm here..." Peter Pan strained against the ice magic. He 
wiggled his arms and legs through the mercilesssly cold icicles that 
touched his skin. He slipped out and escaped. The snow queen 
panicked and tried to hit him with another magical blast. Rather than 
slip on the floor and get impaled by icicles. Peter Pan dodged her 


second attack and the third by flying over and under. He then flew 
over the frozen fountain and faced her. The snow queen was in 
shock of this boy, hovering effortlessly in front of her eyes. 


"I'm here to save a friend. She's on that pirate ship," said Peter Pan 
bravely. 


"Then she must be up to no good. | won't let you, your pirate friends, 
or any Heartless come after Anna," said the snow queen 
aggressively. 


"Who's Anna?" asked Peter Pan, forced to dodge a fourth attack, 
consisting of heavy clump of snow that would have crushed his frail 
body. "Hey! My friend is not a pirate. She was kidnapped. If you 
attack that ship, she could get hurt." 


"Do you expect me to hold back? The ship attacked first. No... it was 
the Heartless. They invaded Arendelle. And now they're bringing 
reinforcements." 


"There are also hostages in that ship. Do you really want to hurt 
them too?" 


"Why should | trust anything you have to say?!" The snow queen 
threw up her arms vigorously, causing icicles to crash from the 
ceiling. Peter Pan ducked and swerved from the airborne attack. 


"Because |... because | don't want to lose Tinker Bell!" confessed 
Peter Pan. 


"Huh?" The snow queen felt a connection. Her sympathy surfaced 
just by the mention of a name. She could tell this Tinker Bell was 
precious by the sincere look in the boy's eyes. 


"The truth is... | don't like trusting anyone either. After those pirates 
took Tinker Bell, | didn't know where to go... but | met others. They're 
trying to save their friends too. | trusted them and they helped me get 
this far. | don't want to fight you, but we need to stop this storm. Let 


me go onto that ship and give me some time to save Tinker Bell and 
the others." 


Peter Pan came down to the landing. He stood only a few feet away 
from the snow queen. She had an easy target to strike him at point- 
blank range. 


"Pleeeeeease?" whined Kuzco from the foyer. "He's a good kid. | 
trusted him and | literally just met him like... five... four minutes ago." 


The snow queen appeared hesitant. She studied Peter Pan, from 
head to toe. He let out a misty breath. She glanced at the talking 
llama and then back to Peter Pan. She lowered her hands and 
relaxed her shoulders. 


"You're gifted, aren't you?" asked the snow queen. 


"Hey. You're not bad yourself." Peter Pan offered his hand, hoping to 
gain a new ally. The snow queen flinched and shrugged. "It's fine if 
you don't actually wanna shake hands. | have this friend who doesn't 
like any touching. But you're much prettier-| MEAN-nicer than him." 


The snow queen giggled. The sight of the boy's blushing face 
amused her. It helped to further melt the anxiety. 


"By the way, I'm Peter Pan. That Ilama-dude down there is Kuzco. Is 
it tue you're a queen?" 


"lam. Queen Elsa, of Arendelle," said Elsa, calmly. Peter Pan was 
thankful to have befriended the Beast before meeting Elsa. The 
exhausting and deathly experience had helped him to understand 
what it meant to earn someone's trust, whether it was guarded by 
anger or a palace of ice. 


The Sister 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter Thirty: The Sister 
KRRRRKKK! 


A cannon ball crashed through the palace of ice. It lodged itself 
inside the opposite wall. 


Kuzco gaped at the crater, only a few feet over his face. He gulped 
and flailed his way out of the icicles. 


"Nyeh... nyeh... nyeh... ahhhhhh!" As Kuzco whined and cowered 
up the curved stairs, Peter Pan and Elsa were alarmed. 


The foyer, once smooth and clear as a frozen lake was covered in 
shattered fragments of ice. 


"Anna," muttered Elsa. Her eyes flew madly from the hole in her 
palace to the doors behind her. 


"Who are we talking about?" asked KuZco. 

"My sister. | have to protect her." Elsa tightened her fist, covered in 
frost. Peter Pan could tell she was seconds away from unleashing 
another deadly blizzard. He had to think of something to stop her. 
"Go take care of your sister. I'll handle the ship outside." 

"What? How?" asked Elsa, panicking. 

"Trust me. Once the captain of that ship sees I'm still alive, he won't 
be able to resist me." Peter Pan leaped from the landing where Elsa 


and Kuzco stood and flew through the hole. Elsa swiftly disappeared 
behind the doors. 


"Seriously, will anyone tell me what the heck is going on?!" Kuzco 
groaned and galloped after Elsa, the only one he could follow without 
having to fly. It was her ice cape that guided him through a dark, 
chilly corridor. KuZco miscounted a step and slid down the corridor 
steps with a stuttering cry. 


"Ah-ah-ah-ah-ah-ah-ah-ah!" 


Kuzco collided into a thick ice wall, just outside another pair of doors, 
opened to a crack. After hearing Elsa's soft voice from inside the 
chamber, Kuzco stretched his long, llama neck to look. 


There was Elsa, seemingly standing alone. By the position of her 
arms and head, he was embracing someone. Kuzco nervously 
slipped through the doors and approached Elsa. 


"So about the weather, how soon do you think we can fix that? I'm 
not saying it's a rush but it would be great if we could get some kind 
of ETA, you know?" 


Elsa sniffled. Kuzco leaned to the side where an ice statue of a 
young woman stood. Smooth cheeks. Braided hair. Dressed for the 
snow with a cape, fashioned with tiny little balls on the trim. 


"She looks... pretty? |... unm... | like her hair." Kuzco tried to make 
cheery small chat with no effect on Elsa. Without having any 
slightest ounce of sympathy, he could not sense the guilt and 
torment that swelled deep inside her. 

"This is what she wanted," said Elsa 

"Who?" asked Kuzco, confused. 


"Anna." 


"Anna... is she your sister? So she wanted you to turn her into... ice. 
Something tells me there's a story behind this." 


Elsa cleared her throat and rubbed her eyes. 


"It happened one night when strange monsters came and attacked 
Arendelle. Our guards couldn't stop them. We turned to the trolls for 
help and learned that the monsters were known by legend as the 
Heartless. They come from pure darkness and seek the purest 
hearts. It was a matter of time before we all realized it was Anna's 
heart they wanted most. | took her here for protection. | tried to fend 
them off but... they just kept coming. Anna then made... an awful 
request, one she believed to be the only way to keep the Heartless 
away from Arendelle. And then-" Elsa sobbed, reliving the trauma. 


"And then what?" Kuzco pressed for more details, oblivious to Elsa's 
feelings. She dried her eyes and cleared her throat. 


"| did it. | froze her heart. This time, on purpose. She wasn't scared. 
Once she turned to ice, the Heartless could no longer sense her. 
They had no interest in my heart." 


Elsa scoffed and looked up at the dark ceiling. "| shouldn't be so 
surprised. | destroyed every last Heartless. And... well, I've been up 
here since. | won't leave my sister behind." 


"Wait, wait. If her plan worked and the Heartless are gone, why are 
you still making it winter like... everywhere?" asked Kuzco, still 
fixated on his luxury summer house. 


"Is that what's happening out there?" Elsa frowned. Kuzco flinched 
as new pointy icicles poked him from the walls. "With my powers, I... 
I'm still trying to control them. When | lose faith or when I'm upset, it 
puts everything in deep, deep... snow." 


"Uh-huh... might wanna see a doctor about that... but what about 
those... flying pirate people? Why are they trying to blow this place 
up?" 


"| don't know but | think they still want Anna. This time, they must 
know I'm a threat." 


"Well, it looked like you were putting up a pretty good fight. But that 
kid has his friend inside that ship. And other folks too. So maybe 
freezing the whole ship... isn't the beat idea," suggested Kuzco, half- 
jokingly. 


"What else can we do?" asked Elsa. 
"Well, we can go see how what's-his-name is doing." 
"You mean... Peter... Pan?" 


"Yeah, yeah! | mean... all he wanted was time to get inside the ship 
and do some rescuing, Let's see how Peter-P is doing." 


BOOOOOOM! 


The whole palace trembled. The chamber itself remained stable but 
spilled some frost onto the floor. 


"| hope this place is insured," said Kuzco. Elsa gave one last, loving 
look to her sister Anna. She remembered what Peter Pan said about 
leaving his home to confront the villains. It was by working with 
others that he claimed to make real progress. Anna would certainly 
be bold enough to embark on an epic journey and befriend others to 
save her sister, as she once did before. 


Elsa had made up her mind. The icicles from the walls shrank. No 
longer would she hide and play defensively. She rushed out of the 
chamber and up the corridor. 


"Wait! Does this mean we all have to actually help out? I'm all for 
providing moral support and uhm..." Kuzco gave up on inventing 
new excuses. It was clear that Elsa could not hear him. She had left 
him behind in the chilly chamber. One look at Anna's frozen face and 
he quivered. 


"Okay. This is place is totally creepy. I'm leaving now. Bye-bye!" 
Kuzco sped out of the chamber and ran up the corridor. When he 


arrived back at the foyer, it was still empty. Kuzco then turned back 
around and found the second stairway that had previously eluded 
him. Only after letting out a most miserable groan did Kuzco hustle 
up the stairs and put his llama legs to work. 


"At least I'm burning some calories from all this!" 


KuZCO was sore and sweaty when he finally arrived at the highest 
level of the palace. The refreshing cold air lured him across the floor 
towards a bright balcony where Elsa stood. KuZco joined her at the 
railing where they both watched Peter Pan race around the cannons. 


"Look at him go! Speedy little sucker, isn't he?" cheered Kuzco. 


Elsa watched the familiar dark creatures, firing the cannons from the 
flying ship. From the center of the main deck, a pirate captain with a 
large feathered hat, screamed at his Heartless henchmen to fix their 
aim. He madly swung his sword with every miss. Elsa was deeply 
impressed with Peter Pan's deed to distract the cannon fire. Her 
palace was still held together, save for the giant hole in her foyer. 


Peter Pan snuck underneath the ship and flew towards what looked 
like a panel. Perhaps he was trying to pick at a secret latch that led 
to the lower levels. Elsa believed would make sense to sneak aboard 
the ship from below while the main deck was completely fortified. 
Peter Pan tried to pull the panel open but he had to fly back up, 
expose himself, and draw the cannons away from the palace. 


"He needs our help," said Elsa. 


"What did you have in mind?" asked Kuzco. Both his fur and Elsa's 
hair whipped in the high winter wind. The pirate captain had to put 
down his sword and use one hand to keep his enormous hat on his 
head. As for the other hand... it appeared to be much smaller. Elsa 
took a closer look and realized it was actually a hook. 


"We need to disable their fire power," affirmed Elsa. 


"Great idea! | love that idea. He-he... how are we gonna go that?" 
Kuzco stood back as Elsa mustered a whirling gust of frost around 
her hands. She locked her aim onto a single cannon and shot a 
piercing blast of magic. 


Its impact rendered one cannon useless, encased in solid ice. 


Suddenly, the pirate captain switched his attention up to the palace 
balcony. Elsa gasped. He pointed and screamed, curing the 
Heartless to adjust their remaining five cannons. 


"C'mon Elsa. You've got this!" said Kuzco. Elsa was too terrified to 
make another attempt. She lost focus. 


Peter Pan dove in fast and jabbed the pirate captain in the back. He 
spiraled away and taunted his foe by blowing out his tongue. 


"Giving up on me already, you old codfish?" 


"Blast it, Peter Pan! | can't stand any second looking at you 
anymore!" shouted Captain Hook. 


"Really? | bet your wife must think the same thing. Too bad, you 
never had one." Peter Pan buzzed around the Heartless henchmen 
and confused them with his swift bee-like movement. Hook raged 
like a bratty child, stuck in a grown man's body. The tantrum took 
over, preventing Hook from giving any new commands to his 
minions. Elsa once again had a clear shot. 


"Do it now!" urged KuZzco. 


"Okay," Elsa exhaled and regained her focus. Both hands glittered 
with magical frost. She blasted a stream of white and blue, freezing a 
second cannon. The pirate captain slipped on the ice that expanded 
onto the deck. 


"Four more to go! Woo!" praised Kuzco. Elsa chuckled lightly but 
concentrated on striking another cannon. She thrusted one hand and 


then the other. Two more cannons were completely frozen. Elsa 
located the last two cannons and fired another powerful blast of her 
ice magic. The Heartless could not break the layer of ice that sealed 
their cannon ball latch. Just one more left to freeze. The pirate 
captain stormed to the final cannon and fixed its trajectory on his 
own. It had become a test of speed and skill. Elsa's ice magic ora 
pirate's cannon ball. Rather than dwell on failure, Elsa was 
determined to finish the job. She shot one more magical blast of ice. 
Just as the pirate captain lit the wick, Peter Pan returned and kicked 
the cannon from the side. While the cannon ball failed to hit any part 
of the palace or mountain, the icy blast appeared to catch Peter Pan 
in the impact. 


"No!" cried Elsa. She could not tell what came after. Her ice powers 
left behind a thick cloud of frost that mixed with smoke on the main 
deck. She and Kuzco waited anxiously to see what really happened. 


"Whoa! That was a close one!" 
Elsa and Kuzco spun around in amazement. 
"Peter Pan! My man! Wow! You're not dead... like at all." 


"Of course not. | got out in time." Peter Pan crossed his arms in 
confidence. 


"But | thought," Elsa was stunned. She looked back at the ship 
where the smoke and frost faded. The pirate captain was frozen from 
his waist to his shoes. He cried for the Heartless to set him free. 


"HA!" shouted KuZzco, pointing his hoof over the railing. 


"Well that takes care of that. We still gotta save Tinker Bell and the 
others," said Peter Pan. 


"| saw you trying to open something from the hull. Is that where you 
need to go?" asked Elsa. 


"Yeah. I've been inside once before. But it's locked tight." 


"| think | can help. Follow me." Elsa rushed past her new friends and 
went back down the stairs. Peter Pan flew behind her while Kuzco 
ran. They caught up to her, returning to the foyer. She carefully 
approached the edge of the hole in the wall. 


"What are we here for? | really hope we don't make it a thing of 
going up and down the stairs like it's leg day," complained Kuzco. 


"A clear shot," said Elsa calmly. Peter Pan floated beside her where 
the panel from the hull was more exposed than the higher level of 
the ice palace. Elsa curled her fingers like claws and threw her arm 
forward. Instead of a freezing gust, she fired a large icicle that 
penetrated the wood. A new hole was created. Elsa nodded with a 
smirk. Now they were even. 


"Perfect! I'll fly in and bring everyone back." 
Peter Pan hovered through the palace. 

"Wait!" shouted Elsa. 

"What is it?" asked Peter Pan. 

"I'm coming with you," said Elsa. 

"Are you sure? | mean, | don't mind... | guess." 


"This is for Anna. | won't just wait for these pirates to come back with 
more ships. It's the only way for them to understand what happens 
when they come after my kingdom and my family." 


Elsa beamed with bravery. Peter Pan was charmed by her resolve. 


"Well, do you want me to carry you across or-" Peter Pan shyly 
ribbed the back of his neck. He was oddly more nervous about 
getting very close to Elsa than he was with Merida. He could not 
understand it. 


"That won't be necessary. I'll see you on the other side," said Elsa. 
Peter Pan steadily flew towards the hole in the pirate ship. He 
stepped inside where he inhaled the familiar stench of rum and 
gunpowder. Kuzco, back in the foyer, was unsure of what Elsa had in 
mind. She raised her arms and cast a swirling frost, taking the form 
of a brand new bridge. It extended far enough to reach the hole 
where Peter Pan waited for her. She took one step, turning the frost 
underneath her into solid ice. Kuzco gulped, wondering if what she 
was doing was safe. She bolted out of the palace. She was unafraid 
to trust her powers this time. As she moved across the air, hundreds 
of feet over the ground, the bridge of fragile frost turned into a bridge 
of polished ice. It was not even finished until Elsa finally joined Peter 
Pan at the ship's hull. 


"Uhm... okay... | guess... | can... uhm... take my time," Kuzco 
cautiously pressed his hoof onto the ice bridge. 


"Kuzco! It's okay if you want stay where it's a safe," hollered Peter 
Pan. 


"Hey! Don't forget. I'm an emperor. I'm not so... SO... So easily 
intimidated. | just gotta stroll right on over." Kuzco was able to leave 
the foyer and place all four of his hooves onto the bridge. He tried to 
only look straight ahead where Peter Pan and Elsa waited for him. 
About halfway, Kuzco was feeling less anxious. He chuckled and 
dared to walk much faster. 


THUD! A bandanna-wearing Heartless had pounced just in front of 
him. 


"AHHHH! What is that?! It's ugly!" cried Kuzco. He inched away from 
the rusty blade that was swung at him. Two more pirate Heartless 
rained down, along with two other airborne Heartless. 


"Kuzco! Watch out!" warned Peter Pan. Elsa reached out and fired a 
blast of ice to take down one of the flying foes. She could not hit the 
second one that tried to lift Kuzco. 


"Hey! No... TOUCHY!" Kuzco chomped its neck and freed himself. 
Right as he landed on the bridge, Kuzco glared the Heartless thugs 
with sharp swords. 


"That's it! I've had it! This whole trip was so... not... worth it!" Kuzco 
furiously stomped, causing ice to crack. 


"Uh-oh." Kuzco fled back to the foyer where the Heartless pursued 
him. 


“Come on, Kuzco," said Peter Pan, wishfully. Elsa would not aim and 
risk hurting Kuzco. His heart raced to reach the other side in time. 
The bridge trembled. Kuzco had to stop and move away from the 
sword that flew by his face. The pirate Heartless had caught up to 
him. With his limber llama body, Kuzco could dance around the 
swords. He even considered going in to land an attack with his legs. 


KRRRSH-KRRK! 
The ice bridge snapped in half. Both portions fell inward. 


"Noooooo! No-no-no-no-no!" Kuzco panicked and climbed the bridge 
as it dropped. He was so close! 


"| can save him!" Peter Pan was ready to zoom back into the 
freezing cold air. Instead, a flying Heartless with sail-like wings 
blocked him. It wrapped its thick, brawny arms around him but Elsa 
threw and snowball at its face. She pulled in Peter Pan and shot two 
icicles, each one puncturing a wing. The flightless Heartless then fell 
into the frosty abyss. Elsa and Peter Pan searched for Kuzco. He 
tried to squatted to make the long jump to the foyer. Instead, the one 
Heartless that had thrown its sword away managed to grab Kuzco by 
his hind leg. Kuzco slipped and failed. 


The distance was far too great. Kuzco, the few pirate Heartless, and 
the chunks of ice plummeted. If this was to be his final moments, he 
was going to end it with style. 


"BOOOOOYA-HAHAHA! Woo!" screamed Kuzco. 


Peter Pan and Elsa were mortified. They wanted to grieve but they 
had to move on. The Heartless needed to be stopped. Peter Pan 
and Elsa journeyed through the shadowy halls of the pirate ship. 
Tinker Bell and the others had to be around somewhere. 


The King 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter Thirty-One: The King 
It was not supposed to end like this. 


Kuzco had been dogged about finding the alleged snow queen who 
was responsible for the blizzard. His plan was fool-proof: bust 
through the front doors, spit out some harsh words, stomp his royal 
llama hoof, and expect the ice-lady to fix everything. Super quick. 
Super easy. 


All he wanted was for his servants to finish the measurements for 
building his second summer home; it was going to be a huge 
spectacle, complete with a killer water slide for a crystal clear pool. It 
was meant to be the true Kuzcotopia without ruining the lives of 
peasants. A rather noble decision, Kuzco believed. So much for 
expert planning. 


Kuzco never expected to combat flying pirate ships. He was 
definitely not looking to play someone's therapist for family drama. 
And without a doubt, he had no interest in fighting demonic 
henchmen. It had to be an awful nightmare, fueled by Kronk's 
spinach puffs. 


As the harsh cold wind blasted his face, Kuzco could hardly scream 
anymore. His eyes were shut after the ice bridge crumbled. At any 
moment, he would hit the bottom and leave behind an ugly mess. 
What a cruel ending, he thought. He was still such a young, 
handsome, super-smart ruler with a god-given talent for finding his 
groove. With what little time he had left to live, Kuzco lamented how 
the world was going to lose such an awesome guy. 


And yet, the melancholy mood did not last long. In fact, Kuzco grew 
bored and irritated. How much longer was this fall going to take? 
Was he already dead, moving on his way to the glorious afterlife? 


Kuzco forced his eyes open. He was certainly still falling. However, 
from his perspective, it looked like the Heartless and chunks of ice 
were floating around him. Few of the pieces looked smooth and flat, 
almost like a snowboard. KuZzco instantly remembered when he took 
a royal winter vacation up the snowy mountains to cruise down the 
frosted slopes. He was, of course, a total natural with unquestionable 
skill. At least, that was what his loyal subjects had to say in front of 
his face. 


Kuzco chuckled with a crazy idea in mind. He hastily swung his 
llama legs, as if swimming in the air. Once Kuzco got close enough, 
he snagged the longest and largest shard of ice. It became quite 
obvious that balancing each of his four hooves on the shard's 
smooth surface was going to be challenging. 


Ker-THUD! 


Kuzco flipped forward as the ice bumped into the sharp cliffside. 
Suddenly, everything turned upside-down. Terror took over. Kuzco 
panicked and whimpered under the ice. No one could save him now. 
His only chance of surviving was by riding the ice like a snowboard 
and reach the bottom of the mountain safely. It was all up to him and 
whatever courage he could produce. 


Kuzco fiercely kicked the ice, right-side up. He fixed his posture, 
trying to imitate a two-legged stance as best as he could. He glanced 
down at the snow that would hopefully cushion his landing. Was 
there a chance that both the ice and his spine would snap in half? 
Sure. Would his ludicrous plan to surf down the slopes as a four- 
legged animal fail completely? Maybe. Should Kuzco have added 
more cardio to his workout so he could have reached the Elsa's 
palace in time and not worry about the physics of llamas, gravity, and 
ice? Duh! 


He was seconds away from impact. Kuzco glared and grinned with 
moxie. It was time to teach this mountain who was the real boss. 


"Bring it on!" said Kuzco boldly. He slammed his front legs against 
the ice, right before hitting the slopes. 


PWEFF! 


It was an intense landing. All the momentum continued to build but 
under Kuzco's control. 


"Yeah-ha-ha-ha! Nailed it!" Kuzco reveled in the incredible thrill of 
shredding the snow into waves of frost. He figured out how to curve 
and avoid the rocks in his path. He was even confident enough to 
move towards a mound and leap. 


FWSHSHSHSH... PWFFF! 


"Okay... okay. | totally got this!" Kuzco had enjoyed his amazing 
airborne trick. But now, he had to stay focused. Eventually, he would 
have to put himself to the task of braking at the base of the 
mountain. He convinced himself that the hardest part of his plan was 
over. All he had to do was maneuver around the remaining obstacles 
down ahead. Maybe he could just let the speed die out and relax on 
a flat surface. The rocky surface of the mountain bumped the ice 
shard from underneath. Kuzco could tell the snow was turning thin 
on the slope. He could then hear his own heart beat rapidly, almost 
muting the sounds of dashing through the snow. His hooves 
remained firm against the ice shard until Kuzco looked down ahead 
and gasped. His legs wobbled and loosened. He quickly slipped and 
fell onto the ice shard. Lying on his belly, Kuzco clung onto the edge 
in front, like a terrified child, riding a sled. All he could do was stare in 
despair. 


Approaching the mountain was an inescapable army of Heartless, 
swarming like a black mass that took over the white snow. Kuzco 
would certainly fall right into their clutches. But where else could he 
go? Running in the snow would be his only option until he could 


hide, wait for the Heartless to pass through, and then flee back to his 
home. Perhaps Elsa and Peter Pan could solve everything on their 
own with the pirates and the eternal winter. His empire would be 
saved but missing their beloved ruler. His subjects would certainly 
host a grand funeral in his honor. But how would they know where to 
find his body? When they would start looking? Kuzco agonized over 
the new questions that stacked in his head. 


PWWFFF-THUD! 


An aggressive landing shook Kuzco out his mind. The slopes were 
far behind him. The ice shard had finally delivered him to the ground 
level. Still, his safety was far from secure. Kuzco could feel the 
speed shoot him like an arrow. The Heartless would soon be served 
one helpless llama on an icy platter. 


Perhaps it really was going to end like this. Kuzco had only delayed 
his demise. At least he found one last moment to enjoy himself by 
improvising a plan to snowboard on a piece of ice. Who else could 
claim to have performed such an incredible feat? 


Kuzco gave himself one last laugh. It helped him to overcome the 
hideous Heartless that chirped and screeched like monsters. 


FFFWIP! 


The time had come. Kuzco felt weightless. Something was carrying 
him up and away. His glorious ascent to heaven brought unbridled 
joy to his heart. He was grateful for a swift and painless death. He 
opened his eyes and looked up, hoping to witness a beautiful beam 
of golden light. 


Instead, Kuzco met with utter disappointment. He was in fact still 
alive and still stuck in a winter wasteland. This time, he hovered high 
above the ground. Kuzco turned frantic, unable to comprehend the 
situation. What in the world was going on? And why was some red 
husky knight carrying him? And since when could knights fly? 


"H-h-hey! What's the big idea, pal?!" shouted Kuzco. 


"Hiro. This llama possesses... unusual skill... with human speech," 
said a toneless, flat voice. 


"Not too strange considering what we've seen so far, Baymax," 
replied the voice of a teenage boy. "Let's bring him down and get 
back to helping the others." 


Kuzco was still disoriented from the sudden change in momentum. 
From sliding down on the ice to rocketing high into the chilly air, 
Kuzco had to recover his senses. The ravenous cries of the 
Heartless alerted him. Down below him, countless Heartless 
gregariously marched towards the snowy mountain. Kuzco then 
remembered how Elsa described them in her story. If she and Peter 
Pan did not hurry with the rescue plans soon, the Heartless would 
surely scale the mountain and reach the ice palace, where Anna was 
left unprotected. Kuzco wondered if there was really anything he 
could do to help. If not, then heading back to his empire surely would 
not make a difference. It would certainly be a more convenient 
option. No more fighting. No more crazy adventures. No more 
Heartless. 


"No sign of Peter Pan yet," said Hiro. "Keep your sensors on Merida 
and the Beast." 


"Wait-wait-wait! Peter Pan?!" cried Kuzco. Hiro leaned over 
Baymax's wing to speak directly to Kuzco. 


"Hey there Mr. Llama. Did you say something?" 


"First of all. My name's Kuzco. EMPEROR-Kuzco. Second, yes | did. 
And just to make sure we're talking about the same Peter Pan, he's 
a ginger kid, wears green tights, flies around, and is desperately 
trying to save his friend named Tinker Bell?" 


"Yeah! That's our guy! Did you see him? What happened?" Hiro was 
elated, taking his mind off the battle against the Heartless. 


"He and Elsa got inside that pirate ship. Up there!" Kuzco stretched 
his front leg and pointed past Baymax. Hiro looked up to the ship 
that continued to hover in the shivering sky. He then realized how 
much quieter it had became without the pounding cannons or the 
wailing blizzard. Maybe Peter Pan actually accomplished something 
by leaving the team. But who was this Elsa? Where did she fit into 
the insane plot of the Heartless? And how did a self-proclaimed 
emperor get turned into a llama and retain the ability to talk? 


"Just... h-hold on for a moment. Baymax. Head down over to 
Merida's position. She's about to get surrounded!" said Hiro, raising 
his voice in alarm. 


Baymax swerved, taking Kuzco along for the ride. They headed 
down towards the mayhem of monsters, where a girl with thick red 
hair guarded against a pair of large needle-like claws. 


"Ye aren't finished with me sword yet!" cried Merida. She deflected 
and nicked a Heartless, forced to limp away. "Oy! Come back 'ere ye 
cowardly cur!" 


KSSSH! 


She lunged and slashed the Heartless's hands off before impaling 
and flinging it into the crowd of creatures. She fiercely hurried to 
keep defending herself from those that tried to strike her from 
behind. Her clever eyes searched the snow for the remaining arrows 
to be retrieved. Merida moved swiftly and eliminated any Heartless in 
her path. One second for picking up her arrow. Another for piercing a 
Heartless through its wicked symbol. Although Merida maintained 
her fighting spirit, her body was almost drained of stamina. Her grip 
on her hilt turned sweaty and loose. Her chest burned with heaving 
breaths. Merida tried to convince herself that she could outperform 
both Baymax and the Beast. Admitting defeat was out of the 
question. Her father would have been proud. 


Baymax swooped in low and landed several yards away from the 
Heartless army. Their bright yellow eyes guided them towards the 


base of the snowy mountain. Hiro stepped down and observed how 
the Heartless did not react to any new threat unless directly 
provoked. Their bright yellow eyes guided them towards the base of 
the snowy mountain. Hiro had not realized this sooner since he and 
Baymax were hasty to land the first attack on the front lines. He 
theorized that Heartless were wild creatures that followed their 
instinct unless manipulated to obey a strict command. It had to be 
someone like Jafar, Oogie Boogie, or Captain Hook. Hiro hoped they 
were the only villains involved. Oogie was defeated but Jafar and 
Captain Hook were supposedly aboard the flying pirate ship. If so, 
then perhaps he and the others could defeat them both at the same 
place and put an end to the Heartless threat, once and for all. 


Hiro slowly made his way towards the sinister stream of Heartless. 
He looked back where KuZzco appeared terrified and stayed close to 
Baymax. He still needed to ask the talking llama more questions 
after pulling Merida out from the battle so she could recover. He 
approached her from behind as she was fending off two Soldier 
Heartless at once. Before Hiro could utter a single word, Merida 
heard him step onto the snow. Her reflexes took over. She slashed 
her two foes in half, twirled around, and pointed her razor sharp 
sword at Hiro's face. 


"Watch it!" scolded Merida. She lowered her weapon and eased her 
shoulders. "Ye lookin' to be a one-eyed beggar?" 


"Sorry! | came to help! There's too many out here." 


"Well spotted, Hiro!" spat Merida sarcastically. She trudged across 
the snow to follow him over to Baymax's position. 


"What's that ye got there? A bit early for finding fresh meat for a 
victory feast, isn't it?" Merida gestured her sword at Baymax. Hiro 
had to think hard for a moment to realize she was actually referring 
to KuZzco. 


"Uhm-no! I'm not on the menu, child! Don't get it twisted," snapped 
KUZCO. 


"It talks," said Merida, mildly surprised. 
"Geez. I'm never getting used to that." Kuzco shook his head. 
"Merida. This llama claims to know where Peter Pan went," said Hiro 


"Good! | reckon | will be the one to first give that fairy boy a good 
smacking! Ye can wait yer turn," insisted Merida. 


"Do whatever you want to him after all this is over. The point is, he 
and Elsa are up there, trying to save some hostages. You guys just 
need to buy'em some more time.” 


"Has he any idea what we be up against? And who be this Elsa?" 
asked Merida. 


"Okay, okay, I'll spill the story but it's gonna be abridged. You'll thank 
me later." Kuzco inhaled as if explaining was a tiresome chore. "So 
Elsa has these freaky ice powers, right? She can make bridges and 
blizzards like... it's the weirdest thing ever. But she's cool-no pun 
intended, by the way. She was up there, making this storm not 
because she's an evil snow queen-which | totally get- but because 
she was protecting her sister and things got out of control. Peter Pan 
came in and was like 'It's okay. We can help. I'm trying to save my 
friend too.’ And | was like 'I'm trying to save my people... kinda- 
sorta.’ So she calms down and is like 'Hooray! Now let's go stop 
those sky pirates and their demon army.’ And me, being all brave 
and noble, tried to help them but then | fell, almost died, but then this 
red-guy here saved me and here we are. Any questions?" 


"Ye lost me somewhere in the middle of yer tall tale," Merida 
scratched her head in confusion. 


"Ugggh, children! Okay. One more time." Kuzco rolled his eyes and 
prepared to simplify the allegiances. "Peter Pan-good guy. Elsa-good 
guy. Me-awesome guy. Pirates-bad guys. Heartless-also bad guys. 
You, Hiro, and-I'm sorry-does he have a name?" 


"lam Baymax. Hiro Hamada's primary healthcare companion." 


"Kay. Great. You, Hiro, and Baymax are the good guys who have to 
keep fighting so they Heartless don't reach the summit. Elsa's got 
her sister in there. We have to keep her safe." 


"Her sister may be another target for these creeps. Just like Jack 
Skellington," guessed Hiro. 


"Even if we be best friends with this Elsa, how do you expect us to 
win?" asked Merida, incredulously. "There's too many of these 
cursed creatures!" 


Hiro sensed Merida's exhaustion. She was still panting in between 
her words. She leaned on her sword without falling on the snow. 
Perhaps she knew she would have to stand up again to fight at a 
moment's notice. By the intense reddish look on her face, Merida 
tried to handle the overwhelming task as best as her aching body 
could manage. 


A roar of frustration commanded everyone's attention. Hiro turned 
and spotted the Beast, wrestling with a Fat Body Heartless. A pack of 
Shadows hopped onto the Beast's back and toppled him to the 

snow. They chirped and screeched excitedly. 


"Baymax. We have to get the Beast out of there too!" announced 
Hiro. 


"Hiro. | must inform you. | have approximately... five minutes... until | 
enter... low battery mode." 


"What?! B-b-but you should've been fully charged via the solar panel 
upgrade. | thought | checked." 


"| was unable to absorb any... solar energy... from this weather. 
Flying while carrying our large friend... and combatting the 
Heartless... has exceeded my energy output." 


"What's Baymax babbling about?" asked Kuzco. 


"He can't fight or help too much longer," said Hiro, shrugging in 
shame. He and his friends had tried their hardest to slay all of the 
Heartless. Merida was right. The size of the army was more than the 
four could handle. Everyone was on their last round of combat. Hiro 
watched the Heartless finally reach the snowy mountain and climb 
with their impish claws. Regardless of any new plan that Hiro could 
concoct in his genius mind, no one had the energy to execute it. 
They gained a new ally who was only a scrawny llama. Even if Peter 
Pan was present to help, Hiro wondered if it would even really make 
a difference. A tumultuous surge of doubt weakened Hiro. He lost 
balance and fell to the snow. He frowned but with a stubborn squint 
in his eyes. There had to be something that he could do. Some way 
of solving this situation. Some way of defeating this disaster. Maybe 
they really could not do anything on their own. They needed help 
from somewhere or someone. They needed help now. 


"Baymax. Flash the beacon beam into the sky," commanded Hiro. 


"Affirmative." Baymax lifted his head and faced the snowy clouds. A 
breeze of snowflakes passed over Hiro as he stood back on his feet. 
He breathed easily and gazed at the solid red beam of light that shot 
up high. It was not much of a clever solution. He gave a tender smile 
and offered a fist bump to his robotic buddy. 


"Ba-la, la-la-la," recited Baymax. Hiro chuckled lightly. 
"What's that for?" asked Merida. 


"It's our last shot. If anyone else is out here too, they'll Know where to 
find us," answered Hiro. 


"It's come to that, hasn't it? Aye... yer givin' up yer pride for folks that 
might never show up and save our sorry bums," teased Merida. 


"Yeah but you know what? I'm not giving up. Not while I've got my 
brain... and you've got your bow." 


"Oh now you try to flatter me? Save yer sweet words 'til after we be 
done with this battle. But at least | don't have to give you a good 
smacking for giving up. | trust you to hold down Peter Pan as | roll up 
me sleeves." 


"Sounds like a deal," accepted Hiro. Kuzco considered making a 
retreat while Hiro and his team would distract the Heartless. And yet, 
even he was a little inspired by Hiro's honor and Merida's courage. 
Baymax remained stoic and steady. Kuzco stood still, unable to 
make up his mind. 


A sharp whistle pierced the cold air. Baymax deactivated his beacon. 
The Heartless turned completely immobile. Hiro wondered with great 
confusion. Had he done something to stop them? 


"Ha-ha-HA! Who you gonna call with that flimsy flashlight?" mocked 
a deep, throaty voice. 


Hiro, Merida, Baymax, and Kuzco all followed the sound and spied a 
tall, pudgy character with a fat chin and tiny black ears. 


"You punks gave it your best shot but failed. Nothing you can do 
against my Heartless crew." 


"I'm gonna guess you're one of the bad guys then," said Kuzco. 


"Bingo, you bucked-toothed, talking donkey. You should know it was 
me, the menacing and the incomparable Pete, who's taking charge 
with the ground forces, see? These thugs all work for me. Best not to 
mess with us, no more." 


Pete snapped his thick fingers and summoned a gang of 
Neoshadows. Merida recognized this agile breed from when she and 
Jack Skellington had combated them together. They succeeded with 
top-notch teamwork, of which she was proud. She knew how tricky 
they would be, especially while fighting them on the snow. 


"Well go on, boys. Attack!" barked Pete before cackling and holding 
his belly. 


Baymax rushed in front and served as a barrier. Merida feared that 
the Neoshadows would overpower Baymax and reach everyone 
else. Hiro stood beside Merida as did Kuzco, gulping nervously. 


The Neoshadows pounced quickly while the other Heartless 
resumed their movement, up the mountain. 


"Baymax!" cried Hiro, extending his hand. Merida aimed her arrow to 
strike at least one of her new enemies. Before she could loosen her 
bow string, a black horse fearlessly galloped into the fray. Merida 
was reminded of her lost horse, Angus who had much larger hooves. 
Instead, someone on the saddle fired a blast of light which 
obliterated every single Neoshadow into dust. 


"No... NO-no-no-NO!" whined Pete in terror. "How are you even still 
alive?!" 


Hiro and Merida peeked past Baymax at the small person who 
hopped down from the horse. He had round mouse ears and a thin, 
string-like tail. He wielded a massive key as if it was some kind of 
weapon. 


"You never had a chance at stopping me, Pete!" shouted the mouse- 
like character, swinging his key assertively. 


KSSSSSSH! 


A burning blast of fire streamed like a flamethrower. It came not from 
the key-shaped weapon but from a small dragon that perched on the 
true horse rider's shoulder. 


"Yeah. That's right! Team Honor can-NOT be matched!" boasted 
Mushu. 


Merida looked up and discovered a young woman holding the reins. 
She knew not of her name but admired the brave look in her 
merciless eyes. Mulan unsheathed her sword and pointed at Pete, 
still startled by the dragon fire. 


FWOOOOOSH! 


"Heads up!" shouted a charming, young man from overhead. He flew 
like a hawk and swung his scimitar at Pete's neck. Pete crouched 
just in time. Hiro used his visor to identify the man who arrive by 
riding what appeared to be a magic carpet with a small monkey at 
the edge. 


"Take that!" squawked a duck's voice. 
ZZZ-Zap-Zap! 


Bolts of lightning scorched the snow, forcing Pete to dance and 
dodge the magic. A single bolt landed and electrocuted Pete. Kuzco 
flinched when someone rubbed against his fur. 


"Hey! No tou-" Kuzco turned speechless upon seeing a clothed duck 
with a staff. 


"Nice work, Donald," said the mouse. 
"Thank you, Your Majesty," said the duck. 


" Your Majesty ?" repeated Hiro. He studied the one who was 
addressed with a royal moniker. He dressed in a red, buckled jacket 
with shorts and oversized yellow shoes. Who were these people? 
Both the actual humans and the talking animals. It was all so bizarre. 
Perhaps this whole adventure was one intense dream instead of a 
real, inter-dimensional adventure like he had come to accept. 


Pete grumbled back to his feet and wiped the snow from his face. 


"You kids have no idea what you're up against. | have an army." 


"We have a lion," stated King Mickey. 


Pete shuddered when a deep snarling crept from behind. The 
moment he turned around and discovered a ferocious lion, he 
shrieked like a little girl. How a lion appeared in the snowy terrain 
was beyond all reason. It stared at Pete as if it finally found its next 
plump meal. 


Rrrrr-RAWRRRRRRRRRRRRRR! 


The lion blasted a booming voice that was powerful enough to 
rumble snow off the slopes and shove the Heartless back to the 
ground. Pete scampered through his Heartless army and yelled new 
orders to attack King Mickey's team instead of climbing the 
mountain. 


"Donald, heal our new friends. Mulan, Mushu, clear the way through 
the Shadows. Aladdin, watch out for the Heartless that can fly. 
Simba, you and | will bring down the big guys head on. It's our turn 
to fight," said King Mickey. 


"Right!" replied Mulan, Mushu, Aladdin, Simba, and Donald Duck in 
unison. Hiro, Merida, and Kuzco were at a loss for words. These 
incredible characters had all come at once to save them. Hiro 
decided to trust them only because they shared the same enemy. 
Still, he had so many questions to ask. Where would he start? 


The Bargain 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter Thirty-Two: The Bargain 


Peter Pan started to shiver once again. He and Elsa had been racing 
through the creaking corridors of the Jolly Roger to locate Tinker Bell 
and the other kidnapped victims. What was once an escape from the 
freezing wind turned into a tingling return to the bitter cold. Peter Pan 
figured they were near an open window or a hallway to the upper 
deck. He glanced back where snow and sheets of ice trailed behind 
Elsa's cape. He twitched his nose which had been covered in 
snowflakes. 


"Hey. Are you gonna be okay?" asked Peter Pan. 


"Sure... why?" Elsa slowed down to catch her breath. When she 
leaned against the wooden wall, she accidentally created a large 
spot of frost. Embarrassed, Elsa turned away and discovered the icy 
trail on the floor. She feared she was on the verge of losing control of 
her powers. Again. 


"I'm sorry! | just... | just want to Keep moving. Every second we're 
here is another second where Anna is all alone," said Elsa, turning 
red from frustration. The ice on the floor sharpened into spikes. Peter 
Pan had to be careful about his next choice of words. 


"We'll find our friends and get out of here fast. I'm sure of it." 


"| know. | think... you said you've been inside this ship before, right?" 
asked Elsa, trying to overcome the doubt in her mind. 


"Well yeah... once. | was poking around. See, Hook was trying to 
hide but I'm like the best at hide-and go-seek. Then he chased me 
out and | totally swooped in like-" Peter Pan ceased his egocentric 
story when he saw the look of discomfort on Elsa's face. Her ice 


magic intensified. Snowflakes whirled around her shoulders and the 
rising icicles closed in behind them. Peter Pan crossed his arms 
tightly from the sudden drop in temperature while Elsa did the same 
but out of anxiety. He thought it was so strange how Elsa seemed 
incapable of finding her own faith. It was so foreign to him. Back in 
Neverland, finding faith was easy. He had his home, his fellow Lost 
Boys, and plenty of fun adventures across the island. But now, he 
and Elsa were both far from home, trying to save someone precious 
to them. And yet, Peter Pan still had faith while Elsa did not. There 
was a lonely look in her eyes, gleaming like crystal snow. Was it a 
tear? If she continued to sink deeper into her fears, then surely the 
whole pirate ship would freeze. Peter Pan wondered if he could even 
help her. If not them, then who? 


"Hey Elsa?" asked Peter Pan softly. 
"Y-yes?" replied Elsa, shuddering. 


"| wanna you to try something. Think of a happy thought. That 
always cheers me up." 


"Happy?" 


"Yeah! Like sword fights, treasure hunts, waterfalls, and the wind. 
That works for me," shared Peter Pan. "It's what helps me fly." 


"Your emotions... give you powers?" asked Elsa. 


"| guess... hmm... | never thought about it like that before." Peter 
Pan tapped his chin curiously. Elsa inhaled slowly before releasing a 
calming breath. She regained some composure and tried to think of 
something happy. She was never the expressive type. Shy and 
distant, but mature and level-headed. Her sister, on the other hand, 
was almost always jubilant and fearless. Elsa could not even 
imagine herself laughing if Anna was not there to do something silly 
like performing impressions or trying bizarre looks with her hair. 


As wonderful as those memories were, the one Elsa cherished the 
most was reuniting with Anna after bringing back summer to 
Arendelle. It was solely because of her that she had learned the key 
to controlling her powers. 


"Love," whispered Elsa, as if the word and Anna's name were one in 
the same. 


"What's that?" asked Peter Pan, failing to hear her clearly. 


"It's love that got me here. It can save my sister... and it saved me 
too... once before." 


"Uhm... okay? | mean if that makes you feel better." Peter Pan was 
still far from truly understanding what love meant. The closest thing 
he had to love was his friendship to Tinker Bell. He watched Elsa 
unfold her arms and relax. As the ice and snow vanished from the 
corridors, so did her anxiety. In its a place, a confident smile 
appeared. 


"It does. | Know Anna believes in me to stop these Heartless for 
good." 


"She sounds like a great person." 


"She really is. I'm sure the two of you would get along great," said 
Elsa with a meek laugh. 


"We'll see. Lots of people wanna hang out with me. I'm so popular, 
y'know?" gloated Peter Pan, raising his chin. 


"In that case, we better get a move on. We can't let my ice melt from 
the cannons." 


"Right! I'll fly fast so | hope you can keep up." Peter Pan bolted 
onward like a fired arrow. Elsa hurried behind him. The exciting 
chase gave her a thrill to behold. Elsa knew that if Anna was with 
her, she would be running fast enough to tag Peter Pan and pass 


him. She glanced back and checked the ground. To her relief, not an 
inch of snow or ice followed them. 


"Whoa there!" cautioned Peter Pan. When Elsa made it through the 
corner, she nearly bumped into the green lad. Together, they 
discovered a pack of three pirate Heartless, pointing their rusty 
swords at the intruders. 


"Careful Elsa. I'll take care of these loser Heartless!" Peter Pan drew 
his dagger in defense. Elsa strolled beside him and waved her hand. 
At an instant, every Heartless was hit by a gust of frost and turned 
into ice. 


Elsa then launched two large icicles, which shattered their foes into 
tiny broken chunks of ice. 


"| forgot you could do cool things like that," said Peter Pan, putting 
away his dagger. 


"You're sweet. | think I'll take the lead now." Elsa smirked as she 
charged through the new corridor. Peter Pan glided beside her. He 
thought about how lucky he was to be spared by her fatal ice magic. 
Impaled. Frozen. Crushed. Shattered. Those were only a few of the 
deadly scenarios that might have ended his life, had he not been 
able to earn her trust. At least now, they were on the same side, 
combatting the Heartless and rescuing those who had been 
kidnapped. 


"By the way... thanks," said Elsa. 
"For what?" 
"For helping me to find my happy thought." 


"Oh yeah. That was my idea, wasn't it? Goes to show that I'm brave 
AND smart, huh? Huh?" 


"Alright, if you're so smart, where do we go from here?" Elsa stopped 
at a divide between two corridors. She studied Peter Pan, closing his 
eyes and curving his hand to his right ear. 


"| think... this way." Peter Pan pointed right. Elsa was unsure if they 
would be heading towards the bow or the stern of the ship. 


"You think? If we're getting lost, | can just mark the halls with frost," 
suggested Elsa. 


"Nah! We're fine but that's a neat trick... just in case," said Peter 
Pan. 


"| bet if we encounter more of those creatures, we should be close." 
Elsa resumed her running as Peter Pan ventured airborne. They 
spotted two humongous Heartless, appearing as swirling, black 
spheres with beady eyes and sharp teeth. They floated in front of a 
pair of wide, wooden doors. 


"They should be inside,” whispered Elsa. 


"Yeah, | think so too." Peter Pan had to admit that Elsa was more 
than a powerful ally but a clever one too. Aside from her creative 
ideas with navigating and fighting enemies, her personality was 
steadfast and calculating, perfect for someone who had to protect an 
entire kingdom as a queen. It was way too much work for Peter Pan 
to imagine. Being the leader of the Lost Boys was hard enough. 


"Since you're so brave, why don't you take them both on your own?" 
asked Elsa. 


"| totally could buuuut | think you could do it super fast. It wouldn't be 
as cool as me but we're on the clock here, y'know?" Peter Pan 
moved back, giving Elsa plenty of eloow room. She emerged from 
the corner and shot two streams of ice magic, eliminating the two 
Heartless in seconds. It was a blast of glitter that soon littered the 
floor. Her power remained unmatched. Elsa attempted to force the 
doors open, only to discover that they were locked. Peter Pan 


readied his dagger to expertly pick through the keyhole. Before he 
could verbally offer his services, Elsa had already frozen the 
surrounding wood and ripped the handles off. She pushed and held 
the door open for Peter Pan to join her. He kept silent as he was 
once again left speechless by her incredible powers. 


The room was spacious, designed for the storage of food, weapons, 
and stolen bounty. Peter Pan was eager to prove himself and 
investigate for clues. He hastily flew like a bee to examine the walls, 
the floor, and the ceiling. Elsa tapped the gigantic crates and peered 
in between the panels. 


"Is anyone there?" asked Elsa, guessing that the hostages were 
imprisoned so cruelly. Something inside was aroused and motioned 
towards Elsa. 


KSHSHSH! 


Instead of a frightened hand, a straight silver blade slipped through 
the panel. Frightened, Elsa retreated and blasted a freezing spell. To 
her alarm, the ice-covered blade slid up and down the thin space 
and withdrew itself, shedding the ice onto the floor. 


"We have to be careful. If they're not here, then maybe we should 
keep looking elsewhere," suggested Elsa. 


"| don't know where else to look. They gotta be in some place that 
can fit them all," reasoned Peter Pan. 


"How many people are we trying to save?" 


"Let's see... hmmm... my pal Tinker Bell... another friend named 
Belle... Merida's friend... Jack or James Skeletony, and some other 
person. That's how many... four? Hellooooo!" 


The same crate shook violently upon Peter Pan's call to answer. The 
same blade tried to pierce and break out. Tiny chips of wood 
flickered from the gaps in the panels. 


"I'm pretty sure none of our friends are scary like that," said Peter 
Pan. 


"Do you think it's a Heartless?" asked Elsa. 


"Maybe. | don't wanna do anything to bother it too much. Hmmm... 
where else do we look?" 


Peter Pan spun fast when the subtle sound of tapping reached his 
ears. Elsa heard it too. They both faced the far end of the storage 
room. The same tapping pattern repeated, as if beckoning Peter 
Pan. His curiosity compelled him to float towards the wall. 


"Come to find your friends, eh?" asked a muffled, masculine voice. 


Peter Pan flinched and flew away. Having heard the same voice, 
Elsa knew where to strike. She blasted a icy gust of wind against the 
wall. Both of her arms were extended, ready to unleash another 
attack. Peter Pan drew his dagger. He and Elsa waited in steady 
silence. They heard the sound of a person, grumbling and rolling off 
his backside. 


"You certainly know how to start a formal exchange," chuckled the 
mysterious man, behind the wall. "| wager you've got the coldest 
shoulder, eh?" 


Neither Peter Pan or Elsa could tell that the man held himself tightly 
to keep warm. The extreme force of Elsa's magic had proved strong 
enough to pass through the wall and knock him off his feet. His 
hands and face turned smooth and cold. He knew he had to choose 
his next words wisely. Having identified what the two young heroes 
needed, the man sought to earn their trust for his own plans. He 
glanced at the excited fairy, still trapped in the lantern box behind 
him. Everything was falling into place. 


"Best be wary of how you use your powers. You might make the 
mistake of hurting the one person who might be of great use. 


Savy?" 


"Be careful, Elsa. He sounds like a pirate," warned Peter Pan. He 
almost reached for her shoulder as a sign to retreat. Instead, he 
pulled back, remembering it would be best to avoid physical contact 
with Elsa. She heeded his warning and stepped back in suspicion. 


"How can you be so sure?" asked Elsa. 


"It's the way he talks. | can tell," explained Peter Pan. He knew from 
personal experience how pirate spoke with their own accents and 
expressions. He believed someone most untrustworthy was lurking 
behind the wall. 


"Most perceptive, | should say," said the elusive pirate, kindly. "But | 
don't see myself in the same league as this ship's current captain. Or 
so he calls himself." 


"So what are you, a stowaway?" asked Peter Pan. 


"I've acquired many flattering titles over my time across the strangest 
seas. As of now, call me a prisoner." 


"Who do you work for?" asked Elsa, wanting to join in the 
interrogation. 


"One must be careful of associations, Miss," lectured the pirate. 
"Never know who exactly to trust with your life. Is it better to be 
stabbed in the front by an enemy or in the back by a friend?" 


"How about no stabbing? If you're just going to mess with us, you're 
wasting your time," said Peter Pan. 


"I've always got time on my side. The question is... what of your 
friends? | imagine you're in a hurry to save them," said the pirate. He 
grinned with guile as he waited for a response. 

"What do you know about what we're here for?" asked Peter Pan. 


"I've an eye and an ear for any opportunity, worth my while. Fortune 
favors you two today. | happen to know the location of six people, 


held captive against their will. Six plus one very... very... small... 
lady," said the pirate, smoothly. 


"Tink?! Are you talking about Tinker Bell? Tell us where she is! Now!" 
Peter Pan tackled into the wall and slammed his hand against it. 


"Careful Peter! Remember, we can't trust him," said Elsa. "Did you 
hear what he said? Six plus one. That's seven. We're only looking for 
four." 


"Four that you know of," corrected the pirate. "Would you not save 
more, if you could?" 


"Of course! We wouldn't leave anyone behind if they needed help!" 
said Peter Pan. 


"And think how many more do you suppose would be taken if we 
keep pratting on like this?" suggested the pirate. 


Elsa twitched uneasily. She remembered how her sister, Anna, was 
still hidden away in her chamber. At any moment, Captain Hook 
would command his Heartless to finish the airborne assault against 
her palace. They both had an urgent need to make real progress 
before it was too late. 


"Sounds like you're asking for our help in exchange for yours," 
deduced Elsa. Only she could hear the faintest laugh from the 
pirate's muffled mouth. 


"As it would seem, Miss. I-" 


"If you really know about these prisoners and where they are, 
describe them to us," demanded Elsa. She nudged her head 
towards Peter Pan. He understood her cue. It would be solely up to 
him to confirm if the pirate could be trusted based on his accuracy. 


"As you wish," said the pirate. "Now there are at least three 
damsels... two of which are human." 


Elsa and Peter Pan looked at each other with mixed expressions. 
What non-human characters could he be describing? 


"As for the other three blokes, we have ourselves a knight with a 
shield and an abnormally large nose. One is rather tall and thin like a 
man made of poles. And | do believe these pirates have captured 
some sort of beast. With horns and fur. It's quite a collection, really. | 
do wonder what these pirates and monsters have in mind for these 
friends of yours." 


"Does any of that sound familiar?" whispered Elsa to Peter Pan. 


"Well | do know that two are supposed to be funny-looking." Peter 
Pan remembered Oogie Boogie had mentioned something about a 
dog-faced person. Merida had been furiously devoted to saving her 
friend Jack... Skellyfelly... he still couldn't remember his last name. 
As for Belle, she could easily fit the vague role of a damsel. Peter 
Pan did think of her as a grown-up, but more like a big sister. She 
had brown hair in a pony tail and a white apron over a blue dress. He 
could not remember any other special details; perhaps knowing the 
colors would be enough to identify Belle. 


"Can you tell us more what the girls actually look like? What color 
dresses are they wearing?" 


"Mate. | do believe they're all the color of stone. That's a question | 
cannot answer even if | had a smidge of light," said the pirate. 


" Even if you had a smudge of light ?" repeated Elsa curiously. "Is it 
totally dark in there? How did you even know their shape to tell us 
anything?" 


"| baited my time and slipped into this prize chamber for a peek. 
Alas, someone sealed it without knowing | was here. | can't see my 
own fingers unless | press against this lantern box... where this fairy 
friend of yours is trapped,” recalled the pirate. 


Peter Pan instantly flashed back to the conversation he had with his 
new friends after escaping King's Peak. When they took turns using 
the magic mirror, Tinker Bell was the only one revealed. The pirate's 
report matched what he had seen. Suddenly, that memory brought 
back the others. The magic mirror had failed to locate Belle and 
Merida's lost friend. They both yielded darkness. What if they were 
the statues that the pirate had seen before the lights went out inside 
the room? What if the people that he and everyone were trying to 
save were literally just behind the wall in front of him? 


"Tink? Tink, are you there?" asked Peter Pan, sweetly. He nearly 
clung to the wall for a reply. 


The pirate turned around and watched the fairy nod her tiny head 
and pound the glass panels with her fists. She could clearly hear 
Peter Pan but no words left her lips. There were only charming little 
jingles, somewhat dulled by the confined space of the lantern box. 
The pirate realized with certainty that it was her friend that had 
arrived to rescue her and the other statues after all. It was all too 
perfect. 


"Now for the price of her freedom," began the pirate. 

"Hey, we're not gonna-" said Peter Pan. 

"What are your terms?" asked Elsa affirmatively. 

"No need for a fancy contract but a well-meaning understanding. | 
will instruct you to access this chamber, retrieve your fairy and your 
other friends, and be on your merry way off home." 

"So what do you want?" asked Peter Pan. 


"This ship," revealed the pirate. 


"What?!" shrieked Peter Pan. 


"I've seemed to have misplaced my own beloved vessel at some 
island. | adore this boat-it's such a pretty boat-love the red paint-very 
marvelous. So... should you help me liberate this ship from its 
corrupt captain, | would be forever grateful!" The pirate had spoken 
with haste, as if it were some trifle rather than a huge favor. 


"How do we know you're not gonna use it to cause any trouble like 
Hook?" asked Peter Pan, distrustful of the pirate. 


"What | do with this ship is my business as | don't ask too much 
about what you'll do with your friends, eh? No need for debate, | 
imagine." 


Peter Pan has his burning doubts about the bargain. There had to be 
something sneaky about the pirate's true intentions. Something he 
had forgotten to ask. What would he do to ensure the pirate would 
not double-cross anyone? Elsa could surely freeze him in seconds if 
he became a real threat. Peter Pan opened mouth, eager to ask 
more questions, even though he had none. 


"We'll make the deal," decided Elsa. "But you'll also have to agree to 
leave this mountain and never return." 


"| suppose | could settle with a little compromise. | accept," said the 
pirate. 


"Good. Now tell us how-" 


"I'm afraid the bargain cannot begin. The lad must also agree to our 
terms," insisted the pirate. Elsa gave Peter Pan a strong, intimidating 
look. She was willing to move forward with the rescue mission as 
fast as she could. Peter Pan hated the idea of relying on a pirate but 
at least he had something to offer. 


"Fine! | accept. So tell us already!" demanded Peter Pan. 


"Certainly. This chamber is unlocked with a trick panel on the floor. 
Press it and the wall will open," instructed the pirate. 


"That's it?" asked Peter Pan. 


"One step at a time lad. | wouldn't want to overwhelm you," said the 
cheeky pirate. 


Elsa glanced at the floor of long wooden panels. She paced around, 
testing the hold of the panels with her weight. 


"Can you tell us where to look?" Elsa made her first guess and 
pressed her shoe into the edge of one panel. Nothing happened. 


"| can't say exactly but | do believe it was the shortest... near the 
middle," advised the pirate. Peter Pan looked down and realized he 
could have never triggered the switch by accident since he had been 
floating the whole time. Elsa squinted, trying to detect any slight 
groove or footprint. It took a few more tries until she felt a loose 
panel. She pressed onto it firmly, dipping below the floor. 


CLICK! 


The pirate patted the wooden wall and pushed it aside. As he would 
soon reveal his true physical appearance, he would also meet his 
newest cohorts. 


The red-headed lad was dressed in entirely grass-green clothes. 
Tights, tunic, and a cap that had been fashioned with a red feather. 
The most peculiar feature was his apparent ability to float without 
touching the floor. 


The young lady had fair skin and an icy blue gown. Her face was soft 
as snow; but her eyes were as intense as a blizzard. She was 
certainly no fool to greet a pirate without her guard. Swirling frost 
surrounded her hands. 


"Now that's interesting." The pirate raised his arms as a sign of 
peace. He smiled with his stained teeth. 


"Hmph! We could have figured this out on our own," Peter Pan flew 
ahead and skeptically glared at the pirate. Elsa slowly followed 
behind. The pirate bowed in respect and made way for her to enter 
the prize chamber. She gasped at her first glimpse of the stone 
statues. These people were petrified and then captured as tokens of 
some wretched plot. She tried to dismiss the memory of when Anna 
turned into solid ice long ago; it hurt even more, knowing it was her 
magic that nearly killed her sister. It was the two women that she 
was drawn to the most. The longer she stood in the chamber, the 
greater she could resonate with their tragedy. 


"TINK!" cried Peter Pan. Suddenly, his trepidation of trusting a pirate 
vanished. The only thing that preoccupied his mind was setting his 
fairy friend free. 


"Don't worry. I'll get you out." Peter Pan jimmied his dagger into the 
tiny keyhole of the lantern box. Tinker Bell hoped to help by kicking 
the glass panel. Together, they tried their hardest to open the box. 
Together, they hardly made any progress. 


"| do suppose... now would be a good time to challenge the captain," 
said the pirate. 


Peter Pan and Elsa tuned out of their heads and turned their 
attention to the patient pirate, crossing his arms. 


"Hold on. We still have to get Tinker Bell out of this box," said Peter 
Pan. 


"And how do you suppose you'll do that without the key? | wonder 
who would have said key," said the pirate. 


"Hook," muttered Peter Pan. 


Elsa glanced at the petrified damsel in the middle of the three. She 
was rather short with large round ears and a tiny nose. Perhaps she 
was the non-human of which the pirate made mention. She stepped 


back to notice the other three statues. They too matched the pirate's 
bizarre descriptions. 


"Peter?" 
"Yeah, Elsa?" 


"Before we do anything for him, you need to check these statues. Do 
any of them look familiar?" 


"Oh yeah!" Peter Pan turned away from the pirate and flew over to 
the damsels. Once he met with the empty eyes of Belle, it all clicked 
back to the night of the phantom. 


"Belle! It's you! | mean. You're really here too!" 
"I'm not sure if she can hear you, mate. Now then-" 


"What about the others? Anything?" Elsa interrupted. Peter Pan 
cruised through the air and faced the taller statues. One was indeed 
a knight with an odd looking face. His nose was dog-like, just like 
what Oogie Boogie had said long ago. The second was a large 
monster, oddly similar to his friend, the Beast. Regardless, Peter Pan 
could not determine who the monster was supposed to be. Finally, 
he looked upon the tallest of the statues; it was an extremely thin 
man with long legs and arms. His face was frightening and shaped 
like a skull. When beholding the appearance of its entire bony body, 
Peter Pan wondered why anyone would petrify a skeleton. A 
skeleton... a skeleton. Skellington? 


"Jack Skellington!" exclaimed Peter Pan. 
"Pardon?" The pirate was confused by the first name. 
"Who are you talking about?" asked Elsa. 


"This is Merida's friend. She's been looking everywhere for him. It's 
got to be him," said Peter Pan. 


"And who is Merida?" Elsa tried to keep up with the identities of the 
new people involved. 


"She's my friend... sorta. We're all working together. And this guy is 
a friend of a friend," explained Peter Pan. 


"It looks like we could trust you after all," said Elsa to the pirate. 
"Thank you." 


"How kind of you. It never feels natural to be trusted," mumbled 
pirate, shaking his shoulders. "Now... I'm not sure how you lot 
scampered onto a flying ship but | reckon we'd all like to get back to 
land." 


"Agreed. So | imagine now's the time to take over this ship," 
reasoned Elsa. 


"Wonderful! | love my new friends!" praised the pirate. 


"We're not friends!" defied Peter Pan, waving his arms across this 
chest. 


"Mate, you never really choose your friends. They choose you. If you 
wish to fuss, you may happily do so while crossing blades with this 
captain and his nasty buggies." The pirate proudly swished his 
hands with glee and paraded out of the chamber. 


"Buggies? Are you talking about the Heartless? Pssh! We can 
handle them!" gloated Peter Pan. 


"Seeing as you two made it this far, | imagine you can," said the 
pirate, turning back to shine his wily smile. His eyes widened in panic 
upon spotting by a tall man who blocked the doorway. 


He dressed in a sorcerer's attire, black and red. A parrot perched on 
his shoulder. He wore a bulbous turban and wielded a staff, modeled 
after a cobra. His wrinkly face glowered hideously. 


“Come to join our jolly gang of misfits?" joked the pirate. 


"I've come to ensure your demise," said the sorcerer, coldly. The 
pirate frowned and tip-toed back towards the chamber where Peter 
Pan and Elsa joined him. They too discovered the same sinister- 
looking man. They prepared themselves for a yet another fight. A 
dagger was drawn. Icy magic flurried. 


"You've all seen far too much. | cannot allow any of you to escape," 
threatened the sorcerer, jabbing the floor with his staff. The cobra's 
eyes shined ruby red. 


"You're Jafar, aren't you?!" shouted Peter Pan. The sorcerer looked 

surprised. He had no idea that Peter Pan had seen his face from the 
magic mirror when Hiro had used it to confirm the villainous alliance 
between him and Hook. 


"Have we ever met? It appears my reputation precedes me," Jafar 
chuckled wickedly. 


"I've got friends who warned me about you. You're with the Heartless 
and the other bad guys. Hook and Oogie Boogie too!" accused Peter 
Pan. 

"Neither are to be trusted, I'm afraid. Hook could not even dispose of 
you. And with Mr. Boogie... uggh! It was not my idea, | promise you," 
said Jafar with disdain. 

"What are you doing with our friends?" Peter Pan turned angry. 


"Making use of them. Dear boy, you know not of the power that lies 
within the heart." 


"Huh?" Peter Pan was puzzled by Jafar's claim. 


"True love?" guessed Elsa. "I hate to tell you this but true love isn't 
something you can force with people. | know from experience." 


"Ohhh, | believe it so," hissed Jafar. "Those who are brave and 
selfless hold the strongest hearts. But what makes them more 


precious are the ones who miss them." 
"You mean their friends?" guessed Peter Pan. 


"A princess who inspires her subjects. Or a hero who sacrifices his 
life to save his best friend. It's all the same. These hearts are worth 
more than any pirate's treasure. We will extract that power and use it 
to fulfill our own desires," explained Jafar. 


"And that means using the Heartless to hurt innocent people," said 
Elsa. "We're going to stop you." Jafar ghoulishly giggled and gripped 
his staff. 


"Your confidence is most amusing." 
"Pssh! You think you can take on all of us?" asked Peter Pan. 


"Well... let's have a look." Jafar took a short stroll across the room to 
evaluate his enemies: "The pest from Neverland. The queen of ice 
and snow. And... some mongrel for whom we do not care. Only one 
of you stands as a viable threat." 


"You don't want to see what | could do to you!" raged Elsa. Ice 
spread from her heels. 


"I'm well aware of your great and terrible power. Even Maleficent, the 
mistress of all evil, acknowledges it." 


"Who's Maleficent?" asked Peter Pan. 


"She's the frightful woman who's in charge of this whole complicated 
conspiracy." The pirate finally inserted himself into the conversation. 
He had retreated to a dark corner to avoid clashing with a magic 
user. He stood behind Elsa who he correctly decided was the 
strongest of his newest partners. 


"Geez, Jafar! Nothing stays a secret anymore, does it?" squawked 
the parrot. Given their previous encounter with Kuzco, a talking 


llama, neither Elsa nor Peter Pan were startled by another talking 
animal. 


"You must be lago. | wager a bird like you is worth a pretty penny,” 
teased the pirate. 


"Don't get any crazy ideas, you bozo! Who the heck are you, 
anyway?" 


"Who am |? Perhaps you or your withered old friend have heard of 
my name. | doubt the young ones would know. Truly, you all bask in 
the presence of the most notorious scoundrel to sail the seven 
seas." The pirate spun in pride in between Jafar and Elsa with Peter 
Pan. He bowed before drawing his cutlass. 


"I'm Captain Jack Sparrow," announced the pirate, softly. 


Jafar and lago glanced at each other with mixed confusion, as did 
Elsa and Peter Pan. 


"Never heard of you.” 


PZZZZ! Jafar shot a shocking blast of red light at Sparrow's hand. 
He scrambled to fetch his weapon. Elsa believed she had heard 
enough from Jafar to know he was a dangerous foe. She made the 
next move, casting a beam of ice in his direction. Jafar swiftly sunk 
into a shadowy snake. Flat on the floor, he slithered fast and passed 
underneath Elsa and Peter Pan. He entered the prize chamber and 
emerged into his solid human form. He lurked under the shadows 
from behind the statues. 


"Let's make this a fair fight for the three of you!" declared Jafar. He 
raised his staff and cast a spell upon three of the statues. The three 
damsels remained immobile. 


Elsa, Peter Pan, and Captain Jack Sparrow returned to face what 
had to be their next fight. Their opponents trudged with heavy, stone 
feet. 


"| command thee! Sulley! Jack Skellington! Goofy! Destroy the three 
intruders!" shouted Jafar. His staff emitted three separate bolts of 
scarlet electricity, which coiled over the limbs of his chosen 
henchmen. 


"Awww! Nice, Jafar! It's round two, huh? Can we watch this one?" 
asked lago. 


"Regrettably, we must leave them. We must assist Hook with the 
Heartless." Jafar created a smoky portal over the wall. 


"Geez! We still need a good fight." 


"Patience, lago. | wouldn't want you to witness the icky mess from 
this battle." Jafar chuckled as he entered his portal, which vanished 
behind him. 


The three chosen statues lifted their heads and stared with cold, 
vacant eyes. Elsa pitied them, once prisoners now serving as 
mindless soldiers. Each of them faced a single target to eliminate. 


Sulley curled his claws and bared his ferocious teeth at Elsa. The 
monster versus the queen. 


Jack Skellington squatted, like a hunting spider that was ready to 
pounce on Peter Pan. The undead man versus the flying boy. 


Finally, Goofy raised his shield and poised himself to ram into 
Captain Jack Sparrow. The knight versus the pirate. 


The anticipation caused Elsa's ice magic to summon a gust of 
snowflakes from behind her cape. Sparrow exhaled a foggy breath. 
As for Peter Pan, nothing could tingle his spine. His heart was 
blazing in the face of danger. Just as he liked it. 


The Legion 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter Thirty-Three: The Legion 


Although they were safe from the bustling battle against the 
Heartless, Hiro and Merida sulked on the sidelines. Still, the 
miraculous arrival of King Mickey and his team was very much 
appreciated. Perhaps, a real break was in order. Even after the 
talking duck-mage named Donald had claimed to cast some sort of 
healing spell, Hiro needed time to process the insanity of his 
situation. With super intelligent animals, mirror magic, and creatures 
made of darkness, a scientific explanation was nowhere to be found. 


Merida frowned, feeling replaced by a fresh batch of warriors who 
would finish what her scrappy team had started. King Mickey proved 
to be a competent leader, who could command his comrades while 
engaging in combat. He would leap remarkably high, scope the 
battlefield, and obtain a rough count on the remaining Heartless. 
Upon landing, King Mickey cut through the enemies, like a speedy 
ship on water. His impressive speed enabled him to catch up with 
Mulan on horseback. They exchanged a quick word before parting 
ways. Mulan shook the reins of her loyal horse, pounding the puny 
Heartless under its hooves. Those that tried to pounce at her met 
with devastating dragon fire, courtesy of Mushu. 


The magic carpet flew with hawkish speed and chased the flying 
Heartless. Whether they were the Gargoyles or members of the 
elemental quartet, Aladdin could defeat them with one swing of his 
scimitar. Per the orders of King Mickey, Aladdin and Carpet remained 
in the air to help their team against any sneak attacks from above. 
The sky turned clearer with each and every slain Heartless. 


Merida drew back to the battlefield where she located the large lion, 
named Simba. Though skeptical of such an animal for an ally, she 


was reminded of her own furry friend, roaring at his prey. 


Far across the horde of monsters, the Beast rampaged relentlessly 
on his own. He wrestled with the largest breeds of Heartless. The 
Fat Bodies were hardly challenging, given how the Beast had bested 
them before in his castle. Even with three surrounding him, the Beast 
exploited their weaknesses; he would trip their tiny feet and redirect 
their clumsy tackles against each other. They would then become 
wide open for a merciless thrashing. 


It was not until the arrival of his new opponent that the Beast took 
caution. Unbeknownst to him, the hulking Heartless was dubbed as 
the Guard Armor. Shaped like a ghostly knight, it possessed floating 
pieces of armor: boots, gauntlets, torso, and a hovering helmet. The 
Beast lunged at it, only to be crushed by the stomping boots and 
smacked by the spinning gauntlets. The helmet tilted low and 
rammed itself into his chest. The Beast collapsed onto the snow and 
growled in agony. Before he could pick himself back up, both 
gauntlets dug their iron fingers into his body and lifted him. The 
Beast flailed furiously. No matter how hard he swung his arms, he 
could not touch the Guard Armor. 


From the sidelines, both Merida and Hiro watched him hover 
helplessly. Hiro wanted to rescue him but Baymax was still incredibly 
low on power. Similarly, the Beast was low on stamina. Even his 
anger dwindled. If his own brute strength could not overpower the 
Heartless, then who could? 


PWIFFF! 


Simba had swiftly sprinted from the chaos and pounced onto the 
helmet of the Guard Armor. Immediately, the gauntlets lost their 
focus and dropped the Beast. He shook the snow off his face and 
tried to recover. Standing in front of him was a radiant lion with 
golden fur and an auburn mane. It chomped the helmet while pawing 
at the torso. The boots flopped in confusion while the gauntlets tried 
to pry it off. Frustrated, the Guard Armor slammed its heavy torso 
overhead. Although the lion released its bite and dodged, it gave an 


intimidating snarl. The lion glanced back and nodded. Was it 
beckoning the Beast? Or perhaps it had chosen its next prey to be 
pursued after laying waste to the Heartless? 


The lion was indeed a fearless beast but not a foe. Fearless but 
friendly. The lion glared and growled, challenging the Guard Armor. It 
reassembled its pieces and approached the Beast. 


Again, the lion positioned itself to protect the Beast and crouched. 
He caught the noble gleam in its eyes. Impressed, the Beast 
expected the lion to pounce once again. Instead, the bold lion 
inhaled. The Beast covered his ears. 


RAAAAAAAAAAAAAAWR! 


A booming roar blasted the Guard Armor and the surrounding, 
smaller Heartless. All ears and eyes were drawn to a single place. 


King Mickey, Mulan, Mushu, Aladdin, and Abu recognized the mighty 
roar immediately. 


As for Hiro and Merida, they flinched in alarm. It was like a shivering 
sting in their spines. Merida was embarrassed to feel such terror. 
She looked back behind Baymax to discover that Kuzco had 
instantly fainted. 


The lion slammed the torso piece into the snow. The other pieces of 
armor tried to beat it but the Beast blocked them. He endured the 
combined attacks while the lion sank its teeth into the torso. The lion 
twisted its jaw and ripped the metal across the Heartless symbol. 
Each and every piece of the Guard Armor dropped with a heavy 
thud. A lifeless pile of junk lay on the snow and released a gleaming 
heart. As the heart floated and faded, the remains of the Guard 
Armor disintegrated, leaving behind six ominous grooves. 


"Great job, Simba. Keep it up!" exclaimed an oddly cheery voice. 
The Beast briefly spotted a short, mouse-like person who dove back 
into the waves of Heartless. The fight was far from over. While 


catching his breath, the Beast turned to the lion who also caught his 
eye. 


"Simba?" asked the Beast. 
"Uh huh. Glad to see someone else like me out here." 


"I'm not a-" The Beast paused. He and Simba faced the Heartless 
reinforcements. They were the Defenders, brawny knights with 
massive shields that displayed a demonic face. Their heavy 
footsteps crunched the snow. Their clinking armor blocked the other 
noises in the battlefield. The Beast and Simba looked to each other 
and nodded. Glaring and growling at their opponents, they leaped 
ahead, baring their teeth and claws. They relied not on strategy but 
on pure instinct. 


Meanwhile Merida could no longer contain her thirst for battle. 
"We've rested long enough! Let's get back out there, Hiro." 
"Merida, | can't leave Baymax behind. He's still low on power." 
"What's that mean? You've both had yer time to lick yer wounds." 


"He's not like us. He needs a power source. Something electrical," 
explained Hiro. 


Merida crossed her arms and pondered. She still did not understand 
how robots functioned. Regardless, Hiro and Baymax needed each 
other; Baymax had the speed and strength while Hiro had the mind 
of a genius, more or less in Merida's opinion. 


She searched for a solution with so little to use in a remote, snowy 
environment. The Heartless and King Mickey's allies were 
preoccupied with each other. As for the duck mage, he stood nearby 
as he was instructed. After helping the llama to wake up, he seemed 
to be rather available for assistance. 


"Oy! Duck lad!" cried Merida, walking past Hiro. 


"The name's Donald. What do you want?" asked Donald, annoyed 
by Merida's demanding tone. 


"| Know you've got some witchy magic. Can you cast something 
electree... ellee... Hiro, what's that word again?" asked Merida. 


"Electrical," confirmed Hiro, joining beside her. 


"Yeah. That. What he said. Have you got a spell for that?" requested 
Merida. 


"What? Sure. | can whip up a mean Thunder spell. What do you 
need it for?" 


"Use it on our friend here," Merida gestured her shoulder at Baymax, 
who acted indifferent to her bold idea. 


"W-what? Hold it!" Hiro rushed in between Merida and Donald. 
"Come on, Hiro! We have to get back out there!" insisted Merida. 
"| don't want any magic mixing with Baymax's circuitry." 

"Huh?" Merida met with another word she did not understand. 


"What's the big idea anyway?" asked Donald "You want me to shoot 
bolts of lightning at your pal?" 


"If that's what Baymax needs, then yes... | think," Merida turned to 
Hiro for a proper answer. She was eager to pull off any kind of trick 
to energize Baymax enough to fight again. Hiro knew that Donald 
could produce electricity from his staff from when he and King 
Mickey's team arrived to attack Pete. He was still skeptical of any 
side effects that could ruin Baymax's hardware, thereby corrupting 
his coding. Otherwise, his best friend would be gone for good. 


At the same time, there were other people-new friends-who needed 
him, Baymax, and Merida to save them. To help them. To tell them 


what they've learned about the Heartless plot. No matter the choice, 
someone could get hurt. 


"Hiro," muttered Baymax, breaking his silence. 


"Huh?" Hiro shuddered. He tried to contain how nervous and 
conflicted he felt about Donald's magic. 


"My body should be able to... re-distribute... and... contain... any 
external electrical current. The risk would be... minimal." 


"| know buddy. But this is magic we're talking about. | don't even-" 


"Yer friend Baymax is tough," praised Merida. "He can handle 
anything. And I'm sure you can solve any little stitches you find." 


"SO? What's it gonna be?" asked Donald. 


Hiro shyly glanced at everyone who waited for his final answer: 
Baymax, Merida, and Donald. Kuzco, on the other hand, merely 
shrugged. 


"Hey, I'm just here for moral support. No pressure,” said Kuzco, 
casually. 


Hiro had to clear his head. Overthinking often failed him. Instead, he 
followed along with his heart and responded. 


"Let's do it then. Donald, go ahead and charge Baymax. Start slow 
okay." 


"Ha-ha!" Merida raised her fist into the air with vigor. She stood aside 
and allowed Donald to approach Baymax. 


"Okay. Let's try... THUNDER!" Donald jabbed his staff overhead and 
summoned a single, gentle bolt of lightning. Hiro winced when it 
struck Baymax's head. Baymax blinked and rotated his neck joints. 


"Battery increased to... 25%. Diagnostics... no harmful effects 
detected." 


"Phew! That's a-" Hiro was cut off by Merida's less-than-satisfied 
tone. 


"Oy! Give some more power! We'll need more than a wee bit of 
sparks to give Baymax a proper fill." 


"Alright, alright." Donald waved his staff and chanted a more 
advanced Thunder spell, one that called forth several more bolts of 
lightning. Baymax's wings automatically flung out and crackled with 
an electric current. 


"Battery increased to... 68%. Diagnostics... no harmful effects 
detected." 


"Great to hear. One more should do it," said Hiro. 
"And make it a big one, | dare you" challenged Merida. 


"A big one, huh? Okay." Donald cleared his throat, squatted, and 
inhaled. 


"“THUNDAGA"" 


Donald hopped high upon shouting his magic word. A rumble in the 
clouds soon conjured a concentrated well of electricity. 


BZZZZZZZAP! 


A bright yellow blast of lightning plunged through the sky and struck 
Baymax. Hiro could feel his heart flip into a somersault while Merida 
was electrified by the supernatural spectacle. Had it not been for the 
thunder, they all would have heard Kuzco's high-pitched shriek. 


Once the lightning was all absorbed and the rumbling faded, Hiro 
waited for Baymax to respond. Baymax stood still, allowing his 
programming to analyze the incredible boost in power. For a 


moment, he said nothing. Before Hiro could panic again, Baymax 
shook his bulky arms and blinked. 


"Battery increased to... 110%. Diagnostics... no harmful effects 
detected." 


"That's amazing! Let's use that power to good use!" exclaimed Hiro. 
He was quick to ride up behind Baymax. He felt a tingle of static 
shock his fingers but all he could do was laugh. 


"Well done, mage. We'll take care of the rest from here," said 
Merida, steeling herself for another round of battle. She set her fiery 
eyes upon the Heartless army and firmly gripped her sword. 


"Wait! | have to make sure you guys are all safe," said Donald, 
honoring King Mickey's wishes. 


"Then you best waddle yer feathered bottom fast and catch up to us. 
We be needing some more of that healing. On we go, Hiro!" 


"You got it, Merida! Baymax, let's do this!" 


The two partners rushed ahead without much care for Donald. Even 
while wearing a dress on the snow, Merida quickly leaped into the 
Heartless and slashed her sword at whatever was closest to her. 
She moved inward while Baymax soared and pounded his fists into 
the largest Heartless Hiro could find for him. 


As for Donald Duck, he madly quacked at the youths who had just 
ignored him and put themselves in danger again. 


"Hey. If it makes your job easier, I'll just stay put where it's safe," 
suggested Kuzco. 


"Nuh-uh. I've got a job to do. If you wanna be safe, stay near me," 
instructed Donald. He ran towards the Heartless where he blasted 
them with a fire spell. Shortly after, Donald entered the torrential tide 
of monsters and trekked onward. Whatever came after him was 


either incinerated, frozen, or electrocuted into dust. Kuzco was 
impressed but mostly frightened of getting a single hit from the 
Heartless. Still, he felt useless and unprotected. 


"FIIINE! Wait for me!" 


Kuzco sprinted after Donald where he managed his best just to avoid 
contact with anything. He had to keep close to the Donald without 
getting in the way of his magical attacks. Maybe then he could 
outlive this whole mess and get back to his empire in one piece. 


Merida was thrilled to be fighting again. She maintained a vigilant 
sense of her surroundings. Her heart leaped when she heard the 
noble whinny of a horse. It stampeded past her in its magnificent 
black fur, shining under the stream of fire that scorched the weakling 
Shadows. And there she saw a remarkable warrior at the reins. 
Mulan directed her tiny partner Mushu to set the Heartless ablaze 
while moving swiftly on horseback. Merida was captivated. Perhaps 
after the battle, she would be brave enough to approach her. 


A sharp, avian screech caught Mulan off guard and frightened her 
horse. It was a new kind of winged Heartless that flew from above 
and stretched its massive talons. Merida thought it looked like a 
Wyvern from old stories about dragon-like creatures. While Mulan 
tried to calm her horse, the Wyvern swept downward and snatched 
Mulan off her saddle. 


"Hey! Let go!" Mulan grunted and struggled to free herself. She had 
to hurry so she could drop without seriously injuring herself. 


As the Wyvern flapped its wings harder to carry her, Mushu climbed 
up its neck and blew fire into its face. 


"Ha-ha! Take that you overgrown chicken!" 


Threatened, the Wyvern snarled with a raspy shriek. Mushu lost his 
grip and slipped. Rather than fall right into a cluster of Shadows, 


Merida moved in, destroyed them with one swing of her sword, and 
caught him. 


"Ahhhhh! Ahhhhh!" cried Mushu, hysterically. 


"Shut yer gobber! Yer fine now!" Merida placed him onto the horse. 
Mushu leaned against its mane and tried to relax. The horse 
however cried out and stood on its hind legs. Mushu almost tumbled 
off. Merida saved him once again and allowed him to stand on her 
shoulder. They both saw that the horse was trying to call for Mulan, 
who was still rising higher into the air. She had left her sword and 
scabbard strapped to the horse's saddle. Mulan had no means of 
fighting back against the Wyvern. 


"We gotta save Mulan!" shouted Mushu. 


"Aye! Leave that to me!" Merida equipped her bow with an arrow and 
fixed her aim. 


"Hey! She's not some prize pigeon! Don't you dare scratch my baby 
girl!" warned Mushu. Merida understood what needed to be done: 
attack the Wyvern without hurting Mulan. Merida planned to clip 
each wing, thereby negating the monster's ability to fly. 


Mushu nervously nibbled on his claws and feared that Mulan would 
get skewered by some novice girl. His assumption was far from the 
truth. 


Very few could rival Merida's accuracy in archery. She fired one 
arrow and immediately reached into her quiver for another. Another 
arrow flew right after the first. Both pierced the Wyvern's wings. The 
Heartless fiend flailed helplessly in the air. Mushu's eyes widened 
and inflated with pure shock. Mulan was falling. 


"MULAN!" hollered Mushu. Merida dashed through the Heartless 
army. With her weapons withdrawn, she had to move evasively. 
Mushu helped to fend off the Heartless with his fiery breath. 


The Wyvern tried to claw at Mulan while they were still falling. 
Although she managed to kick it away from her, she still had no plan 
to recover from sudden impact. The snow below her was not thick 
enough to cushion her. Before she knew, Merida had sprinted fast 
enough with her arms wide open. 


THUD! 


Mulan and Merida tumbled into each other. They shook their heads 
and faced each other for the first time. 


"Are you hurt?" asked Merida. 


"I'll be fine." Mulan needed only a moment to let the pain subside. 
She noticed the bow and quiver worn behind Merida. 


"Oh Mulan! Thank the ancestors you're alive!" Mushu hopped over to 
Mulan's shoulder. He caressed her head with fatherly affection and 
came close to crying. That all changed when the defeated Wyvern 
squirmed and snapped its beak at Mulan. 


"I've had it with you!" Merida whipped out her sword and plunged it 
through the Heartless's head. She twisted the hilt until the whole 
Wyvern crumbled into darkness and disappeared. 


"I'm glad to have another warrior on our team," said Mulan with an 
impressed smile. 


"Oy! That an' more!" Merida grinned and lifted her sword up from the 
snow. 


"Nice work with your bow. If I'd gotten any higher, | don't know what 
would've happened to me,” said Mulan, gratefully. 


"Yer too kind. I'm Merida." The princess of Dunbroch extended her 
hand. 


"Mulan." The hero of China returned the gesture and shook hands. 
At an instant, they shared immense respect for each other. Merida 


had never been so excited to meet another girl like her before; she 
giggled, trying her best to contain her glee. As for Mulan, she sensed 
great honor in this fearless redhead. 


"Ladies! Girl time is now battle time! Let's set these Heartless on 
fire!" shouted Mushu. 


"Yer wee dragon friend is right!" Merida swung her sword to dispel 
the approaching Heartless. They were soon stomped and destroyed 
by a pair of hooves. 


"There you are!" Mulan embraced her horse, nudging her back. She 
reached her scabbard and unveiled her sword. For a split second. 
Merida glanced at its hilt to appreciate its ornate design from a 
faraway land. She and Mulan looked straight ahead where Shadows 
and Soldiers tried to attack them. Their silver swords slashed at 
them marvelously. Their area of the snowy terrain quickly turned 
bare and white. 


"Well done, well done!" Mushu applauded while standing safely upon 
the saddle. "Let's go help the other losers-! mean friends." 


"C'mon Mushu!" scolded Mulan. 
"What? | didn't say nuthin'," replied Mushu. 


"Hey Merida. Wanna ride with us?" offered Mulan, climbing onto her 
horse. 


"You really mean that?" Merida was deeply flattered, unaware that 
her face began to glow with joy. Mulan nodded and extended her 
arm. Merida hoped for the beginning of a new friendship. She 
reached out to Mulan who flung her onto the saddle. Merida 
marveled at how strong Mulan was. She could only assume that 
Mulan had undergone some serious training in her past. 


"Here's my battle plan!" began Mushu. "We ride on like the heroes 
that we are. I'll bring the fire. Mulan will keep this happy cow safe. As 


for our new firecracker in the back, can you shoot on horseback?" 


"Can | shoot on horseback ?!" repeated Merida, already loading an 
arrow into her bow. "Watch and learn!" 


"| think we'll be good, Mushu. Hi-yaaa!" Mulan snapped her reins, 
cuing the horse to dash through the remaining waves of Heartless. 
The horse trampled over the weaker Heartless while Mushu fought 
the larger foes with fire. Mulan leaned over and sliced them while 
keeping herself steady on the saddle. Merida aimed for the distant 
Heartless that appeared to be most problematic. They even passed 
by the Beast and Simba, brawling with a single humongous 
Heartless. Merida assisted by shooting an arrow into its head. 


"Woo! Nice shooting, girl!" cheered Mushu. Mulan agreed. She could 
not say much as she had to steer her horse in the safest path. 
Merida wore the widest smile for the longest time. She searched for 
her next target. When she looked up, she re-discovered the pirate 
ship still floating in the sky. Peter Pan had ventured on his own to 
infiltrate the ship and save the ones who had been kidnapped and 
petrified. Although Merida hated him for leaving the team, she still 
hoped he was all right. 


The Captain 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter 34: The Captain 


There was no hope of escaping him. Jack Skellington possessed an 
incredibly limber body with long legs and arms. Even without having 
to jump, he could snatch Peter Pan out of the air and slam him 
against either the floor or wall. Peter Pan could only fly so far before 
a bony hand would grip his ankle once again and toss him like a rag 
doll. 


Captain Jack Sparrow grew frustrated with his opponent. Goofy 
guarded against every attack with his impervious shield. Sparrow 
waved his cutlass, testing where Goofy would move. He tapped the 
shield from the left and then circled his blade into the right. His sword 
grazed Goofy's shoulder and nothing more. The blade had no effect 
on a cursed, stone body. Goofy twisted and spun in circles, 
smacking Sparrow far across the chamber. Sparrow rubbed his jaw 
and smirked. Goofy had the perfect move to block any obvious 
openings. He bashed Sparrow into the wall and pressed repeatedly. 
While squished, Sparrow glanced down and considered tripping 
Goofy. He would dare not test his bombs and risk injuring his fellow 
comrades. He turned towards Elsa, focused on her own fight. 


At best, the Queen of Arendelle could stall Sulley from coming after 
her. She blasted his body with ice magic. He would stay frozen for 
only a moment before breaking free. Casting barricades of ice were 
no match for Sulley's brute strength. He crushed the ice in his paw 
into powdery frost and growled. Elsa retreated into a spherical 
barrier, coated in icicles. Sulley pulled back his massive monstrous 
arm and swung at her. 


KRRRRRK! 


Sulley demolished her defenses, leaving large chunks of ice littered 
on the floor. Frightened, Elsa gasped at the hole through which 
Sulley reached inside. She thawed the ice behind her and created an 
ice replica of herself. For the time being, it served as a decoy. 


"Perhaps now we should change our strategy," suggested Sparrow, 
eluding Goofy by slipping down his shield and rolling away. 


"I'll take any idea at this point! Whoa!" Peter Pan bolted away from 
Skellington, still clawing at him with tendril-like limbs. 


"We don't have to hurt them... but," Elsa cautiously kept her eye on 
her tenacious foe. Sulley was hardly satisfied with destroying her 
replica. She cast a pile of icy slush on the ground, tripping the 
hulking monster. She also summoned a thick wall of ice to block 
Goofy from reaching Sparrow. When Jack missed catching Peter 
Pan, she froze his bony hand to the wall. Peter Pan and Sparrow 
immediately hurried towards Elsa, who had managed to save them 
both. Having collapsed on the snow, Sulley clumsily stood back up. 
While Jack pulled Goofy over the ice wall, Goofy threw his shield like 
a discus and freed Jack's hand. All three of them glared at their 
assigned targets. 


Sparrow, Peter Pan, and Elsa had a few seconds to think their next 
move. Elsa could certainly wipe out the entire ship with a tumultuous 
storm of ice and snow, if she so desired. However, with two allies, 
three mind-controlled minions, and the remaining hostages, all 
aboard a flying ship, her circumstances were rather unique. Still, 
Elsa had to trust in her powers. She had to trust that she could keep 
control. 


"You two. Get back" commanded Elsa. Sparrow and Peter Pan 
gulped and followed her orders. She mustered a harsh, whirling 
flurry around her arms. She thrusted forward, shooting two beams of 
bright blue magic. Goofy and Jack Skellington were trapped ina 
twister of snow. From their feet to their faces, they were encased ina 
layer of ice. Once again, they could no longer move. 


RRRRRRRAWR! 
Sulley roared and ran at Elsa. 
AAAAAAAAH! 


With a thunderous clap of her hands and a might cry, Elsa cast 
releasing a ravenous blizzard, strong enough to shake the other 
statues and the lantern box, which kept Tinker Bell safe and warm 
during the whole fight. Sulley fell back. Before he could reach up, 
Elsa marched forward and summoned a floating chunk of ice. 


KRKK! 


The ice broke and knocked out Sulley. Elsa swirled her hands, 
forging the ice to cover every inch of Sulley's body. He was trapped 
and restrained. Like an ancient fossil, Sulley was frozen in time. All 
turned silent and cold upon her victory. 


Having not realized how much she overexerted her powers, Elsa 
gasped and fell over. Peter Pan flew in and caught her. He did not 
hesitate upon making the physical contact for the first time. He was 
respectful, helping her to the wall from which they all entered the 
statue chamber. Peter Pan flew over the frozen foes and picked up 
Tinker Bell from the plinth. He wiped away the frost to see Tinker Bell 
was still alive. He sighed in heavy relief. She twinkled and jumped 
merrily. Peter Pan returned to his friends where Elsa steadied 
herself, off the wall. 


"We can give you a moment to rest if you like," said Peter Pan. 
"No, I'm fine," insisted Elsa. 


"| admire your moxie, Miss," praised Sparrow. "I imagine we won't 
have to wait till Spring to help our mates." 


"| can thaw them once this is all over," confirmed Elsa. "Let's geta 
move on. We'll take over the ship and bring it back down to land." 


"My other friends are pretty smart. I'm sure they'll know how to get 
everyone back to normal,” chimed Peter Pan. 


"Very well. Shall we make our way to the main deck?" proposed 
Sparrow. 


"Yeah. It's not like Hook has anything else we can't handle," scoffed 
Peter Pan. He allowed Sparrow to lead the way while he moved slow 
enough for Elsa. She reminded herself that there was no time to 
falter as her ice would have melted off the cannons. She had to be 
quick with her ice magic to keep them from blasting her palace. 


"We couldn't have done this without you," said Peter Pan. 


"Th-thanks. I'm glad | helped... instead of make things worse," said 
Elsa. 


"You bet! We'll wrap this up in no time." Peter Pan beamed with 
hope. Elsa remembered Anna, who would have been just as 
determined. She believed her own sister would have been proud. 
Soon, they would be reunited. Soon. 


Sparrow guided everyone through the bright exit where they arrived 
at the main deck. Little to their luck, they were ambushed by a gang 
of pirate Heartless. 


"It's okay, Elsa. It's our turn! C'mon, pirate!" Peter Pan gestured 
towards Sparrow and handed Elsa the lantern box, holding Tinker 
Bell. 


"No worries, lad! I'll join you soon enough," jested Sparrow. He 
ambled slowly, while Peter Pan leaped into the air like a dolphin and 
swooped down low. One by one, Peter Pan eliminated an enemy by 
jabbing it or by tricking it into attacking its own kind. They could not 
keep up with him, flying as fast as a bee. 


Meanwhile, Sparrow paced and searched for Captain Hook. At one 
point, a single Heartless approached him. He swung his cutlass and 


slashed it. 


"See that? | helped. Done my part," proclaimed Sparrow. Elsa rolled 
her eyes. With the cold air in the sky wiping the sweat off her face, 
she begun to relax and recover her strength. Soon enough, the pile 
of darkness and dust blew away with the wind. The main deck was 
cleared. 


"Curse you, Peter Pan! What will it take to be rid of you?!" cried an 
older, bitter man. Elsa, Peter Pan, and Sparrow turned around and 
looked above. Upon the upper deck, Captain Hook sneered. 
Sparrow spied a string pendant that looped through a small golden 
key. It had slipped out from the folds of Hook's red coat. 


"Hey! It's time to turn this ship around! Why don't you get out of 
here?!" demanded Peter Pan. 


"| don't take orders from brats like you! This is my ship! I'm the 
captain!" 


"Hardly," grumbled Sparrow. 


"What was that?" Hook rushed over the wooden railing. "You! Who 
are you?!" 


"lam to the one to appropriate this fine vessel." Sparrow sauntered 
up the stairs and caressed the wooden railings. Peter Pan glared at 
both pirates. His suspicions slowly returned. 


"You're mad if you think you stand a chance at taking the Jolly Roger 
away from me. Any of you." Hook reached into his coat pocket and 
blew into a thin, silver whistle. The sound was shrill and sharp 
enough to make Sparrow stop on the stairs. Peter Pan shrieked and 
slammed his hands onto his ears. Elsa almost dropped the lantern 
box when she tried to block the noise. She endured the harsh whistle 
which only lasted for a few agonizing seconds. When Hook was 
finished, something massive trembled underneath the floor. 


KSSSH! 


A gleaming blade of silver punctured the wooden floor. Elsa retreated 
to the cabin door, just underneath the upper deck. Peter Pan floated 
safely above. 


Hook gave a nasty grin, upon unleashing his most savage Heartless. 
He deeply desired to watch it slaughter the stowaways. He was 
ready to gloat with a crooked laugh. Instead, his eye caught Sparrow 
arriving at the top of the stairs. 


"Alas, how do you think this will all end, mate?" Sparrow whipped out 
his cutlass and lunged. Hook immediately twirled his own sword and 
countered. 


"A galley rat like you challenging against a captain!" snarled Hook. 


"At least a rat knows his way around a ship. Shame | can't say the 
same for a barnacle-brained, beak-faced bloke like you," said 
Sparrow smoothly. 


KRRRRK! The main deck splintered. The silver blade broke free. 
The rest of its body climbed up to the main deck from the room 
below where Peter Pan and Elsa had first discovered its crate. They 
basked in its threatening form. The Heartless foe stood enormous on 
its four legs, as thin and sharp as javelins. It wielded a menacing pair 
of heavy sickles for arms. Dagger-like quills coated its spine. It 
leaned in low, eager to reap. Elsa was entranced by its bulbous 
yellow eyes. In her head, she could only describe the new Heartless 
as the Mantis. It tilted its head and chirped, suggesting that it was 
examining its prey. 


Peter Pan pinched his fingers to his lips and whistled. The Mantis 
twisted its body and screeched. Its sickles stretched out and slashed 
in the form of an X. 


"Keep Tink safe. I'll distract it so you can blast it." Peter Pan leaped 
with his arms wide open. Elsa nestled the lantern box into a corner of 


the deck and fastened it to the floor with a layer of ice. Tinker Bell 
watched in helpless silence. With a wide swing, the relentless Mantis 
reached for Peter Pan, acting as a diversion. Elsa struck its thorax 
and begun to freeze its body. Peter Pan floated and stared 
cautiously. The Mantis quickly scratched off the ice and faced Elsa. It 
thrusted a single javelin leg at her. Elsa flung her hand and 
summoned an icy barrier from the ground. The Mantis's leg pierced 
through her defenses but failed to make contact. It screeched and 
shattered the ice. Elsa had to ensure Tinker Bell's safety. Freezing 
her new foe would not be enough. The Mantis stood taller than 
Sulley but gangly like Jack Skellington. Elsa prepared to evade its 
next attack and strike. The Mantis arched its back and lifted its 
sickles. She hurled a clump of snow into its face and stomped her 
heel. While the Mantis cleared its eyes, a layer of smooth ice 
covered the floor. By altering the area, Elsa had the upper hand. The 
Mantis struggled to find balance with its four thin legs and fell. Peter 
Pan curiously descended. His feet hovered over the slippery ice. 
Elsa then used both hands to blast a blinding blizzard in a second 
attempt to freeze the Mantis. The ice grew thick over and 
constrained its movement. 


"| hope this works." Peter Pan was not ready to call an early victory. 
KKKRRRRK! 


By puncturing the floor with its legs, the Mantis found balance. It 
swung at Peter Pan and came after Elsa. For the time being, their 
strategy was simply to dodge and defend. 


Meanwhile, Sparrow and Hook engaged in a vigorous duel. Hook 
swung aggressively and erratically. Fortunately for Sparrow, he could 
improvise and deflect Hook's attacks. 


"Do tell me the tall tale... of how such a bottom-feeding brat nabbed 
a ship like this?" pestered Sparrow. 


"What is it to you?!" spat Hook bitterly. 


"I'm in the market," said Sparrow with a slippery smirk. 
"The Jolly Roger's not for sale!" 


Hook lunged at Sparrow and hurled his sword overhead. Although 
Sparrow blocked just in time, he was pinned against the edge. 


When the Mantis slammed its sickle arm onto the edge, the whole 
ship tipped. Hook wobbled and Sparrow smoothly slipped away and 
jabbed. They had switched places. 


"We could... discuss the finances like gentlemen or settle this as 
pirates." Sparrow pressed his guard and ripped the key off Hook's 
chest. 


"Give that back!" Hook shoved Sparrow who tripped on a sliding 
stack of rope. 


"But | was hoping for a souvenir. | think I'll take it," Sparrow gave a 
giddy smile, even though he lay helpless on the floor. 


"I'll have my Heartless skewer each of you!" threatened Hook. 


"Now that's a bit graphic, don't you think, mate?" Sparrow glanced at 
the Mantis viciously swirling its flexible body at Peter Pan and Elsa. 
He too noticed their limited options. Neither of them had the right 
weapons to defeat. 


Hook remained relentless. His eyes boiled bright red. He lunged at 
Sparrow who had to defend himself and plan a counterattack. He 
had no means of helping his new friends. 


FWOOSH-FWOOSH! 


Two burning bolts of green plasma blasted the deck and struck the 
Mantis. Elsa panicked and assumed a second Heartless had arrived. 
She whipped up another barrier, tall and wide. Tinker Bell was 
frightened yet puzzled. She could hardly tell what was happening 
amidst the cacophony of the battle. Elsa carefully glanced beyond 


her barrier to get a peek. The Mantis limped as the smoke blew 
away. Peter Pan was still airborne and free to scope the skies. 


A scarlet red spaceship hovered beside the Jolly Roger. It took 
everyone's attention, even that of the Mantis. It fired another more 
plasma bolts but the Mantis guarded, deflecting them far from the 
ship. 


"Blast that wretched, red vermin!" cursed Hook. The red spaceship 
rose higher and turned around, as if to retreat. 


KSSSH! 


Peter Pan watched the front glass pop open. Something blue leaped 
out and landed hard onto the main deck. Elsa heard its impact and 
leaned past her barrier to check. She spotted the blue figure, small 
and furry. Its large ears flopped in the wind. As a bizarre feature, it 
possessed four hands, each with a blaster gun. 


ZZZP! ZZZP! 


Two sharp, electric blasts stunned the Mantis from behind. Peter Pan 
hurried to find the second flyer. Overhead, a young man gripped onto 
some sort of floating board with a glittering sail. He made a sharp 
turn and came low, near the blue animal. He stepped off his board 
and pointed his pistol at the Mantis. 


"Ready, Stitch?" said the young man. 


"Ichi-ba, Jim-Jim," squeaked the blue animal. Together, they 
performed a combined assault on their target. The Mantis, partially 
paralyzed from the previous attacks, could not move fast enough to 
protect itself. Its joints were pelted and damaged. Its colossal arms 
collapsed. Still, the Mantis let out a miserable screech to show 
defiance. Elsa emerged from her barrier and summoned a single 
spike of ice. 


KKKKRIK! 


The Mantis had been impaled through its thorax. With its last ounce 
of strength, it crouched in low. Elsa predicted it was going to pounce 
and crush the young man and his blue, furry friend. 


"Not today!" Peter Pan rushed in and swiped his dagger at the 
Mantis's hind legs. 


THUD! The Mantis fell back and wiggled, like a helpless bug. Peter 
Pan was impressed. It was much more reluctant to give up than the 
other Heartless monsters he had faced. 


"Stitch, would you do the honor?" suggested the young man. 


Peter Pan and Elsa both identified the blue animal by name. Stitch, 
despite its puny size, ripped apart the Mantis into pieces like a 
broken toy. They disintegrated into darkness. As for the Mantis's 
head, appearing too heavy to carry off the floor, Stitch simply kicked 
it off the ship and laughed. They all watched it disappear in the 
distance. 


"SMEEEEEE!"" hollered Hook, having witnessed the defeat of his 
strongest Heartless. And there it was. Sparrow seized his chance 
while Hook was panicking. He swung at Hook's hand and disarmed 
him. Wielding two swords, Sparrow pointed at Hook's neck and 
chest. 


"Do | smell a surrender?" taunted Sparrow. 


"You and you friends won't see the last of us!" growled Hook. He 
flung his hook at his own sword's pointed edge and scurried down 
the steps. Mr. Smee waved at his captain from a life boat, already 
filled with supplies on one side. Hook hopped off the railing and 
severed the rope that held them to the mast. With what little magic 
they had stole from Tinker Bell, the life boat floated in the air and 
carried them away. Their hasty retreat took them far from the snowy 
mountain. Sparrow chuckled and dangled the shiny key in front of his 
eyes. He twirled it in between his dirty fingers. This was hardly the 
prize he desired; rather, it was a token, one to be exchanged for an 


even greater treasure. He looked down the main deck where Peter 
Pan and Elsa expressed gratitude for the young man and the 
strange little animal named Stitch. New allies for a new bargain, 
Sparrow wondered. As helpful as they were in defeating the monster, 
Sparrow still did not Know if he could trust them entirely, regardless 
of which side they fought for, good or evil. He needed to remind his 
partners of their agreement. 


"Ahoy, children!" cried out Sparrow. "And, your majesty." Elsa 
chuckled at his courtesy. The young man, who had revealed his 
name to be Jim Hawkins, fixed his posture and graced into a 
respectful bow. Stitch playfully mimicked his gesture. 


"As much as | fancy celebratory merriment, enhanced only by 
libations, we must resume our mission," explained Sparrow. 


"Yeah! We have friends to un-petrify!" said Peter Pan excitedly. 


"But first, we'll need someone to have us drop anchor on land again. 
Anyone?" Sparrow gestured any of the four standing below him. 


"| can do it but we'll need to get Tink out of that box. Elsa, how's she 
doing?" asked Peter Pan. 


Elsa thawed the ice around the base of the lantern box and lifted it. 
She peered through a glass panel where Tinker Bell sat with an 
exhausted look on her tiny face. Jim and Stitch approached Elsa and 
gazed upon its odd, fairy glow. 


"Is that... a person?" asked Jim politely. He was unsure if he was 
seeing some kind of alien life form. 


"She's a fairy," said Peter Pan. "It's her pixie dust that's making this 
whole ship fly." 


"Fairies and pixie dust, huh? Stitch, do you know anything about 
that?" Jim crossed his arms skeptically and glanced at his blue 
buddy, shaking his head. 


"| think she's ready. We still need the key," guessed Elsa. 
Sparrow coughed loudly to demand everyone's attention. 


"Friends, | do believe our damsel has had enough of her cramped 
accommodations." Sparrow revealed the key he had swiped from 
Hook. 


Peter Pan was overjoyed. He bolted high to the upper deck and 
reached for the key. Sparrow shook it away. 


"Do remember our bargain, boy," whispered Sparrow. "| expect you 
to show me how to steer this magical vessel before we part ways. 
Do procure a smidge of that pixie dust to take me back to sea. 


Savy?" 


"Okay, okay. Just hand it over," fussed Peter Pan. He snatched the 
key and darted back to Elsa. He unlocked the box and cupped both 
his hands. Tinker Bell weakly stepped out and stretched her glittering 
wings. Peter Pan was beyond relieved. 


"I'm sorry it took so long, Tink. You won't believe what a crazy 
adventure it's been." Peter Pan chuckled and drew back to all the 
colorful cast of characters that crossed his path since leaving 
Neverland: the Beast, Merida, Hiro, Baymax, Kuzco, Elsa, Captain 
Jack Sparrow, and two new friends that he had just met a moment 
ago. All of the waiting, traveling, and fighting had been worth it to be 
reunited with his best friend. 


Elsa instantly empathized with him. It was the same feeling she had 
when Anna had thawed the ice from her own heart, long ago. She 
believed it would happen again after returning to her palace. The 
ship was no longer a vessel of destruction. It quietly floated through 
the sky, way above the fields of snow. She was happy for Peter Pan. 
He helped Tinker Bell to regain her strength by believing in her. She 
jumped up and flew into a dazzling burst of golden light. 


"I'll say this is a score for the good guys. Ain't that right?" Jim rubbed 
Stitch's head. Stitch smiled sweetly. 


"Ooga-naga wa. Yami-kala-wiki?" asked Stitch in his native alien 
language. 


"Not yet. We'll tell them about the island soon enough." Jim 
understood how urgent it was to inform the right people with right 
information without alerting any spies. He and Stitch had surveyed 
the looming darkness from the skies and other worlds. From their 
reports, the rate of new portals was increasing rapidly. Meanwhile, 
the storm surrounding the hidden island grew stronger. Obviously, 
they deduced that they were connected. If only they had the means 
to penetrate its defenses. Perhaps, their newest allies had a clue or 
a tool that could help. Jim knew Stitch was willing to help and trust 
other people. Their friend, Mike Wazowski, was left to wait inside 
Stitch's space cruiser under auto-pilot. 


"Alright, Tink! Are you ready to bring this ship down?" asked Peter 
Pan. 


Tinker Bell nodded with vigor. 
"Here we go!" said Peter Pan. 


Tinker Bell flew fast over the ship and her special pixie dust rained all 
over. Rather than bring the ship even higher, her magic regained 
control of how it was going to move. Elsa felt the ship descend 
gently. She accepted priority in bringing the hostages down first 
before returning to her palace to thaw Anna. Peter Pan had 
expressed certainty that his friends on the ground could restore them 
from being petrified. Jim pulled out a remote control that signaled 
Stitch's space cruiser. He inputted commands to have it follow their 
position. 


Mike Wazowski had been patient all by himself in a strange, alien 
ship. He trusted in his new partners, Jim and Stitch. Once the ship 
began to fly downwards, he was ready to move forward. Maybe they 


had found a clue after all about Sulley's whereabouts. Even with 
what little he really Knew about the nefarious Heartless plot or the 
heroes uniting from all across dimensions, Mike remained hopeful. 


Peter Pan flew over to the helm to guide the ship into a smooth 
descent. Sparrow leaned in close to take mental notes. Peter Pan 
grimaced upon the pirate's unpleasant smell. All it took was a familiar 
fairy to float beside him to remind him of what he had accomplished. 
It was risky to trust a pirate but it turned out to be the right choice. 
Perhaps Sparrow was the good kind of captain that the Jolly Roger 
needed. 


They sailed down from the warm twilight sky across the white glow of 
the snow. Peter Pan was ready to return to his friends. He 
anticipated Merida's anger, Hiro's questions, and the silent treatment 
from the Beast. He knew not of the team lead by King Mickey that 
came to their rescue. 


The Heartless army had diminished drastically. Aladdin swiftly 
eliminated the remaining airborne Heartless. The flightless few were 
crushed by the Beast. Simba had succeeded in preventing Pete from 
escaping and brought him back for interrogation. Mulan, Mushu, and 
Merida made their way towards King Mickey, Donald Duck, and 
Kuzco. Hiro and Baymax had been monitoring the safety of their 
allies and surveying the snowy surroundings. Upon landing next to 
King Mickey, they confirmed that there were no more Heartless. 


"Sensors indicate... Peter Pan is... safe and... approaching," 
reported Baymax, pointing up. Hiro and the others looked according 
to Baymax's bulky arm. The pirate ship, once an omen of looming 
terror, arrived as a beacon of hope. Hiro spotted Peter Pan waving 
from the upper deck. There were other people on board. 


"How ‘bout that? Peter Pan didn't get himself killed up there," teased 
Merida. 


"Is he a friend of yours?" asked Mulan. 


"Eh, more o' less. He's got loads to tell, | hope." Merida was deeply 
impressed with Peter Pan. He brought down the ship that they had 
believed to hold the petrified hostages. The other heroes were also 
curious about what they were all going to learn from the ship. Since 
the fighting was finished, King Mickey could already foresee having 
to explain everything to everyone. There was no way easy to do it. 


The Miracle 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter 35: The Miracle 


Kuzco did not care to learn about every hero and villain involved with 
fighting or using the Heartless. Just knowing that Peter Pan could fly 
or Elsa could freeze things confused him enough. Instead, he 
wanted to side with whoever was least likely to kill him. He would not 
hesitate to befriend a stranger who had the magic or method to get 
him back home quickly. With Elsa in control of her emotions and her 
ice magic, the bizarre blizzards were gone. He could confidently 
resume construction of his second summer home without any 
unusual weather to interfere. The Heartless were no concern to him 
or his empire, after all. 


KSSH-KRRRK! 


Kuzco flinched once the massive pirate ship landed on the crunchy 
snow. He retreated behind Baymax, a wide and durable companion. 
What he could not see was Captain Jack Sparrow unload the draw 
bridge from the main deck. Peter Pan brought everyone else back to 
the statue chamber. Elsa was ready to thaw the three cursed 
soldiers. Jim Hawkins and Stitch acted as reinforcements in case 
they were still under Jafar's control. Much to Elsa's delight, the three 
soldiers did not move or even twitch. Their positions had changed 
since Elsa had to freeze them in combat. Although the petrifying 
curse was still in effect, she took any progress that came for them. 


Peter Pan had Tinker Bell help with the next task: delivering their 
stone bodies off the ship. She sprinkled pixie dust over all six 
statues. Jim Hawkins wondered how this fairy inexplicably levitated 
the statues off the floor with glitter. A carbon-based magnetic field, 
perhaps? He knew Stitch could have lifted any of the statues on his 
own. Instead, his furry friend was marveled by the fairy magic and let 


out a wondrous "Ooo" sound. Peter Pan gently guided the floating 
statues out of the chamber and through the hallways. While taking 
leisure on the main deck, Sparrow waved at Peter Pan and showed 
him the draw bridge. They had all agreed to bring the statues down 
to the snow where they could be reunited with their friends and loved 
ones. The first three to emerge from the hallways were the three 
ladies: Queen Minnie, Jasmine, and Belle. 


Back outside, Jim pulled out the remote control and input the 
commands to have Stitch's space cruiser land on the deck. He still 
was not sure if or how he was going to explain the pirate, the ice 
queen, or the stone statues to Mike Wazowski. He figured there 
would be no connection between them and his dogged quest to find 
his friend, Sulley. 


Jim knocked on the cruise door and extended his hand. 

"Sorry that took long, buddy," said Jim. 

"Nah, it was good. The music was nice," replied Mike sheepishly. 
"Hey! I'm glad you found Stitch's playlist to your liking. | haven't met 
anyone who didn't." Jim briefly reminisced flying with Stitch, who 


would always play his favorite rock-and-roll songs on loop for long 
journeys. 


"| saw a mean-looking thing on this ship. Is it gone?" 


"The Heartless? Yeah, it's safe now. Did you wanna come out? It's 
kinda cold." 


"Yeah. A nice streeeetch for the legs would be nice." Mike wiggled 
his spherical body and reached for his legs. He jumped down to the 
wooden deck where a brisk breeze curled around him. No need to 
shiver or complain. Being banished in the Himalayas? That was cold. 


Mike saw the two statues floating out of the ship's shadowy hallway. 


"Whoa! What happened to these guys?" exclaimed Mike. 
"| don't know. They're hostages, we think," replied Jim. 


"But they've been turned to stone! This is just like what happened 
to-!" 


Mike's jaw dropped instantly when the final petrified statue came out, 
followed by a tall human woman, dressed in blue. 


"SULLEY!" shouted Mike. 


Peter Pan, Tinker Bell, Elsa, and Sparrow all turned their heads in 
alarm. Not one of them knew about the little, green cyclops. Elsa 
mistook him for a Heartless and cast a spiky clump of ice in defense. 


"Hey lady! Get away from my friend!" Mike leaned away from the 
sharp, pointed edges of her ice. 


"Excuse me? Who are you? What are you?" asked Elsa. 


"I'm Mike Wazowski and that's my best friend, Sulley. What did you 
do to him?!" 


"Sulley? Is that his name?" Elsa glanced at the petrified monster who 
was once cursed to fight her. Another lost friend, she thought. 


"Yes, he has a name. Are you working with Jafar?!" 

"You know Jafar?" asked Peter Pan. 

"Do you ?!" snapped Mike. 

"Hey, hey! Easy everyone! Mike came with us... sorta." said Jim. 
"Did the Heartless come to your world too?" asked Elsa. 


"No but those creatures came with Jafar and he's the creep who 
turned my friend to stone and kidnapped him. Where is he?" Mike 


peered into the ship's hallway. 


"Are we all squabbling on about the scarlet scoundrel? The one with 
a bird?" interjected Sparrow. 


"Yeah! That sounds right" described Mike. 


"Aye. The three of us had a fated encounter with him," said Sparrow, 
glancing at Peter Pan and Elsa. 


"So, he was here!" assessed Mike. 


"Yeah. But he escaped. We don't know where he is," revealed Peter 
Pan. 


"That just means he could be off turning more people to lawn 
decorations. Let's go after him!" 


"Hey, cool your jets. Let's help these hostages first." Jim looked over 
the ship and saw humans and various non-human folks gather at the 
base of the bridge. As far as he knew, they could have been 
assorted aliens from other worlds. 


"OYYY! Peter! Get yer grassy-green bum back here! What's holdin’ 
ye?!" shouted the spunky Scottish princess from the snowy field. 


"Hey kid. | think you got a call," teased Jim. 


"Oh yeah! That's Merida! She'll be thrilled when | tell her | found her 
friend!" said Peter Pan. 


"Great! Those bad guys went after your pals too!" Mike groaned and 
gripped his head. 


"It does sound like they've hurt a lot of people,” realized Elsa. "More 
than we thought." 


"| think that's why everyone's come here," reasoned Jim. "Let's figure 
out who knows who and go from there." 


"Eh!" Stitch agreed with his partner's plan. 
"Will they know how to fix everyone?" asked Mike. 


"There's only one way to find out," said Jim. He offered an 
encouraging smile. Stitch patted Mike and raised his thumb. The 
flying kid, the fairy, the snow queen, and the pirate all appeared 
ready and willing to help the petrified people. Mike knew was nothing 
in Monstropolis that could cure Sulley's condition. Maybe if one of 
the new strangers knew someone or something to save their own 
friend, maybe they could share it with Sulley. 


"Alright. Let's do this." Mike followed behind everyone down the 
bridge. Peter Pan and Tinker Bell took the lead. After the floating 
statues, Elsa, Jim, and Sparrow strolled along. Stitch approached 
Mike and sensed the hesitation in his huge eye. 


"Ohana," whispered Stitch. 

"Huh?" asked Mike. 

"No one gets left behind," said Stitch, sweetly. 
"Yeah. Thanks, Stitch." 


Without realizing, Mike arrived onto the snow. He took one wide look 
at the several people who clustered around the six statues. 


"Jack!" cried Merida. 

"Who's calling me?" answered Sparrow. 

"Not you! Skellington!" Merida pointed at the tall skeleton man. 
"Your Majesty, that looks like Goofy!" squawked Donald. 

"Belle!" roared the Beast. He pushed aside the Mulan and Donald 


who unintentionally blocked him from reaching Belle. He caressed 
her stone face with his large claws. 


"Hey! Watch yourself, fuzzworth!" mocked Mushu. 


"Jasmine! Can you hear me?" Aladdin swooped overhead with 
Carpet's help. He landed and held Jasmine's hand, firmly attached to 
her hips in stone. "Donald, can't you do something?" 


"Help Belle first!" demanded the Beast 


"Hey, don't get so close!" Aladdin feared that the Beast's size and 
aggressive movements would damage and break the statues. 


"Hey! Back off, you guys!" Mulan wanted to keep her team calm and 
assert herself in front of the others who she did not trust completely. 


"Yeah. Let Baymax scan them first," insisted Hiro. "We can runa 
diagnostic test to see what's affecting their bodies." 


"Diag-what? What are you talking about?" asked Aladdin, oblivious 
to Hiro's vocabulary. 


"Forget the fancy work, Hiro. Let's all have the wizard break the 
spells," proposed Merida, squeezing between Aladdin and the Beast. 


"No more magic. I've had enough of it," argued the Beast adamantly. 
A whirlwind of arguments and opinions erupted over the hectic 
heroes. Aladdin stood his ground against the Beast. Merida and 
Peter Pan tried to out-yell everyone but to no avail. Jim squatted 
down to check on Stitch, covering his ears and growling. Mulan 
wanted to hear out Hiro but she could barely hear him over everyone 
else. Donald squawked angrily, while squished between the furious 
fighters. His webbed feet were stomped several times. Even Abu and 
Mulan's horse joined in the chaos with screeching and neighing. 


Sparrow shrugged at the madness that ensued and made his way 
back to the main deck. Elsa followed him as she could feel her 
anxiety rising from all the cacophonous conversations. Simba stood 
silently behind the ones who continued to argue. He knew that his 
appearance would startle the newcomers and trigger another fight. 


Meanwhile, Kuzco groaned and rolled his eyes at everyone. He 
decided to use the moment to vent about almost dying multiple times 
in one day. It was far from productive but it was certainly cathartic. 


Suddenly, a small shadow flew overhead. No one noticed how King 
Mickey had leaped over everyone to get the higher ground aboard 
the pirate ship. He pinched two fingers together and blew. 


A piercing whistle seized everyone's attention. 


"Everyone! Listen up!" shouted King Mickey. Mulan and her familiar 
friends respected his call. The others were still skeptical of this 
mouse-like individual, holding an obnoxiously large key. 


"Who are you supposed to be?" asked Peter Pan, hovering in 
between the pirate ship and the crowd of heroes. 


"That's King Mickey! Show some respect!" yelled Donald, pushing 
aside Merida and the Beast to set himself free. 


"You tell'em Donald!" cried Mushu. 


"Anyways, | know we all have lots of questions but | believe we're all 
here for the same reasons. Some of us are fighting the Heartless to 
protect our homes. Some of us have journeyed far from home to 
rescue a lost friend. And for others, it's bits of both," said King 
Mickey, earnestly. 


From one character to another, there was mutual sorrow. Merida 
recognized that her fate to fight the Heartless was not for her to face 
alone. It was grander than she could have imagined. From the 
gloomy graveyard to the winter wasteland, she had befriended 
heroes from worlds she never knew existed. Merida knew King 
Mickey spoke up to pull everyone out of madness and bring them 
into harmony. She could not ignore the respect he garnered from his 
team nor his competence in combat. A leader in more ways than 
one, she thought. He carried a dominant but diplomatic demeanor. It 
reminded Merida of her own mother. 


"| believe we can help each other. I'll be happy to answer any big 
questions," added King Mickey. 


"Do ya mind if | ask the first question?" asked Mike, raising his hand. 
"Uh huh!" said King Mickey. 


"What exactly is a Heartless? You know, those creatures that keep 
attacking us?" asked Mike. King Mickey picked up on the instant 
murmuring in the crowd. It was most likely a shared question, one 
that perhaps a few were too embarrassed to mention. 


"That's a good place to start. When a person's heart yields to 
darkness, that darkness transforms them into a creature known as a 
Heartless. They hunt after the light in the strongest hearts, corrupting 
them into more Heartless." 


"Where did they come from? And why are they now here?!" asked 
the Beast aggressively. 


"Well, the Heartless are usually very rare. But their domain is a 
distant world, one that's made of pure darkness. Given what we've 
all seen, | have no doubt that someone's opened a doorway, from 
their world to ours. The Door to Darkness." Right as King Mickey 
finished his sentence, Merida grinned with pride. Skellington's claim 
had been correct all along, despite Hiro's initial doubts. 


"When you say ‘doorway’, what you're actually describing is like an 
inter-dimensional portal, right?" asked Hiro, looking for an objective 
definition. 


"Kind of. Takes you from one place to another. But this doorway can 
be locked and unlocked so that's a better way of describing," 
explained King Mickey. Hiro glanced at Merida, smirking right back at 
him. 


"Is it true that when the Door to Darkness stays open, it opens up 
more doorways all over, letting those Heartless devils to cause 


chaos?" asked Merida, hoping to confirm yet another detail she had 
learned from Skellington. 


"Uh huh. it messes with time and space so more doorways can 
appear wherever without warning. These lesser doorways can't stay 
open very long without something to feed them," specified King 
Mickey. 


"Hearts... strong hearts of our friends. Jafar said something about 
that. Right, Elsa?" asked Peter Pan, rubbing his head. 


"He told us that they were taking the power from the hearts of those 
we care about," said Elsa, recalling her brief encounter with the 
sorcerer, outside of the statue chamber. 


"So that's why Jafar took Sulley! This is sounding so twisted!" 
shouted Mike, enraged. Long ago at his workplace, there was a 
scheme to kidnap human children to force the screams out of their 
bodies as a mortifying method of energy extraction. Although Mike 
and Sulley had thwarted those plans, it was still troubling for Mike to 
realize that the same wicked idea still found its way into another 
world. 


"Did you guys say Jafar ?" asked Aladdin. 


"Oh boy. Has that creep ruined your lives too?" asked Mike, 
experiencing mild deja vu. 


"Well, the only Jafar | know is the grumpy grown-up with the funny 
hat, the bird, and a stick," described Peter Pan. "He used his magic 
to make our friends fight us." 

"Yeah! That's him! The dirty snake!" cursed Aladdin. 


"Hang on. Do ya actually know Jafar?" asked Merida. 


"Unfortunately. He's a sorcerer-turned-genie from Agrabah. He tried 
to take power there years ago but when he failed, | guess he 


slithered after some bigger prizes," said Aladdin. 


"He conspired with Oogie Boogie and Hook. My team bested Oogie 
a King's Peak. But what b'came of Hook?" Merida looked up and 
directed her question to Peter Pan. 


"| saw the old codfish flop off his own ship, ha-ha!" taunted Peter 
Pan. 


"Aaaand... what about Jafar? The magic mirror showed us that he 
was on the ship too," added Merida. 


"Oh... | think he got away while we were trying to defend ourselves," 
said Peter Pan, embarrassed. 


"That's so like Jafar. Quick to slip away whenever he gets the 
chance," said Aladdin. 


"At least now we all Know who's behind the Heartless attacks, right?" 
asked Mulan. 


"Well, we might," said King Mickey. 


"Huh? Well who else is there?!" asked Merida, on the brink of a 
migraine. 


"Maleficent," answered Sparrow clearly. 


"Who?" Peter Pan had yet again failed to pay attention to a crucial 
detail. Elsa had been very keen, fearing that her sister could remain 
a target of someone's sinister plans. She remembered the name that 
even Jafar himself had recognized with a touch of fear. 


"Maleficent. That was the one who's actually leading all the 
Heartless and the other villains, right?" asked Elsa, knowing it was 
Sparrow who exposed Maleficent with some indication of prior 
knowledge. 


"A frightful woman, she is. At least, | can only assume," Sparrow 
twirled his hands, as if winding the gears in his mind. He paused and 
pointed emphatically. "| overheard a plot to spread the little... 
Heartless. She gave instructions to her lackeys to attack your palace 
and went on her merry way." 


"Oh gosh. This isn't good," said King Mickey. 
"Have we ‘ol got to be worried?" asked Merida. 
"Yeah, who or what exactly are we dealing with?" asked Hiro. 


King Mickey took a deep breath and recounted his last experience 
with the self-proclaimed mistress of all evil. 


"My knowledge of the Heartless... comes from fighting her long ago. 
She's an evil fairy who once desired the ultimate powers of 
darkness. She would stop at nothing to rule everything and 
everyone. | went after her and she manipulated the Heartless to fight 
me. | locked up her doorways and defeated her." King Mickey 
paused and studied his Keyblade. A flashback of his weapon 
clashing with the burning green glow of her staff. Tendrils of thorns 
and lightning were clawing at him. It was the light of his own heart 
that single-handedly shined through her darkness and left her in a 
weakened state. It was a fight where he had been reckless but 
determined to win to protect his kingdom and his dearest friends 
from losing their light. It was a hazy aftermath where he has not sure 
if her evil had been truly eradicated. 


"If Maleficent has returned and if she's somehow regained the power 
to open the Door to Darkness, then we'll have to face her," said King 
Mickey. 


"Who exactly are you trying to recruit, Your Majesty?" asked 
Sparrow. "Have you any financial incentive for their services?" 


"Huh? | only meant that-" 


"Some of us got what we came for. And surely you don't need all of 
us in your crew," Suggested Sparrow. 


King Mickey had to rethink his words. Again, he looked across the 
heroes who stood on the snow. Some had come with him while 
others had not. It would be imposing to ask for help from those who 
hailed from outside lands. The Heartless were a dangerous threat to 
all but perhaps they all had enough fighting. 


"We were never in this for money or glory," stated Mulan. 


"Uh-huh!" sassed Mushu. "You can't buy honor. It's limited edition. 
Hey, Mickey! We're sticking with you." 


"Yeah! We won't let you go on your own," cheered Donald. 


"You can't scare us off that easily, Your Majesty. We gotta score to 
settle with Jafar and any of his crooked pals," said Aladdin. 


"He's right." A friendly voice from a terrifying animal. 
"There you are, Simba!" said Aladdin. 

"Did that lion... just talk?" asked Merida. 

"Oh my gosh! Cool!" said Peter Pan. 


"Hey. Knock it off. He's not a circus freak." Mushu nodded with a hint 
of respect. Simba nodded back. 


"| joined your team because we shared a common enemy. The 
Heartless attacked my kingdom. | won't rest until we destroy them. 
I'm with you to the end, Mickey." 


"Gosh. Thanks, you guys,” replied King Mickey. 


"So... that husky key ye've got there. Is that what we need to lock 
the Door to Darkness?" asked Merida. 


"You betcha! Once | lock the Door to Darkness, then that would get 
rid of the other doorways, stopping the flow of Heartless." 


"| like the sound of yer plan but before we get stoked for another 
fight, how ‘bout we figur how to break the stone spell that's cursed 
our friends?" Merida had redirected the conversation back to another 
unresolved predicament. 


"Yeah, Mickey. Can't we use Donald's magic?" asked Aladdin. 
Donald could indeed cast Cure spells to heal injuries or remove 
spells like Jafar's mind control. When Aladdin turned to face him and 
waited for an answer, Donald could feel immediate attention and 
pressure from everyone else. 


"Well, | could try," said Donald meekly. 


"Let's give him some space. Please," asked King Mickey kindly. The 
other heroes complied and stepped back while those with petrified 
friends remained protectively close. The Beast only shifted his feet a 
few inches. His shadowy glare made Donald gulp nervously. 


"Alright." Donald fixed his stance and took a deep breath. 
"CURAGA|" He conjured a swirling wisp of light, growing into a 
shimmering wreath with flowers and bells. They bestowed a pulse of 
golden light over each of the six statues. Mike was desperate to see 
Sulley recover. The Beast yearned for the sweetness in Belle's 
precious voice. Merida had missed Skellington's whimsical and 
fearless attitude. Aladdin only wanted for Jasmine to be free from 
this awful curse. Donald kept staring at Goofy in case he would be 
the first to awaken. King Mickey had not yet overcome his guilt from 
failing to protect Queen Minnie. Would she forgive him? Was it really 
his fault that they took so long to find her and help the others? 
Should he not take some responsibility for the other petrified people 
too? King Mickey shook his head and maintained a steadfast 
expression. He was still a leader, after all. There was no time for 
weakness. 


The glowing wreath faded as did the light from Donald's staff. The 
statues stood and lay unaffected. Unchanged. 


"Do we wait a bit or...?" asked Merida. 


"It should have worked. That was my strongest Cure spell," said 
Donald. 


"Is that it?! Is there no way to help them?" The Beast panicked, on 
the verge of outrage. To his best ability, he suppressed the deep 
despair that once agonized him. His only defense was to intimidate 
everyone around him. 


King Mickey quickly pondered another solution. Donald was indeed a 
powerful magician, who could heal most physical and mental 
ailments. If not his magic, then perhaps another kind was needed. 
Before King Mickey could over-analyze the scene when Queen 
Minnie was petrified, a single, gentle voice spoke out. 


"| think... | Know how we can help them." 

Peter Pan turned to the speaker. It was Elsa. 

"Sure. What have you got?" King Mickey welcomed Elsa to share 
her idea with everyone. She slowly stepped forward from the top of 


the ship's bridge. 


"When my sister... was turned to ice, it took an act of true love to 
thaw her. And it did. | saw it happen with my own eyes," began Elsa. 


"But they're turned to stone, not ice. | don't know if it's the same 
thing," said Peter Pan, our loud. 


"Yes, but they're still imprisoned by magic. It was Jafar that said they 
were targeting people with strong hearts to extract their power. 
Maybe this spell is deeply embedded in their hearts." 


"In their hearts," repeated King Mickey, gripping his chest. "How did 
it happen with you? What act of true love helped your sister?" 


"She sacrificed herself for me. | thought | lost her... but then she 
came back to me. | realized that she was always there for me. Even 
when we were so distant, our hearts were always connected." Elsa 
looked away timidly, having revealed so much in front of many 
strangers. King Mickey looked back to the crowd of heroes. The 
determined and damaged looks across their faces was proof enough 
of their struggle. Everyone had put their lives on the line to save the 
ones for whom they deeply cared. Surely, such a selfless deed 
sufficed as an act of true love. All that was left was to connect the 
hearts. 


"| Know what | can do," muttered King Mickey. 
"What's that?" asked Aladdin. 


"| know how to save our friends," proclaimed King Mickey, beaming 
with hope. 


"What? How?" asked the Beast, desperately. 
"Tell us. Do we need to... do something?" asked Merida, puzzled. 


"Yeah but first." King Mickey turned around and faced Elsa. "! didn't 
get your name, Miss." 


"It's... Elsa. Queen Elsa, actually." 


"Oh! Well, gosh... thank you, Your Majesty." King Mickey wanted to 
express his immense gratitude and bowed in her direction. Elsa was 
flattered but retreated behind the ship's railing. 


"Alright, everyone! In order to save our friends, we'll need to awaken 
their hearts. | can use this Keyblade to unlock the light from within. 
But I'll need your help," instructed King Mickey. 


"With what, Your Majesty?" asked Donald. 


"We'll need to gather the hearts of those who share a great bond 
with each of the folks who has been petrified." 


"Oh, so you or me could help revive Goofy?" deduced Donald. 
"Yeah, let's give it a try with you Donald," suggested King Mickey. 
"Me?" 


"Yeah. You two are great friends who always have each other's back. 
| can't think of anyone else to do the job better," said King Mickey, 
earnestly. 


"Aww." Donald approached the Goofy statue. King Mickey stepped 
down the ship's bridge and stopped in between Donald and Goofy. 
Mulan gestured everyone to give them more space. Merida budged 
only an inch; she wanted to study what precise trick King Mickey had 
in mind. Hiro and Baymax obliged but Hiro quietly confirmed that 
Baymax was documenting the revival. 


"Think of what you would do for Goofy, Donald. Think of your 
friendship with him," said King Mickey clearly. He pointed his 
Keyblade at Donald's chest. Donald closed his eyes and focused. In 
a close battle, Goofy would block any attack to protect Donald with 
his shield. In return, Donald would heal and assist Goofy with his 
magic. They were the best of partners. The best of friends. Deep 
down, Donald could feel the power in his heart rising and shining, 
even with his eyes still closed. Those who observed were in 
complete awe. King Mickey's Keyblade sparked a white flame from 
Donald's chest. He brought it to the Goofy statue where the entire 
body glowed white. Cracked lines twisted and snapped off pieces of 
stone, sinking into the snow. With one bubble-like burst of light, the 
whole body had been restored. All traces of stone had vanished. 


"Whut-duh... where am |?" asked Goofy, rubbing his head. 


"“GOOFY!" Donald tackled him into the snow. The other heroes 
gasped upon witnessing the incredible miracle. Joy and fascination 
took hold of their emotions. 


"Now that's interesting," muttered Sparrow. Elsa could not hear him 
nor could she see the curious gleam in his eyes. She was thrilled to 
see friends reunited. She looked up to the snowy mountain where 
she would surely return to thaw her own sister's heart. 


"Hey, Donald. Is everything okay?" asked Goofy. 
"You're back! You're alive, you dummy," said Donald. 


"Well sure, | am. But who are all these people? Did | miss the big 
fight?" 


"You don't remember being turned to stone?" 


"Uhm... | was walking. This funny looking fella crossed my path and 
then there was a bright red light. After that, it felt like... a blank 
dream. | think... | was angry at one point, ready to fight because 
someone told me too. But then... it's all a blur," answered Goofy. 


Without revealing anything, Peter Pan, Elsa, and Sparrow had the 
same thought and looked to each other. It must have been the 
memory of when Jafar meddled with Goofy's mind to force him into 
battle. 


"Say, Donald. How long was | out, all petrified? Is it winter already?" 
"No. We just... had to come a long way to get you." 


"Same as us, ya know," said Merida, demanding the attention for her 
story. "Your Majesty? How about ye make way with yer sword and 
help me pal Skellington?" 


"You betcha." King Mickey positioned himself between the red- 
headed princess and the tall skeleton man. Merida already knew 
what to think. Deep in her heart, she had to give up the guilt that she 
burdened upon herself. It was the fault of the Heartless for invading 
her kingdom and Skellington's home, Halloween Town. It was a 
miserable experience, feeling alone and confused. Skellington must 


have felt the same way but acted proud and confident to keep 
moving forward. They had formed a mighty trust in their journey to 
fight the Heartless and find the Door to Darkness. Merida was 
grateful for the spark of hope that he had unknowingly gifted her. 
She remembered how saving Skellington motivated her to fight 
Oogie Boogie and his horrid creations. It was that burning passion 
from her heart that ignited King Mickey's Keyblade. Like a flaming 
torch, the Keyblade held the white light and came into contact with 
Skellington. 


The light dispelled the stone into pieces of rubble and dust. The 
Pumpkin King of Halloween Town was freed from his petrified prison. 
King Mickey was alarmed to see a man without flesh. Was he 
actually an undead person, all bones with a spooky black suit?" 


"Jack? Jack!" cried Merida, far from frightened. Skellington wobbled 
and cracked his wrists. He woul have cracked all the bones in his 
body if he had not been embraced by his long, lost companion. All 
around him were foreign faces, intimidated by his ghoulish 
appearance, in a vastly snowy environment. Was he perhaps taken 
to Christmas Town? 


Skellington was brought down to his long legs and saw Merida 
sobbing. 


"My dear Merida. Whatever is the matter?" asked Skellington with 
heartfelt compassion. 


"Yer back, Jack! Yer alive!" responded Merida. 


"Well some critics would argue that last statement," corrected 
Skellington. Merida cracked into a fit of laughter. 


"You like that one, huh? But yes. I'm moving and grooving, as all can 
see. What ever became of that wretched Oogie Boogie?" asked 
Skellington, to which Merida calmed down and wiped away her 
tears. 


"We found ‘is hideout 'n destroyed his metal monsters. He got away 
though n'so we went to find you and the others." 


"And so, you did! Marvelous! And would these be your courageous 
comrades?" Skellington stretched and waved his arms over towards 
the heroes who remained speechless and spooked. 


"We all played our parts. And here's the king who fixed ya body back 
to normal and bony," Merida introduced Skellington to King Mickey. 
He then shared his story of being petrified, which was expectedly 
similar to Goofy's experience. 


"Am | the only one who's a little freaked out by this dead dude, 
looking to join our team?" muttered Mushu. "It's not like we're holding 
auditions." 


"He looks like a close friend of Merida's so | think we can trust him," 
reasoned Mulan. 


"True. She's the only one of these amateurs | actually like. Everyone 
else is a little weird." Mushu shrugged pretentiously. 


"Said the tiny dragon to the girl who saved China," retorted Mulan. 


"Hey. We've been through this. I'm travel-sized," said Mushu, 
amusing Mulan into a mild chuckle. 


"You're... Supposed to be a dragon?" asked Hiro, who had been 
standing inches away below Mulan. 


"Mind your business, kid. Don't make me breath New Years fireworks 
in your face," boasted Mushu. 


"Such pyrotechnics... would cause... severe burns and... harmful 
flashing lights for... my primary patient," reported Baymax. He came 
close to Hiro protectively and nodded at Mushu. Startled, Mushu 
slithered towards Mulan's other shoulder, remained quiet, and glared 
at Baymax. 


"Sorry about that," said Mulan, mildly embarrassed. 


"It's okay." Hiro was more concerned on checking Merida. She 
entertained Skellington with vivid storytelling. She theatrically 
described the Heartless battles she had fought at the warehouse, 
King's Peak, and the snowy mountain. Merida spotted Hiro and 
yanked him close. 


"Jack! This be Hiro! The little know-it-all who's got mor brains then 
height," said Merida. 


"Hey!" scoffed Hiro. 


"Hiro! What a perfect name for a brave young man! | must thank you 
for sending your best knight Baymax to assist this lovely princess," 
said Skellington. 


"Uhm... yeah... she's a princess... and |... you're welcome?" Hiro 
tried to act courteous and calm while staring at the empty eye 
sockets of a talking skeleton. "She's told me about you. She's been 
really... determined to save you. She... never gave up." 


Merida smiled, appreciating the honor from Hiro's words. 


"I'm not surprised. | Knew she possessed unrivaled chivalry from the 
moment we crossed paths at the graveyard." 


"Aaaand, ye be right about the doorways all along," added Merida. 
They're real. All we have to do now is find the Door to Darkness and 
lock it up." 


"Excellent! Magnificent! Stupendous! We'll give the Heartless a 
grand finale!" insisted Skellington, tightening his hand into a 
righteous fist. A mesmerizing gleam of light caught his curiosity. 
Skellington marveled at King Mickey, using his Keyblade to set 
another person free. 


Aladdin helped Princess Jasmine to find her balance. The Carpet 
excitedly swooped around her body for warmth. She giggled and 
allowed Aladdin to embrace her. Abu squeaked with glee. Aladdin 
cast a side glance at King Mickey and mouthed "thank you." In order 
to save Jasmine, Aladdin had to muster the true love he had for her 
in his heart. She had helped him to find honesty and appreciate the 
man he was without the need for a royal disguise. He knew he would 
leap into peril for protect her from any villain, like Jafar. He still had to 
track the snakelike sorcerer; but for now, he wanted nothing more 
than to hold Jasmine in his arms. 


Merida smiled and sympathized with Aladdin's victory. Hiro could see 
it too. After seeing three people reunite with their un-petrified friends, 
he felt great pride in his deeds. And yet, with the distorting 
dimensions and the downpour of Heartless, there was much work to 
be done. 


A heaving, hulking shadow loomed over Hiro and Merida. 


"My! What a handsome, hairy friend you have here. You must be the 
Beast!" Skellington identified the Beast with charm and cheer. The 
Beast however was unamused and snarled. Skellington opened his 
arms wide for a hug. The Beast refused and marched past him. 


"I've waited long enough." When the Beast approached King Mickey, 
Jasmine gasped. Aladdin brought her into the crowd, where they 
avoided him. Abu shrieked and the Carpet shivered. 


King Mickey was ready and happy to free the next person from their 
petrified state. Before he could take a single step toward the next 
statue, the Beast picked him off the snow. Mulan and Mushu froze. 
They watched suspiciously as their leader was lifted and carried like 
an object. Merida and Hiro winced in embarrassment. 


The Beast dropped King Mickey right in front of Belle. 


"You can use your words like a big boy, you know!" scolded Donald. 
The Beast huffed with no real reply. King Mickey picked himself up 


and saw how the Beast stood opposite of Belle. The Beast parted his 
cloak and exposed his chest. Peter Pan hovered in close to watch 
King Mickey point his Keyblade at the Beast's chest. Compared to 
the first three successful attempts, it took a longer amount of time for 
the Beast to release the light in his heart. It was submerged under so 
much grief and anger. He had to remember the purest moments with 
Belle, who had a rare gift of looking beyond appearances. She was 
his only hope to break the spell on his body. Ironic, he thought, that 
he would be the one to perform the spell-breaking deed first. 


The light manifested. Peter Pan was proud of his brutish buddy. King 
Mickey had obtained the light of the Beast used it to revive Belle. 
The stone withered away. Her skin. Her hair. Her eyes. It was all 
real. The Beast fell to his Knees. He could not believe the miracle 
that stood before him. 


Belle guessed winter had returned. She had not noticed the crowd of 
characters behind her. Instead, she could sense the sorrow in the 
Beast, hunched over. She lifted his head and comforted him. He was 
beyond grateful for King Mickey's help. Peter Pan wanted to feel 
happy for the Beast. Instead, he remembered that the phantom who 
took Belle away was still out there. Perhaps it served Jafar to collect 
people to be turned into more statues. Still, Peter Pan had plenty of 
faith and trust in his new partners to help defeat the villains and their 
Heartless goons. And with Tinker Bell free, they had plenty of pixie 
dust too. 


"Let's move onto the next person," announced King Mickey. Two 
statues were left. The large monster named Sulley and Queen 
Minnie. King Mickey right away noticed how lonely and patient Mike 
had been for helping his best friend. King Mickey sighed, knowing 
what he had to do. He looked at Queen Minnie. In his heart, he told 
himself, "Just a little bit longer”. 


King Mickey walked up the bridge where he met Mike up close at the 
ship's main deck. He stood a few inches taller than the green 
cyclops. Nevertheless, he respectfully offered his hand to shake. 


“Thanks for waiting. I'm ready to help ya," said King Mickey. 


"So explain it to me again. | gotta do what with my... heart?" asked 
Mike. 


"Find the light in your heart. I'll use that to bring back your buddy,” 
explained King Mickey. 


"Okay. Let's do this," said Mike unsure if there was some kind of trick 
to working the magic. 


"You got this, Mike!" cheered Jim with a thumbs-up gesture. 
"Eh!" agreed Stitch. 


"Thanks." Mike took a deep breath and thought about what light King 
Mickey was talking about. Heroism? Friendship? Bravery? Strength? 
It sounded like Sulley had the strongest light between them. He had 
sacrificed himself to save Mike from Jafar's petrification spell. 
Randall had conspired to give Jafar the global core, a delicate piece 
of hardware that enabled traveling between worlds. In order to defeat 
Randall, Mike had befriended Stitch who was out investigating the 
evil to protect his own family. His ohana. Mike was convinced that 
Sulley was his ohana too. He would do anything to save Sulley and 
bring him back home. With the help of Stitch and Jim Hawkins, Mike 
had traveled far and found himself on a flying pirate ship where 
Sulley had been secured. Even without any powers or gadgets, Mike 
had still achieved his goal. All that was left was- 


"You did it!" exclaimed King Mickey. 

"| did what?" Mike widened his humongous eye. Sulley was no 
longer some stone beast like a gargoyle. Sulley shrugged and shook 
his spotted fur. 


"Sulley? Sulley!" cried Mike. 


"Not so loud, Mike," grumbled Sulley. He rolled over to his stomach 
and arched his back. He yawned as he lifted himself off the wooden 
floor. One look at the pirate ship and the snow in the air was enough 
to make him panic and fling himself backwards. King Mickey could 
feel his weight through his shoes. 


"It's okay, pal. You're safe," said Mike. 


"Where are we? Where's Randall? Wait... did we get banished 
again?" asked Sulley, wrestling with his mixed senses. 


"Ha. And | thought | was the funny one," teased Mike. 


"Is everything all right with you two fellas?" King Mickey took a few 
steps to get a full look at Sulley. Ahumongous, hairy creature stood 
with curved horns on his head and trunk-like arms. Had it not been 
for the white in Sulley's eyes, King Mickey would have suspected 
him as a Heartless. From the other way around, Sulley spotted what 
appeared to be a mouse-like monster, holding an extremely large 
key. When Sulley glanced over the ship's railing, he spotted many 
human adults and teenagers. Not a child in sight. He dreaded having 
to elude them without causing an uproar. 


"Mike, what's going on?" asked Sulley. 


"Sulley... I'm just so happy to see you." Mike leaned in for a hug. He 
was glad Sulley was back to being warm and furry, rather than cold 
and coarse. 


"It's good to see you too buddy but you have a lot of explaining to 
do." 


"| will but first thing's first. This is the guy we gotta thank. And these 
guys too." Mike pointed towards Stitch, Jim, and King Mickey. From 
one blue furry character to another, Stitch ecstatically greeted Sulley. 
Sulley was stunned by the impressive strength Stitch had in his little 
paw. Jim nodded and saluted Sulley. He had no reason to feel afraid 
by Sulley's appearance. As far as he knew, they could have been 


aliens from another planet who had been dragged by the Heartless 
takeover. 


"These two helped me find you after you were kidnapped and turned 
to stone. And this guy turned you back to normal," revealed Mike. 


"So that's what happened to me. Wh-what about Randall?" asked 
Sulley. He tried to piece together the supernatural events before he 
had entered a comatose state in stone. 


"| guess you could say he got mixed up with the wrong crowd. He's 
gone," said Mike. He knew Randall had to face justice for stealing 
from Monsters Inc; but with his cursed transformation into a lake 
beast, Mike pitied him. Whatever became of him-or it -after the battle 
at the jungle remained a mystery. 


"What about that human he was working with?" asked Sulley. 


"Oh yeah, Jafar. He got away. I've been all over looking for you this 
whole time," said Mike. With few options at his disposal, Mike had 
prioritized finding his best friend over the unknown villain who 
conspired with their familiar enemy. Even with Sulley back, their time 
in this strange world of magic was not over yet. 


"Then we need to find Jafar. He's still got the global core! If he 
tampers with it, we're in trouble," warned Sulley. 


"Why? What is this global core?" asked King Mickey. Jim moved in 
closer to listen. He was keen to learn if they had possessed some 
kind of dangerous alien technology. 


"It's this tiny piece of hardware that stabilizes portals between 
dimensions and pinpoints destinations. Without that, portals can 
close up in seconds, lead to wherever, or expand and gobble 
everything like a vacuum," explained Sulley. 


"And that's what Jafar wanted from your world," inferred King Mickey. 


"That sounds about right," said Mike. 


"I'm probably one of the few people who hasn't met Jafar. But he 
sounds like someone who would exploit this global core without 
realizing the risks to our dimension." Jim relied on his experience 
with space pirates, one of which was famous for raiding other 
vessels across the galaxy and escaping with the use of an advanced 
doorway. The doorway was also used to hide an incredible chamber 
of treasure. Although the doorway was destroyed in a series of 
booby-traps, Jim was fascinated by the mechanics of traveling 
between dimensions. He hoped to learn more while concocting a 
plan to stop the villains from using such technology for evil. 


"Ekba gokuba. Ja-Ja yami. Chi-chi-ga," said Stitch. 
"Perhaps. But that would just make things worse," replied Jim. 
"What did he say?" asked King Mickey, curiously. 


Jim was hesitant to translate what Stitch had said. King Mickey was 
far from distrustful. He had a friendly, harmless personality. He had 
the compassion to un-petrify those he did not know, resulting in 
multiple touching reunions. Still, the secrets Jim had were to keep 
civilians from getting involved in peril and to prevent potential spies 
from obstructing their plans. King Mickey already had dedicated 
friends and new allies by his side. He even knew about the origins of 
Heartless and had the weapon to stop them. Jim considered telling 
King Mickey about the island of darkness, protected by a barrier and 
a storm; but would he then share that information with everyone 
else? Then again, what if they had the skills and courage needed to 
combat any hellish surprises that lay behind the barrier? 


With a deep breath and a final decision, Jim kneeled to match King 
Mickey's height. 


"There's this island. | think that's where Jafar is. | think it's where 
we'll find the Door to Darkness." 


The Scout 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter 36: The Scout 


New faces had emerged with the arrival of King Mickey. Not only had 
he brought a team of fighters, he had used a mysterious weapon, 
called the Keyblade, to free the hostages from the petrifying curse at 
long last. Those who were revived had a friend to recap what had 
happened since their capture. Merida had already given Jack 
Skellington the relevant details. They both understood that their 
mission to find and close the Door to Darkness remained the same 
as it had begun. They figured it would be heavily guarded and 
hidden at a remote location. Since their soooky encounter at the 
graveyard, several more heroes had crossed paths, creating teams 
that eventually converged at the same location. Merida could not 
help but smirk at whatever clever plans fate had in store for 
everyone. 


Having witnessed their unique weapons and abilities, Merida 
wholeheartedly believed they all wielded a fighting chance against 
the Heartless and their heinous leaders. Still, she considered proper 
training for the whole team before storming into any stronghold that 
veiled the Door to Darkness. Merida was especially eager to fight 
alongside Mulan again. 


Even after the intense blizzard had passed, the cold air lingered. The 
present heroes and rescued hostages stood patiently and quietly. 
Merida could see how the folks from her team were reluctant to chat 
with anyone else. Mulan and Mushu whispered to each other, much 
like Aladdin and Jasmine. Donald and Goofy maintained their 
distance from the larger folks like Baymax and the Beast. 


Merida was alone in her fiery desire to trek forward and slay the next 
Heartless. Meanwhile, King Mickey had excused himself to discreetly 


discuss what she could only imagine to be vital information with the 
woman in blue, the green cyclops, the blue rabbit-like creature, 
teenage boy with the rattail hair, and the pirate. She trusted that King 
Mickey needed to figure out a plan before spilling the whole terrifying 
truth at once. 


Merida was too impatient to tolerate shyness from such ferocious 
warriors. She took it upon herself to commence introductions. She 
groaned when she realized it was what her mother would do when 
uniting the clans of Dunbroch. 


"O'right ya nervous ninnies! Let's have ar'selves a jolly mingle," said 
Merida, from the top of the ship's bridge. She succeeded in drawing 
everyone's attention, even that of King Mickey. He resumed his 
private chat with Jim Hawkins, regarding a mysterious island. 
Everyone else appeared alarmed by Merida's sudden outcry. 


"What's this about?" asked Hiro. 


"We have ar'selves some fightin’ friends yet wer' all too scared to 
even cross the aisle and say ‘how ar' ya?' If we be workin' together, 
let's at least get to Knowin' ea' chother. I'll go first. Where did the lot 
of you travel from?" asked Merida. She made sure to look at each 
person in their eyes to make them feel included. 


"China," answered Mulan, diligently. "On the other side of the 
Eastern mountains." 


"We're kind of a big deal from there," added Mushu with a smug nod. 


"Neverland!" Peter Pan eagerly raised his hand. "It's the second star 
on the right, straight on til morning. It's got pirates, mermaids, and 
Indians, and all kinds of cool stuff!" 


"Jasmine and | are from Agrabah. It's an oasis of sorts." Aladdin 
admired the enormous palace, at which he used to gaze from his old 
raggedy home. What he loved even more was the breathtaking 


beauty that could only be found by looking into Jasmine's eyes, 
which he would claim to sparkle like stars on a black desert night. 


"| hail from Halloween Town. You'll never find a more horrifying hive 
of ghoulish spirits, vampires, werewolves, and all kinds of undead 
company,” said Skellington, as if reciting the lines of a tour guide. 


"Pride Rock is my kingdom," said Simba. "We're recovering from a 
previous reign so it's not in the best condition. But once everything's 
better, you're all welcome to visit." 


"And do all the animals talk like you?" asked Hiro. Simba frowned 
and glared. Hiro wondered if he had said something offensive. 


"Suuure? As far as | can tell, we're all animals. Someone of you just 
have really strange fur... and shells." Simba shook his head in the 
way of Baymax. Hiro understood he was referring to Baymax's 
armor. 


"Well, biologically... you're not wrong," replied Hiro with a friendly 
chuckle. 


"Why don't you tell us about your kingdom?" asked Simba. 


"I'm actually from a city. It's called San Fransokyo. We're 
technologically advanced, we're multicultural... we run on clean, 
renewable energy... uhm." Hiro listed numerous achievements from 
his home city in his head. Before he could utter another word about 
praising the people, he remembered his friends: Go-go, Honey 
Lemon, Wasabi, Fred, and Aunt Cass. He wanted to share a memory 
about a place that served hot, delicious ramen that they all enjoyed. 
However, all he could imagine was how they must have been 
struggling against the Heartless and waiting for his return. 


"| can share San Fransokyo's... history... geography..and related 
material... if further information is needed," reported Baymax. 


Hiro snapped out of his grim introspection. He was fine. He was 
ready to listen to other people before developing a new plan for 
locating the Door to Darkness. 


"What about you? Are you from a village or kingdom?" asked Mulan 
to Merida. 


"Aye. Dunbroch is me home. Lots of green grass, noisy bagpipes, 
and tart'n kilts." 


"Not too bad. It's good to meet you and the rest of your team," said 
Mulan kindly. "It's incredible how we've all come from different 
places.” 


"Some of us nigh have a home to return to... for now," said Merida, 
bleakly. 


"I'm so sorry," said Mulan. "The Heartless haven't reached our home 
but we left to join King Mickey. We knew he would have an idea to 
stopping them." 


"| hope yer right ‘bout that. Seems yer leader has been up and chatty 
wi'the other folks," replied Merida. 


"What | don't understand is how did y‘all figure out to come here to 
this frosty corner of the world?" asked Mushu with sass. 


"Magic mirror. You?" asked Merida, parting her long red hair from a 
breeze. 


"Magic necklace... | think." Mulan turned to Aladdin. "How does that 
thing work again?" 


"How does 'what' work?" asked Aladdin, who had been asking Peter 
Pan about pirate treasure in Neverland. 


"The Shaka-khan thingy!" hollered Mushu. 


"Oh, the Chakrai?" Aladdin pulled out the ancient artifact from his 
pocket. 


"Is that what you were looking for, Aladdin?" asked Jasmine. 


"Uh huh. We've been using this to track down the bad guys. We 
found Jafar and we got it to take us here, where we found you," said 
Aladdin sweetly. 


"You've been very brave. But Jafar is still out there. And so are the 
Heartless," stated Jasmine. 


"How do ya work that trinket?" asked Merida, approaching Aladdin. 


"It can detect any disaster. This points in its direction and this-! think- 
shows you how much time you have until the disaster happens." 
Aladdin pointed to each hand of the clock-like Chakrai. 


"Like a witchy compass, is it? | reckon the Door to Darkness suits 
well enough for a disaster," reasoned Merida. 


"But according to legend, only a king can use its magic," explained 
Aladdin. 


"SO, we're having to wait for his Majesty before we know where to go 
next?" asked Merida. 


"That's the way it looks. | don't make the rules," said Aladdin. He 
offered the Chakrai to Merida who studied its central gem, gleaming 
like a ruby eye. 


"| guess it doesn't fancy princesses. Me bet says a man enchanted 
this item," scoffed Merida. 


"What about that magic mirror? Do you still have it?" asked Mulan. 
"Our friend's got it. Lemme ask." Merida marched through the snow 


where the Beast had secluded himself with Belle. He groaned upon 
her arrival yet Belle emerged with a bright smile. 


"You must be Merida!" exclaimed Belle with unbridled joy in her 
eyes. 


"A... aye?" Merida was unsure how to respond to such a perky 
human being, especially one who stood comfortably next to the 
Beast. 


"He's told me about you. And your friends. | can't thank you all 
enough for helping me." Belle leaned in and hugged Merida. 


"Oh, did he?" muffled Merida. She returned the hug politely before 
breaking away. Belle shivered and returned to the Beast. Merida 
could tell that Belle used the Beast's thick fur for warmth, explaining 
why she did not stray too far. 


"It's been a journey for you all. | know he can be... a handful," said 
Belle. The Beast curved away, feeling a little embarrassed. He had 
had multiple outbursts after Belle had been kidnapped. He was 
ready to head home, even without saying his farewells; but he knew 
the Heartless and the phantom would eventually return for her if they 
remained unchallenged. 


"Yer kind. | came here to have a look at that mirror," said Merida. 
Belle turned around and whispered to the Beast. Without any issue, 
the Beast handed her the magic mirror. She then passed it onto 
Merida, who had to contain her excitement. 


"May | ask what's going on here?" asked Belle. Merida was unsure 
how much the Beast had told Belle. He was very quiet and reclusive; 
she did not expect him to pay attention to details, much like Peter 
Pan. She took a deep breath and attempted a brief answer. 


"We need t'find the Door to Darkness. That's what's letting the 
Heartless come into ar'world. Once we know where it is, we'll need 
everyone who can fight to help us get there. I'll be sure to have ya 
somewhere safe.” 


"| see. If there is anything | can do to help, please let me know. | 
want to help too,” said Belle. 


"I'll be sure to ask. Lemme fix up the plans of attack wi'the others." 
Merida had felt the need to be extra gentle when speaking to Belle. 
Unlike Mulan or the other heroes, Belle had no means of defending 
herself against monsters like the Heartless. Merida made it a point to 
consider anyone else who would join Belle and possibly protect her 
far from any future battles. 


By the time Merida re-grouped with Mulan, King Mickey stepped 
forward from the deck of the pirate ship. 


“Thank you everyone. My apologies for making anyone wait too 
long. | wanted to share some big news," announced King Mickey. 
Merida was ready to show off her partner's magic mirror and 
Aladdin's Chakrai. When used together, both items would provide 
invaluable information about the Heartless, the villains, and the 
location of the Door to Darkness. 


"| believe | Know where we can find the Door to Darkness," said King 
Mickey. His incredible claim caused an excited stir of murmurs and 
gasps. Merida stood agape. So much for her diplomatic sleuthing, 
she thought. 


"Where, Your Majesty?" asked Donald. 


“Our new friends have discovered an island with a strong flow of 
dark energy. While it's a sure sign that the Door to Darkness should 
be there, we also know that it's protected by a barrier," explained 
King Mickey. 


"Do we have a layout of the island?" asked Hiro. King Mickey was 
unsure how to respond since he had never seen the reported island 
firsthand. Jim Hawkins stepped forward to answer the question. 


"The barrier is hazy. We can't see through it unless we can destroy it. 
It's also causing some intense electro-magnetic disturbance. Our 


gear can't get a proper reading." 


"Did you save any data on it?" continued Hiro. "Baymax and | have 
been processing the irregular frequencies of the electro-magnetic 
anomalies and analyzing the gravity-warping vortexes ever since the 
Heartless invaded our home." 


"Wait. I'm confused again." Peter Pan raised his hand, like a student 
in a classroom. 


"He speaks the tongue of science," noted Merida. "Hiro, what did ya 
haven'mind?" 


"| have a theory about how this... darkness operates. It involves dark 
matter, cosmic fractures in the fourth dimensions, quantum-" 


Merida did not have to say a word. She crossed her arms and 
gestured the clueless crowd. Peter Pan had given up any attempt to 
understand and just daydreamed while floating. Hiro understood that 
he needed to simplify his speech. 


"Baymax and I... can kinda read what... darkness and doorways... 
do... and how dangerous they get," began Hiro, slowly. "If | can take 
a look at what they have... and compare it to what we've seen... 
then | should be able to verify if the Door to Darkness would be 
there." 


"Or we can just use this mirror to give us a clear answer," proposed 
Merida. 


"Well. | don't see why not, if that can save us from another guessing 
game," said King Mickey. Merida walked up the bridge and handed 
the magic mirror to him. Jim Hawkins joined them for a closer 
inspection. With the mirror in King Mickey's hand, Stitch sawa 
chance to watch without being too short. 


"How does this gadget work?" asked Jim. 


"Ye ask it to show ya somethin’ and it shows it to ya," replied Merida. 


"No, | mean how does remotely transmit a precise image in real 
time?" 


"| canna tell ya. Everything's all gammy magic to me." Merida 
shrugged. With the exception of wearing her bear charm for 
protection, she would normally avoid anything supernatural. 
However, upon the advent of the Heartless, she had discovered 
benign magic, such as Peter Pan's flight or King Mickey's ability to 
restore people to their original form. Jim Hawkins on the other hand 
was convinced it had to be estranged alien technology. Rather than 
start a useless quarrel over science versus magic, Jim remained 
silent but studious. 


"Okay then. Show me the Door to Darkness," requested King 
Mickey. 


The mirror lost any reflective gleam. Harsh whispers creeped from 
the glass, blanketed by darkness. 


"That's not right. The mirror has never made a peep before," 
cautioned Merida. King Mickey tried to make sense of the image. 
Maybe the mirror revealed a deep, disturbing view of the realm of 
darkness. Suddenly, the mirror trembled. Black mist seeped through 
the silver rim. The whispers escalated in pitch. King Mickey winced. 
His ears were in fact very sensitive to certain sounds. Jim speculated 
that it was a dark dimension where sound existed but in some hostile 
environment, like a gas planet of endless storms. The pitch grew 
louder and sharper. 


"Let's change it!" Merida used her clumps of red hair to muffle the 
noise. King Mickey had a quick glimpse of everyone else's 
discomfort. Stitch rolled around, folded his ears, and growled. Even 
Baymax was affected. Hiro noticed his eyes twitch as if he was 
experiencing a glitch. 


"Alright. Show us the island that's protecting the Door to Darkness,” 
said King Mickey. His question yielded a tamer answer. The mirror 
turned silent and still. The ghastly fumes vanished. Instead, the 
mirror presented murky blur of black and purple. Upon squinting, 
both King Mickey and Jim found an ominous glow behind the dark 
colors. 


"Yup, that's it," said Jim. 
"The island? Looks like... a nasty witch's brew," commented Merida. 


"| passed by it from my solar surfer. It looks just like the storm that 
surrounds the barrier. When | was there, the lighting was only slightly 
better. | know what | saw," explained Jim. 


"Do you know if the barrier covers the entire island? Maybe there's a 
point of entry?" asked King Mickey. 


"Possibly but | didn't stick around long enough to check. | had to get 
out before the storm would take me down. Even there was... | 
dunno... an underwater passageway, | doubt if anyone here has to 
ability to reach it." Jim had pushed his imagination to think of a 
clever way to infiltrate the island. They would need a strong flying 
vessel to withstand the storm, a weapon to destroy the barrier, and a 
tactical plan to reach the Door to Darkness if they could pull off a 
successful landing. 


"But ya do know where you found the island, right?" asked Merida. 


"Oh yeah. | made sure to save the coordinates. | could lead you all 
there, if you wanted,” said Jim. 


"But that would put everyone in harm's way," said King Mickey. "It's 
too risky." 


"What if we sent a scout?" suggested Hiro. He ascended the ship's 
bridge and joined discussion on his own. 


"A scout?" repeated King Mickey. 
"| already did that and | was lucky to make it out alive," said Jim. 


"Baymax and | can fly at a safe distance and scan the island for 
data. We'll be back with information about circumventing the storm, 
weak spots on the barrier, and get a layout on the island's facilities,” 
explained Hiro. 


"And you have the tech to get all that data?" asked Jim. 


"Trust me. I'm confident in Baymax. I've upgraded him with the most 
sophisticated super sensor. He can scan an entire city with a twenty- 
five mile radius and pinpoint a biological signature out of a 
population of over eight-hundred thousand people," boasted Hiro. He 
was precise in his claim, using the statistics from his home city. 


Jim whistled in amazement. 


"Well, more data never hurt. Let me show you what we have." Jim 
beckoned Hiro onto the ship, who then mimicked the gesture over to 
Baymax who rocketed off the snow. 


"Ya sure yer up for a lone wolf task?" asked Merida. 


"What? Well, I'm never alone. Not when | have this guy with me." 
Hiro padded Baymax's chest. Jim activated a holographic map from 
his own communicative device. He expanded the map by stretching 
his fingers and pointed to their current position at the snowy 
mountain. He then scrolled across the land, to the coast, the sea, 
and then the island. Baymax reached across to tap Jim's device. He 
nodded and confirmed an automatic download of the map. 


"That's an impressive robot you've got there. You build him 
yourself?" asked Jim. 


"His original caregiving functions come from my brother. | added the 
upgrades for combat," said Hiro. 


"Nice!" Jim was grateful to have found someone with whom to chat 
about technology. Had there been more time, Jim would have asked 
many questions. Even Hiro wondered what Jim had meant when he 
had said solar surfer. 


"| hope ya know what yer flying into. Do bring Baymax back," said 
Merida. 


"Hey? What about me?" joked Hiro. 


"What? We got another toy-tinkering lad. Yer services are no longer 

needed." Merida snickered. Hiro could not help but laugh along with 

her. Baymax was silent but pleased by their friendly humor, which he 
knew from his programming had physical and psychological benefits 
to their overall health. 


"Oy Baymax!" cried Merida. 
Baymax turned and blinked. 


"Don't let this know-it-all lad steer ya deep into this tempest. I'll be 
needing yer hearty hugs again." 


"Of course. I'm programmed for maximum safety protocol... optimal 
data retrieval... and medical assistance. Warm hugs... are also 
included," reported Baymax. 


"Hey, guys?" 


Merida, Hiro, and Jim turned around. Mike rubbed his arms while 
standing against Sulley's fuzzy leg. 


"So, it sounds like you guys have a sweet recon plan but what about 
us? Are we just gonna wait here in this winter wasteland?" 


Elsa shrugged and frowned. She rather enjoyed the calm, snowy 
environment; however, she had to be considerate of others who 
would be fairly uncomfortable in freezing temperatures. As for her, 
the cold never bothered her anyway. 


"We can train! Ready ourselves for whatever nasty devils we'll be 
facing at the island," suggested Merida with daring excitement. 


"But I'm guessing we should get everyone someplace more... 
hospitable." Jim slipped his hands into his coat pockets. 


"What about the beach? | saw a coastline from the map. You all can 
bring everyone there while we're scouting," said Hiro. "I'm sure they'll 
appreciate that." 


"Oh yeah! That's the ticket!" cheered Mike. "Hey, Sulley. | gotta prep 
you with a whole scare regiment. You could use it after being stuck in 
stone for so long." 


"That's not a bad idea. I'd like to get to know everyone else we 
haven't met yet," said Sulley. His voice was deep yet groggy. Mike 
had to train his best friend back into fighting and frightening shape 
before they could handle another brawl. 


"Now, now. Let's not hoist our anchors so soon," mumbled a cautious 
voice. 


Elsa and the others looked up where Captain Jack Sparrow waved 
his filthy hand while strolling down the steps. 


"What's wrong?" asked Elsa. 


"It seems I've failed to include a most important detail to your eager 
endeavors, of which only one is aware," said Sparrow, nodding at 
Elsa. 


"Care to share with us?" asked Merida. 


"This vessel is in my possession. | aim to relocate far off and be on 
my own merry way, as soon as... the child... is ready." Sparrow 
pointed at Peter Pan who was flying and playing with Tinker Bell. He 
had been keeping his eye on Peter Pan to guarantee his assistance 


with bringing the enchanted ship back into the sky, and then 
eventually to reach the sea. 


"What? Yer not gonna come and help us get to the Door 
t'Darkness?" scolded Merida. 


"My dear lass, | see no reason to do so. You have plenty of spry 
volunteers for your crew. | shall chart my prize off to pillage and 
plunder, as | please," announced Sparrow. 


"SO, this guy is actually a pirate, right? I'm willing to believe it at this 
point,” said Hiro. 


"He definitely looks the part," mumbled Jim. His voyages across the 
galaxy had led him to act very vigilant when engaged with pirates, 
human or alien. He had only met one, a cyborg named Long John 
Silver, who had earned his trust. Jim would often privately think of 
the sly scalawag whenever stargazing. 


"| do not like the idea of chauffeuring a whole private army without a 
proper incentive,” said Sparrow. 


"So ya haven't a quarrel with the Heartless or how they'll come after 
yer loved ones?" asked Merida, peeved by Sparrow's blatant 
selfishness. 


"| only have one love and she cannot be tamed. The sea will take me 
from one island to the next. No beastie will ever Know the wiser. So 
then, | think I've been a rather gracious host, allowing you all to 
reunite and strategize your heroic plans on my ship. Off you go now. 
Sparrow flaunted his arms at everyone. Hiro and Jim knew where to 
find the island but if they wanted to get everyone else to help, a sea- 
faring or flying vessel was crucial to fighting the Heartless forces. 


"Jack." Elsa faced Sparrow. He was taken aback by hearing his first 
name. Her sensitive yet stern eyes seized his full attention. 


"Your Majesty, I'm certain you've got another bargain in mind but I'll 
take me winnings while it's still mine to claim." Sparrow proceeded 
back to the stairs. His hands were ready to grasp the helm of his 
ship. 


"Are you sure? You'd pass up the chance... for glory?" Elsa smirked. 
Jim was intrigued by whatever plan she had hatched. 


"What now?" mumbled Sparrow. He paused before setting his foot 
on the first step. He turned around with a smidge of interest. 


"If you leave now, all of us will go back home and tell the tale of the 
cowardly... selfish... dull Sparrow. One who flees when the battles 
turn brutal. True, we could find another vessel." Elsa turned back 
and winked at the others who were watching her play into the 
pirate's pride. 


"But, if you provided your vessel and aided our cause, you'll surely 
reap from the victory. Think of the stories that will spread across land 
and sea when we return to our kingdoms. Just imagine, all of us 
knowing how the whole world was saved by the brilliant... Captain... 
Jack Sparrow." Elsa walked away from Sparrow, leaving him to 
ponder a most tempting offer. 


"| do suppose... | could use the publicity. Legends do spread by 
themselves, mind you." Sparrow danced around his words, refusing 
to give an immediate answer. 


"And | thought you had an eye and ear for an opportune moment," 
teased Elsa. 


"It seems Your Majesty has been paying close attention to me. Very 
well. Bring your friends aboard, boys... girls... or whatever ." 


"And surely you wouldn't mind if we stopped up there. | need to bring 
someone along before we all head out," Elsa gazed upon her ice 
palace, still gleaming from the summit of the snowy mountain. 


"You may handle your business briefly while | determine our 
bearings with these scholarly lads." Sparrow pointed at Jim and Hiro. 
"And will someone bring the child back here?" 


"Ya mean Peter Pan? I've got it." Merida cupped her hands. She was 
ready to bellow out her lungs at Peter Pan. Her eyes dropped down 
when King Mickey slowly stepped off the ship. She was thrown off. 
The others on the ship immediately gathered at the railing to watch 
him. 


King Mickey silently made his way over to the last petrified hostage. 
He listened to Elsa who had made a priority to save someone while 
persuading a pirate to loan his ship. He knew what mattered to him. 
It was never just his kingdom or other lands that were devastated by 
Heartless attacks. Even Donald and Goofy recognized what King 
Mickey was feeling by how steadfast he walked. 


Queen Minnie, still imprisoned in stone and locked in fear, faced 
King Mickey. He pointed his Keyblade forward. Both hands clenched 
tightly. This time, for the last revival, he had to muster the light from 
his own heart. 


Everyone turned silent out of respect. Pete saw a chance to escape 
while they were distracted. One step into the snow alerted Simba. 
He snarled, petrifying Pete into place. 


FWSHSHSH ! 


White light radiated from King Mickey. Gusts of wind twirled around 
him, cautioning others into stepping back. They could not see what 
happened next. Many were not expecting such blinding power. Only 
Donald and Goofy were prepared to witness the impressive power of 
light that resided in the heart of their king. 


The white light vanished instantly. The spectating heroes leaned to 
see the second mouse-like character to appear. Jasmine gasped out 
of pure joy. Her dear friend was back to normal. King Mickey fell to 
his knees. She was back. 


"Mickey? Mickey!" cried Queen Minnie. She picked him up and 
embraced him. They both spun together until they tumbled and 
shared a tender laugh with snow on their faces. 


"Where, in the world, are we? What's the matter?" asked Queen 
Minnie. 


"You were turned to stone... and then taken away. | wish | could 
have saved you sooner. Maybe if | was stronger or smarter, | could 
have-" 


"Mickey. | never have any doubts about you. You know that, right?" 
said Queen Minnie softly. 


"Gosh, | mean." King Mickey struggled to find the right words to 
explain himself. 


"| knew | was taken. | could feel something awful... trying to take my 
heart," revealed Queen Minnie. King Mickey was hasty to apologize 
again but she raised her gloved hand. "But | knew you'd be there 
with your light. You're already so brave and kind. That's why so many 
look up to you when they're scared. | guess I'll have to be there for 
you when you get scared. And you know what? That's okay. We're all 
connected, no matter how far apart or how different we are." 


"Awww. That really means a lot to hear. There's still plenty to do,” 
added King Mickey. 


"And it looks like we have plenty of help to get the job done." Queen 
Minnie basked in the presence of noble people, standing from both 
the snow and the ship. King Mickey blushed from all the attention. 
He looked away and gave Queen Minnie another long hug. 


"Uhm... | hate to pop this precious bubble buuut-" 


King Mickey twitched his ear. He followed the whiny, impatient voice 
to the raised llama hoof. Kuzco asserted himself through the 


gathered heroes and arrived in front of King Mickey. As emperor, he 
felt rightfully entitled to voice his urgent needs. 


"I'm all for helping everyone get their happy ending and it looks 
like... we're good. Can we go home now? Like what's your plan? If 
it's dropping off people at their homes, then | fully endorse that plan," 
rambled KuZzco. 


"Actually, we do have a plan. And if we all work together, then we'll 
really have our happy endings." 


"Great 'cause I'm ready and my people need me and | need a bath,” 
replied Kuzco with a cheeky laugh. No one else shared his humor. 


King Mickey cleared his throat. He was ready to elucidate everything 
to his new team. 


"We're inviting everyone to come with us to fight the Heartless at 
their stronghold. First, we'll take everyone aboard and land by a 
beach where we'll train. There's a lot we can accomplish if we can 
coordinate our strengths. Our friends, Hiro and Baymax, have 
volunteered to scout for us. Once they return, we'll go in, defeat 
Jafar, Maleficent, and anyone else who's guarding the Door to 
Darkness. I'll lock it with my Keyblade and we'll get you all home 
afterwards." 


"Uhm okay... not what | was going for. What if we do all that buuut, 
you drop me off first at my empire? It's not that far from here,” 
suggested Kuzco. 


"I'm afraid that wouldn't be fair to everyone. And we've already spent 
too much time here while the Door to Darkness is probably growing 
stronger. If you don't feel up for the fight at island, | completely 
understand. You're free to head home but | can't promise your safety. 
There's no telling when and where the Heartless will appear next." 


"| have an idea, Mickey," said Queen Minnie. 


"What's that?" 


"Everyone is welcome to come with us and stay at the beach while 
others go out and fight. That way, they can be wait in safety." 


"That sounds terrific," said King Mickey. Meanwhile, the Beast 
favored the idea, which he thought would be best for Belle. Aladdin 
glanced at Jasmine who was quick to catch on to his intentions. 
They could already tell they would have a lot to discuss during the 
flight to the beach. 


"Filine. | Suppose we can... compromise. | could use a mini-vacay." 
Kuzco was quick to hurry up the bridge in case the best seats were 
limited. Upon the deck, he saw Elsa, with whom he was ready to 
chat. 


"Hey Elsaaa! How you doin'?" Kuzco froze when Sulley reached out 
to greet him with his massive claw. Kuzco rolled back his eyes and 
fainted. 


"| hope it's not like this with everyone,” said Sulley. 


"Don't sweat it, pal. You're a natural nightmare. Remember?" Mike 
chuckled when Stitch carried Kuzco off the floor. King Mickey and 
Queen Minnie were the next passengers to arrive on deck. They 
stood at the point of entry to thank each person or animal onto the 
ship. Aladdin, Abu, Jasmine, and Carpet came up next. Jasmine 
gave Queen Minnie a long, tight hug while Aladdin watched where 
he stepped to avoid a splinter on his bare feet. Goofy and Donald 
arrived and gave a loyal, respectful bow to their Queen. Jack 
Skellington took only two long steps to reach the spacious main deck 
and approach Merida. Soon the ship was crowded, prompting Elsa 
to bring passengers through the hallway and settle into rooms below 
the deck. Mulan's horse and the Beast, neither of whom could fit 
through the hallway door remained outside. The final ally to travel up 
the bridge was Simba. 


"We still have the fat one down there, what do we do?" Simba 
nudged his head. King Mickey and Jim looked over the edge of the 
ship where Pete sat on the snow and pouted. He considered having 
Pete locked up and monitored. 


"Oh him? Yeah, Stitch, Mike, and | ran into him before. We already 
got him to talk but his bosses didn't tell him much, so... your call." 
Jim raised his hands casually and walked away. King Mickey felt pity 
for leaving behind someone, even a second-rate villain who no 
longer posed a threat. 


"Oh, go on without me, you punks! | don't wanna be anywhere near 
your lion or that spooky island. I'm not worried. Maleficent is gonna 
come fetch for me anytime now. Then you'll be sorry. Ha-ha!" Pete 
had made King Mickey's decision much easier. King Mickey sighed 
and turned around. Everyone had a choice to make. Which side to 
fight. Which friends to keep. Being a leader was tricky with trying to 
rally a large group together. He glanced at Queen Minnie. She was a 
reminder that he had indeed performed his best. With a deep breath, 
he moved across the deck to pull up the bridge with Sparrow's help. 


"We're ready to go, Captain!" said King Mickey with a sunny burst of 
energy. 


"But is he?" Sparrow pointed up where Peter Pan was still hovering 
high. He was lounging in his own oblivious world. Even Tinker Bell 
had paid enough attention to head over to the helm. She crossed her 
arms and shook her head. She was ready to pull Peter Pan's hair. 
But before she could fly off, he received a nasty call. 


"OY! Get yer buzzing-bum over here, ya goose-flapping, Neverland- 
nitwit!" hollered Merida. 


"Hey!" Peter Pan swooped down and sneered at Merida. "I! thought 
we were done with name calling!" 


Merida scowled at him. She then pointed at Sparrow and Tinker Bell. 


"Oh right! Uhm... what's the plan again?" 


"JUST GET THIS SHIP OFF THE GRAUND!" Merida's furious voice 
immediately sent shivers down Peter Pan's spine. He bolted off to 
Tinker Bell's position. Sparrow could only hear half of the 
conversation between Peter Pan and Tinker Bell. She nodded and 
spiraled in a glittering trail. Those on the ship were treated toa 
dazzling display of pixie dust. Sulley sneezed and hopped off his 
feet. 


The glitter blended into the hull and the sails, enabling the ship to lift 
off the snow. There were gasps of excitement. Simba leaned over 
and relished in the wind through his mane. He watched as Pete 
paced and shrunk in the distance. Stitch was hardly impressed and 
found himself a cozy spot inside his space cruiser. 


Peter Pan helped Sparrow to steer the flying vessel. With Elsa's 
wishes in mind, they ascended along the snowy mountain. While the 
heroes marveled at the ice palace, Elsa went across by forming 
another ice bridge. King Mickey confirmed that she only needed a 
few minutes to retrieve someone. 


Sparrow was unaware that Elsa had a sister named Anna who had 
been a target for the Heartless long ago. Peter Pan was tempted to 
follow Elsa but he remained on the ship where he explained who she 
was to Tinker Bell. Jealous at first, Tinker Bell changed her mind 
when Elsa emerged from her palace. Her arm was wrapped around 
the shoulders of another person, a young woman with reddish 
blonde hair in braids. Only Kuzco, who was still unconscious, knew 
that Anna had asked Elsa to freeze her heart in order avert the 
Heartless. And still, no one else knew that Elsa, invigorated with faith 
and trust, was able to thaw her sister's heart with no difficulty 
whatsoever. 


Peter Pan was beyond thrilled to see a shining smile from Elsa. She 
guided Anna over the new ice bridge to arrive on the ship. King 
Mickey approached her with a welcoming hand shake. Anna wasn't 


nervous in the slightest to meet new people, even if they weren't 
entirely human. 


"Oh my gosh, that's a lion!" cried Anna, unable to conceal her glee. 
"Can | pet him?" 


Before Elsa could advise a wise warning as the older sister, Simba 
looked up to Anna and said, "Sure but try not to mess up my mane 
too much." 


"IT TALKS?! Elsa?! How did you meet all these cool friends?" asked 
Anna, excitedly. 


"That's a... long story. I'm sure they have their stories as well," said 
Elsa, gently. 


Anna picked Simba to befriend. He would be the first of many that 
she would meet while sailing across the sky. King Mickey counted 
over twenty individuals aboard the flying pirate ship. He smiled and 
thought to himself, "You never know who you'll run into next." 


The Storm 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter 37: The Storm 


Had they truly escaped the tunnels? Outside on the surface, 
infiltrating the island's castle was another obstacle with its own 
challenges. Moana led her small team in exploring the area. Ariel 
watched over Kida who had recovered enough strength to walk on 
her own. They traversed around the guarded towers of stone and the 
maze-like forest of thorns. Several times, they reversed their path 
due to a dead end, a patrolling Heartless, or simply being lost. Many 
Heartless guards remained vigilant upon the castle turrets. A few 
winged scouts flew across each other, rotating in areas to cover. 


Moana could not read the stars that used to comfort her while 
voyaging across the ocean. The hideous, inky storm obscured the 
familiar night sky. The booming thunder haunted her mind like an 
endless echo. Ariel noticed there were extremely, faint sparkles 
overhead. They stretched and curved over the entire island, from 
coast to coast. It was like standing inside a massive, transparent 
gem. Was it a trick of the light? Or maybe it was the barrier that she 
had first discovered before diving towards the underwater caverns? 


Kida observed the intense security that covered the castle. The 
doorway to the Heartless world sat deep inside its walls. With Maui's 
knowledge, Moana knew it was a doorway that needed to be closed. 
It was the Door to Darkness. 


Motu Nui. 
Atlantica. 


Atlantis. 


None of their homes were truly safe. The Heartless would crawl, 
swim, and fly after their prey. There was no time to rally more help 
for their team. Kida was ready to aid her friends in defeating the 
villains who had kidnapped her for the Heart of Atlantis. Moana had 
no way of Knowing how much more destruction ensued beyond the 
island while she had navigated the underwater tunnels. 


Ariel had offered to use her enchanted voice to detect any secret 
entrances into the castle. Moana advised against it, in case Ariel's 
singing would alarm a pack of rabid Heartless. All Ariel could do was 
follow tread with the utmost silence. Although the overhead darkness 
eluded them from sight, they still watched where they stepped in the 
dirt and what they touched with their hands. 


Kida feared that they were spiraling the island without finding 
anything new. All they needed was a safe and secret entrance into 
the castle. She stared at the turrets from the West and tugged her 
crystal pendant. Her skin crawled and her stomach turned. The 
Heart of Atlantis, a sentient life force from her ancestors, granted her 
powers of immense empathy. Without a shadow of a doubt, she 
knew there was a great well of malice and pain inside the castle. 
Someone was enabling the evil and someone was sitting in sadness. 


BOOM! 


The three young women gasped. The storm raged with a thunderous 
clap. Devilish chirping of Heartless guards soon followed. Under the 
long castle bridge, Moana halted her team and searched for a hiding 
spot. In the event that the Heartless would scatter to find an intruder, 
Moana considered waiting in the shadows under the bridge. There 
was a cramped spot in between the stone and bramble bushes. Ariel 
slowly turned to the sound of the thunder where she spotted a 
purple, bruise-like glow in the clouds. It started to fade, which led her 
to believe it may have been the storm acting on its own. 


BOOM! 


The purple glow appeared again in the same area. The Heartless 
guards screeched and hopped. They clawed at the air, as if they 
could reach and tear apart the threat. 


BOOM! 
The storm rumbled with the purple glow moving South from East. 


"| do not like this," Kida could feel the savage emotions, pulsing from 
the wretched Heartless. It was like a whirlpool of shadows, wishing 
only to swallow the light. She took multiple deep breaths to stay as 
conscious as possible. She approached and leaned on the stone 
surface of the bridge. Her legs turned weak and her vision turned 
blurry. 


"We should keep moving." Ariel tended to Kida. Having a friend by 
her side gave Kida a sense of serenity, like finding an oasis ina 
desert. Kida looked into Ariel's eyes and immediately peered into her 
heart. Sweet and selfless energy resided within her. She could feel 
her vision clearing. Strength flowed into her body. 


"We can go over here," said Moana, gesturing towards the 
unwelcoming shadows. 


BOOM! 

The Heartless hollered into the sky. Moana could not tell if they were 
frightened, furious, or festive in their uproar. Ariel gasped and Moana 
spun around. Kida had collapsed. 

"What's happening to her?" asked Moana. 

"| think it's the sounds," guessed Ariel. 


"It's their pain," gasped Kida. "I can feel it." 


"What can we do? Let us help you. Please." Moana flicked her gaze 
back and forth from her friends to the sky. 


"| need... | need... AGH!" Kida panicked and firmly covered her ears. 
The ringing and the screeching clustered inside her head. Neither 
Moana nor Ariel could comprehend the cacophony that tormented 
her. 


"It's the storm. It must be angering the Heartless and hurting Kida," 
said Ariel. 


"Then our only solution is to get inside the castle. But | don't know 
where to go. We've been searching all over-" 


"Moana?" Ariel rubbed Kida's back with one hand and tapped her 
trident pendant with the other. "Let me sing and I'll find us a path. No 
one will hear us while the storm is making all this noise." 


BOOM! 


"Okay... but try not to sing too loud. I'll stand guard." Moana left Kida 
in Ariel's care. She stood against them and gripped her oar, ready to 
smack any approaching foe. Kida sensed Moana's warrior spirit, 
ruthless like the waves of the ocean. Kida embraced Moana's 
determination and Ariel's hope. They were the only positive sources 
of energy that enabled her to stay awake. 


Ariel cleared her throat and recalled her melody. 


"Ah, ah, aaah . Aaah, aaah, aaaaah," sang Ariel, as soft as she 
could. Kida listened. 


"La - da - daaa, daaa, daaa, daaa . Aaaah - aah - aaaaaaah !" Ariel 
had slightly raised her pitch and volume. Moana trembled. Her eyes 
and ears were focused on finding any nearby Heartless. Fortunately 
for her, they were still drawn to the rumbling thunder. 


Ariel reprised her melody, echoing into the cracks and hollow spaces 
of the castle. She closed her eyes and cleared her mind, where her 
enchanted voice drew a picture of the castle interior. She quickly 
searched multiple levels, stairs, and hallways. As for the residents 


and the Heartless, Ariel counted two tall figures and several non- 
human creatures, skulking throughout the area. She zig-zagged 
through any available route, up, down, and up again. She knew her 
time for singing would not last for much longer. 


Kida slowly regained her own strength. She endured the wicked 
emotions that tried to engulf her. She looked to Ariel who had 
finished singing and opened her eyes. 


"Found it!" said Ariel with joy. 
"What did you find?" asked Kida. 
"A way to get us into the castle," said Ariel. 


"Great! | hope it's close." Moana was thrilled but remained alert. The 
murky, storm clouds lingered and hovered like a swarm of nasty 
insects. The Heartless turned calm and resumed their patrol route. 


"Take us there." Kida fixed her stance, ready to sprint alongside her 
comrades. 


"We have to go around and under." Ariel pointed beyond the bridge 
and curved her hand. "There's a small tunnel that will take us to the 
dungeon." 


"Lead the way, Ariel. I'll watch your back. Kida, stay close?" Moana 
faced Kida, who nodded in favor of their plan. Ariel emerged from 
their shadowy hideout and sprinted into the open. Moana followed 
close behind. Kida bolted ahead and tied Moana in speed. Ariel 
guided the group through the forest of thorns. They were all careful 
to evade all sharp points in case they were poisoned or cursed. Kida 
was grateful to have her strength restored. She could bend and 
stretch her body in between the branches on her own, all while 
keeping up with Ariel and Moana. 


When they approached the castle wall, Ariel stopped. Moana and 
Kida squinted through the darkness and saw a thick, tangled clump 


of thorns blocking a shadowy chute. 


"I'm sorry. It looked open when | first saw it." Ariel felt guilty for 
missing a blind spot in her vision of the castle grounds. 


"I'm sure we can pull it apart," said Moana. 


Harsh whispers creeped from behind. Moana positioned herself in 
front of Kida and faced the wisps of darkness rise. They curled like 
vines and took on a corporeal form, glowing with the blood red 
Heartless symbol. 


"We've got company," warned Moana. Kida counted five flower- 
shaped Heartless, possessing pink petals that frilled around their 
necks and thorns that covered their black arms and legs. Tendrils 
sprouted from their backs and lunged at Moana. She blocked them 
all with her oar. Meanwhile, Ariel used her trident pendant to zap the 
vines to make them brittle enough to rip apart. Kida could tell it would 
take a great amount of time to clear for their escape, especially while 
Moana tried to pull in her oar from the tethering tendrils. 


"My friends. It is my turn to help you. Let me share my power,” 
muttered Kida, grasping her crystal pendant. 


"Huh?" Moana feared that Kida was about to make a reckless 
decision. Before Moana could stop her, Kida whispered a quick 
prayer to her Atlantean ancestors. Upon finishing, she opened her 
eyes, burning bright azure blue. She then pressed her hands against 
the backs of Moana and Ariel. At an instant, she infused them with 
only a small fraction of the Heart of Atlantis. It flowed through their 
bodies like a torrent of water that could destroy a concrete wall. Their 
eyes also gained the same azure blue glow. All doubt in their skill 
washed away. 


Moana embraced her new extraordinary power and rapidly wrapped 
her oar with the thorny tendrils. All five Heartless were too feeble to 
pull back. With a great leap into the air, Moana whipped up and 
slammed the helpless Heartless onto the ground. She then dashed 


and destroyed each of them with an intense, rock-smashing swing. 
They crumbled into dark wisps and dust. Moana gazed at her arm 
and her oar, both coated in thin blue streaks of light. Meanwhile, Ariel 
mustered a crackling cluster of electricity from her trident necklace 
and blasted the entire bush of thorns. 


ZZZZZAP! 


Kida watched in amazement as Ariel's amplified power cleared the 
path down the shadowy tunnel. Ariel turned around to face her. Both 
her and Moana still had the glowing blue eyes. Kida knew the 
Atlantean power boost would not last much longer. She pulled 
Moana and Ariel forward by their hands and dove down the tunnel. 


They slid down a cold, smooth surface. They stumbled into pitch 
black chamber. Kida tapped her crystal pendant for light. When she 
raised it up, her friends' faces were revealed to have lost the blue 
glow in their eyes. 


"What just happened to us? | felt... stronger than ever," said Moana. 


"Yeah! Me too!" said Ariel, still energized but from her own 
excitement. 


"That was the Heart of Atlantis," answered Kida. 


"Wow! Thanks, Kida! It should come in handy in case we fight more 
Heartless." Moana was eager to use the Atlantean power again and 
practice any enhanced abilities. 


"This power could destroy your bodies if you held too much for too 
long. That's why | only gave you two a fraction of my power to make 
our escape. It must only be used for a last resort," advised Kida. 


"| think | get it now. That's why Tamatoa was guarding you. Maybe 
it's got to do something with the Door to Darkness," guessed Ariel. 


"Whatever their plans are, they surely must have realized that they 
are no longer draining the Heart of Atlantis out of me. They must be 
looking for me," said Kida. 


"Not to worry. Ariel and | will protect you. We'll find out who's 
summoning these Heartless and stop'em," said Moana. 


"And | will help you both in any way | can," said Kida. "Once, we 
reach the ground level, we will then have to go to the West end of 
this castle." 


"Why West?" asked Moana. 


"When we were outside, | sensed great evil in that direction. That 
must be where we will find the Heartless portal," explained Kida. 


"Alright. We'll go with your plan. Ariel, do you know which way to 
go?" asked Moana. 


"| do, but | may have to sing a few times to stay on track," said Ariel. 


"Do what you have to. We don't have much time to wait like we did 
outside," said Moana. They proceeded out of the chamber. Kida 
opened the door, wooden with a metal doorknob. Ariel called forth 
the light from her own pendant, adding to their vision. She expected 
to arrive in a damp dungeon, made of slippery stone. Instead, they 
stepped into a long, white hallway. Broken pieces of wood, paper, 
and unknown debris littered the floor. Ariel contained her curiosity 
and resisted the urge to peek into each of the rooms that followed 
them. Even though the team found themselves trekking through 
another underground lair, Moana still believed they made progress. 
They succeeded in infiltrating the castle. Now it was just a matter of 
navigating through the hopefully hollow hallways. 


Soaring through the violet skies, Hiro and Baymax finished their laps 
around the island. Jim Hawkin's coordinates were correct in finding 
its location from the beach where he left his large team. They had 
gathered plenty of data through Baymax's super sensors while 


evading the wild storm clouds that tried to obscure it. Hiro Knew the 
science of a normal storm cloud, in which opposite electrical charges 
connected between the sky and the ground. While lightning bolts 
usually sparked erratically, he noticed how the clouds with the 
heaviest amounts of energy pursued him, like some sort of weather- 
based immune system. He and Baymax flew slowly and steadily 
once they were out of range of the cursed clouds. He deduced that 
their abnormal activity was another supernatural side effect from the 
Door to Darkness. 


"How are the electro-magnetic signals, Baymax?" asked Hiro. 


"They exceed the average output from... previous portals by... over 
four-hundred percent," detailed Baymax. 


"Yikes! How about that barrier Jim warned us about?" 


"I'm detecting a... large, dome-like structure. Light passes through. 
There is a delay... in my download of the island." 


"If we can lure the clouds and waste their energy, then we can have 
a shot at breaking their barrier and improving your sensors," planned 
Hiro. 


"Very well!" Baymax zoomed ahead, en route to the island. Hiro 
tapped his visor, containing charts of data that were obtained from 
the storm. Together, he and Baymax would pester the storm to 
exhaust its electricity and track an opening to reach the island. If 
they could make it through the island's defenses, Hiro would then 
have plenty of information to relay over to King Mickey, Merida, and 
the others. 


Ariel guided Moana and Kida into a chilly staircase with plaster steps 
and steel railings. While they climbed as quietly as they could, Kida 
endured an itching migraine. Her powers of empathy pointed West, 
like the magnetic needle of a compass. By staying close to kind 
people like Ariel and Moana, Kida could remain strong and 
conscious. According to Ariel, they had a five more floors to pass 


before reaching the ground level. Kida paused when she stepped in 
front of the doorway that Ariel and Moana ignored. There was 
another emotion that pinched the corner of her skull. Sadness. 


"Wait." Kida faced the door on the fifth landing and reached for the 
door knob. 


"Kida, what are you doing?" asked Moana, standing behind Ariel. 
They both noticed her attempt to deviate from their path. 


"There's someone here," muttered Kida. 


"How can you tell?" asked Ariel. "I didn't see anybody in that 
direction. It's a dead end." 


"| sense a lonely, damaged soul. | Know it." 
"Like... another prisoner?" asked Ariel. 


"| believe so. | would not feel right if we moved onward without 
helping." Kida stared at her companions with an adamant gleam in 
her eyes. Both Moana and Ariel recognized the look. It was the same 
as when they had found Kida in chains. Someone needed help. 


"Ariel, can you check past the doors one more time?" checked 
Moana. 


Ariel nodded and sung a single verse to adjust their position, facing 
the fifth level door. 


"It's still a hallway. Four doors," reported Ariel. "| see some 
wreckage... but nobody." 


"Sounds safe. Let's make this quick." Moana motioned her hand like 
a signal. Kida smiled and appreciated their assistance. She twisted 
the door knob and pushed forward. 


As Ariel and Moana expected it was another deserted hallway with 
white walls. Shreds of paper and metal lay scattered across the floor, 


coated with dusty plastic tiles. Kida beckoned her friends to follow 
her. The dim lighting revealed the four doors, precisely as Ariel had 
described. The Heart of Atlantis identified the farthest door on her 
left. Kida saw how the sliding door was jammed with only a few 
inches of space in between the frame. Perhaps the prisoner was not 
strong enough to free himself. 


Moana, Ariel, and Kida used their combined strength to push the 
door all the way into its slot. With a crooked light from the wall, the 
room isolated a single, small corner in complete darkness. Ariel 
looked to the side where broken shelves held scattered tools and a 
bristle-less broom that leaned against it. 


"Kida, let's go back. Maybe you're just not feeling well." Moana 
hoped Kida was not slowly losing grip with reality. Ariel wanted to 
offer as much help with her magic or with searching for anyone else 
who was trapped. And yet, she could not help but share the same 
concerns as Moana. 


Kida did not respond. She took a few steps forward and crouched. 
The sadness was indeed in the room. It intensified at moment of 
their entry. She could tell that it was frightened that a new visitor 
would bring further harm. 


"It is all right. We are not going to harm you," said Kida gently. 
Moana and Ariel were confused. They could not hear any breathing 
or see any kind of human silhouette in the shadows. Ariel recalled 
only a small, compact pile of junk from her voice magic. Maybe Kida 
was still disoriented and distressed from the torture. 

Vrmm . 


Quiet, gear sounds curled from the corner. Moana gripped her oar in 
case it was actually a Heartless in disguise as junk. Ariel watched 
very carefully, unable to figure out what was happening. 


Kida remained patient. 


"Do not be afraid. We want to help you." Kida raised her arm to have 
Moana lower her oar. Moana realized her stance and weapon made 
her appear aggressive. She complied and left it on the floor. Moana 
and Ariel crouched low like Kida, hoping it would help earn the 
prisoner's trust. 


Vrmm-vrmm. 


Kida sensed the body of emotions change from loneliness to fear to 
curiosity and finally to hope. 


Vrmmmmmm” . 


A little yellow robot hobbled its tractor wheels out of the shadows. 
Kida immediately noticed that its left wheel was ripped and hindered 
its movement. She was familiar with advanced technology, unlike 
Moana and Ariel. They were intrigued by what they could only 
assume was some kind of cube-shaped crab with tiny, silver pincers 
and endearing bug-like eyes. Moana read the signs of abuse from 
the harsh dents and scorch marks on its body. Ariel peered into its 
precious eyes, modeled like a pair of binoculars. They folded weakly, 
indicating that it had suffered a great deal before receiving its 
rescue. 


"How cruel," muttered Kida. She extended her hand. The robot 
hesitated and blinked. It made slow, shy progress in accepting Kida's 
hand. Kida nodded upon earning the robot's trust. She looked to the 
assorted tools on the shelves. She stood up, scanned through each 
level, and brought back what she needed: rubber bands, tape, glue, 
and some paper clips. Moana watched as Kida tenaciously tried 
different ways to repair the robot's wheel. Kida tinkered with the tiny 
pieces in between the robot's body and its joint. After a few failed 
attempts, Kida securing the glued and clipped edges of the ripped 
ends with the two rubber bands that didn't break. She then gave the 
robot space to flex its wheel. 


Vrm - Vrm... Vrm... Vrrmmm . 


The robot moved much faster, albeit with a minor limp. 
"| hope it helps, little one," said Kida. 

"Oh, maybe it has a name?" gasped Ariel with joy. 
"We should introduce ourselves. My name is Moana." 
"I'm Ariel." 

"lam Kida. What is your name?" 


The robot twisted its lens, expanding and contracting curiously at the 
three humans. He moved closer and pointed at the faded label on its 
body. 


"WaaaaAAAAA-LEE," said the robot. 
"Wa'a'li?" repeated Moana. 
"Wa-wee?" said Ariel, trying a different accent. 


Kida traced her finger across the label and read each letter, per the 
robot's spoken name. 


"Wall... E. Wall-E," said Kida. 
The robot bobbed its eyes excitedly. 


"Wall-E, it is. Can you tell us who did this to you?" asked Kida. Wall- 
E lowered its eyes, as if terrified. It raised its arms and curled them. 
Kida and her team all thought he was describing a horned Heartless. 


"Can you tell us why you were locked up?" asked Moana. Wall-E 
spun in a circle, still moving on its limp. It grabbed pieces of metal on 
the floor, banged them together, and flung them far apart. It reached 
down and wildly wiped the dirt. It then dropped, hinting defeat and 
sadness. 


"Do you think he was trapped or imprisoned?" wondered Ariel. 
"What do you mean?" asked Moana. 


"Well... Kida was locked away for her power on an island where all 
the Heartless are coming from. Wall-E is here too. Maybe whoever is 
plotting all this wants him for something. Maybe the same thing?" 


"But there's nothing connected to him. No chains or... anything." 
Moana compared Wall-E's condition to Kida from the extraction 
chamber. "What if he's just hiding, after barely escaping with his 
life?" 


"Yeah... | still don't understand this place. What's on top... doesn't 
match what's underneath." Ariel was usually intrigued by human 
inventions and cities on land. However, she could not make sense of 
the dungeon's origins. It was not made from coarse, grimy stone like 
the underwater tunnels. It was nothing like her home castle on land. 
Even the sliding doors were hard to process. 


"Perhaps that was the intention. To disguise a terrible secret. We'll 
find out soon enough." Kida had once struggled to solve an ancient 
mystery with her own home city. The clues were lost in time and 
translation. It took a charming linguist to help her rediscover the truth 
about her ancestors and how to save her home. 


"As long as we can work together to send the Heartless back where 
they came from, then that's good enough for me." Ariel had traveled 
across strange waters all in the effort of protecting her two homes. 
Across land and sea, she had many loved ones who were still 
vulnerable to a Heartless invasion. 


"Then let us help our friend to the surface. Maybe he can help us.” 
Kida looked past Wall-E's metal exterior and sensed immense joy. 
She had figured out that humans, animals, and even machines were 
capable of housing strong hearts. Wall-E, in particular, possessed an 
unusually sensitive heart, full of wonder and love. Its large eyes 


reminded Kida of the linguist who wore large glasses and changed 
her life forever. The memory of him brought a smile to her face. 


Without any word to her friends, Kida gathered the tools off the floor 
and set them on the middle shelf. She grabbed the pair of scissors 
and snapped them apart. Moana and Ariel watched as Kida secured 
the two blades to the end of the broken broom with paper clips and 
tape. She had constructed her own spear. Kida was ready to move. 


Moana and Kida worked together to carry Wall-E up the stairway 
since he was much too short to climb on his own. Ariel guided 
everyone to the door of the ground level. The next phase of the plan 
was to locate the chamber or area that hid the Doorway to Darkness. 
None of the wandering ladies knew if Wall-E would know anything to 
help them. Maybe he had his own friends or home to save. 


Wall-E squeaked and squinted his eyes, as if to show appreciation. 
He nodded at his rescuers and extended his robot claw for the door 
knob. Moana, Ariel, and Kida peered into the shadowy corridor of the 
ground floor. 


Instead of white walls and chambers littered with laboratory junk, the 
castle offered a more gothic atmosphere. Kida basked in the stone 
pillars, carved in the form of tall dog-faced devils. Moana flinched 
when she felt the unnatural velvet carpet underneath her foot. She 
squinted at the carpet, stitched with patterns of winged imps and 
coiled serpents. Ariel gently stepped out from the stairwell. She 
listened to the echoing whispers of the wind, swirling throughout the 
castle. 


Unphased by the sights and sounds of the castle, Wall-E scooted 
past the three young women and turned the corner. 


"Wall-E!" whispered Kida harshly. Moana and Ariel closed in behind 
her. They hesitated to look in case their little friend had crossed 
paths with a prowling Heartless. They listened and heard nothing 
except the tiny sounds of Wall-E's tractor wheels turning a corner. 
Kida. She crossed into the hallway and scanned her surroundings. 


She waved her hand back and signaled her friends forward. Acting 
with extreme vigilance, Moana and Ariel looked and listened for any 
hazard, overhead or below. Kida safely led the way to central foyer 
with a fractured, domed ceiling. One of the four corridors was lit with 
stone lanterns with emerald green flames. On the opposite end, the 
double doors of the entrance loomed in darkness. They suddenly 
trembled. 


"Quick! Over there." Kida and her team retreated across the hallway 
and crouched behind an unlit lantern plinth. She and Ariel covered 
their pendants as to not attract a foe with their gleam. 


The castle doors creaked open. A man in Agraban attire slipped 
through and closed the doors behind him with a heavy push. He 
arrived with a staff in hand and a red parrot on his shoulder. He 
strolled over to the middle of the foyer and let out a sigh. 


"Jafar, this hokey-pokey storm has gone on long enough. Time to 
clock out," complained a voice that resembled the cry of a 
disgruntled parrot. 


"Maleficent's orders were clear, lago. While she and the Heartless 
search for the Atlantean girl, | must continue the storm" said Jafar. 
Kida was alert to the three new names that were revealed: Jafar, 
lago, and Maleficent. 


"Pfft, | don't see why we need this lousy weather. We already have 
the barrier. That should keep the runaway twerp from getting out." 
reasoned lago. 


"She's not like the others we've collected. She's our last and greatest 
prize. After losing Hook's ship to the King and his meddlesome 
friends, we cannot afford to let them near this place. We're in dire 
need of the girl's heart." 


"SO, are we on a deadline to catch this Atlanta-whoever or what? 
You'd think Maleficent would have been generous with the details of 


this whole darkness schtick. Uggg! Well... at least we made it farther 
than any of the other clowns." 


"You do have a funny way of finding the positives, don't you lago?" 
chuckled Jafar. 


"Gotta take what you can when these heroes keep swooping in like 
nosy pigeons," groaned lago. Jafar glanced at the black storm 
through a window arch. His cobra staff shined scarlet through its 
ruby eyes. The clouds clashed with heavy thunder. He knew it was a 
matter of time before the Atlantean girl would be found and extracted 
of her mysterious and incredible power. Even he noticed how 
protective and paranoid Maleficent became upon hearing the news 
of King Mickey's victory at the mountain of ice and snow. More allies 
for him spelled more enemies for her. Jafar wondered if it was even 
possible for King Mickey to acquire a mighty vessel that could deliver 
his forces to the island. If so, what then? Could Maleficent stop him? 
Would she have enough power from the stolen hearts to finally 
complete her wicked plans and put an end to King Mickey's efforts? 


"They won't reach their little end game. Our defenses are 
impenetrable. Maleficent made sure of that by casting the barrier." 


"SO you just gotta keep the storm swirling up there with your magic, 
huh? Geez! Seems like Maleficent is working you like a dog." 


Jafar grimaced upon hearing such a toxic truth. He grumbled and 
passed the corridor, leading to the dungeon stairwell. Moana peeked 
and caught the tip of his robes trailing behind him. Still, she waited 
until they could move without alerting him. Moana recapped what 
she learned from Jafar's conversation with his bird, lago. Other 
heroes have been working together to combat the Heartless from 
beyond the island. Other villains, like Jafar, were playing a vital part 
to the Heartless invasion. And then there was Maleficent, a woman 
who had supposedly tasked Tamatoa with safeguarding Kida as their 
prize. She must have desired the Heart of Atlantis and its mysterious 
power. Moana glanced back at Kida with increasing concern. She 
was still a target. 


Unbeknownst to Moana, Kida and Ariel were also processing the 
same conversation. All three were standing in hostile, enemy 
territory. Still, it was a major advantage to have made it through the 
enchanted defenses. Moana wanted to remove those defenses in 
hopes of helping the other heroes reach the island. 


"| do wish our little friend will be safe," whispered Kida, referring to 
Wall-E. Moana wondered how he fit into the scheme of the Heartless 
invasion. 


"Me too," said Ariel. "But at least we know other people might be 
coming to help us." 


"Not unless we can get rid of the storm and the barrier," reminded 
Moana. 


"Oh... right," said Ariel glumly. Kida rose to take a brave stance, only 
to have Moana reach for her shoulder. 


"What are you doing?" whispered Moana harshly. 


"That man controls the storm. If we can subdue him, that will clear 
one obstacle for the heroes outside | will lure him so you two have 
an opening at him," directed Kida. 


"Are you crazy?" asked Moana. 


"He will not hurt me. They still need the Heart of Atlantis," said Kida, 
turning the corner. She was keen to catch Jafar before he ventured 
too far. 


"Okay, Ariel and | will ambush him for you," suggested Moana. 
"Yeah. Let's do it," said Ariel, eagerly. 


Kida made her way to the center of the intersected hallways. There 
was no time to admire the architecture. She caught Jafar close to the 
throne room corridor. She let out a sharp whistle and took one step 
back. A bolt of terror shivered down Moana and Ariel's spines. 


"What do we have here, lago?" taunted Jafar with a snakelike 
smugness. 


"A twerp who's lost with only her little toy," laughed lago. Jafar 
approached Kida with excitement in his gait. 


"A princess who's free and ready to return home," corrected Kida 
fearlessly. 


"Precious, aren't we? Do settle down, child." Jafar waved his snake 
scepter but Kida parried it with her spear and took one step back. 
She scowled at Jafar who snickered back at her and took one step 
forward. As far as Jafar knew, he had the control over the 
conversation. As far as Kida knew, she was baiting him. 


"You're rather accommodating... surrendering yourself to us. I'm 
sure we can arrange for a more... comfortable residency." 


"Who was it that attacked my city and my people?" asked Kida. 
"You... Or your master ?" 


Jafar widened his eyes, paralyzed by the reminder that Maleficent 
still possessed his magic lamp and had restrained his powers as a 
genie. She had only granted him the minimum magic to maintain the 
storm and appear when summoned. Jafar left his discomforting 
thoughts and composed himself. 


"We only have the best interest in escorting you here to our humble 
abode," replied Jafar in an obvious lie. 


“Enough! Why does your master desire the Heart of Atlantis?" Kida 
thrusted her spear at Jafar's neck. lago flinched but Jafar merely 
tapped the smooth side of the blade. 


"I'm afraid | cannot divulge such a crucial detail." Jafar caught the 
spear within the fangs of his snake scepter and drew it away. 


"Is that because not even your master trusts you to know?" provoked 
Kida, withdrawing her weapon. Jafar's smirk slipped into a bitter 
scowl. 


"In any case, there's nowhere left to hide." Jafar clenched his teeth. 
He thrusted his staff and blasted the carpet in front of her. She 
jumped back but even she could tell it was only a warning shot. 


"You dare to risk harming your ‘greatest prize'?" Kida stood 
undauntedly. 


"Oh, she's good!" chimed lago. 


"Silence!" shouted Jafar. Kida snickered. Jafar whipped out his cape 
and stepped forward. "I will have you dragged to Maleficent, like the 
petulant child that you are! There's no one to help you here on this 
island. You... are... alooone," hissed Jafar. 


WHAM! 


Jafar collapsed to the floor and dropped his snake scepter. lago 
looked down and saw that he was knocked unconscious with one hit. 


"Whoa!" lago dodged the second mighty swing from a wooden oar. 
“We got company!" 


ZZzZzzzap! 
A blast of electricity shocked him into a smoky crisp. He dropped to 
the floor, next to Jafar's motionless face. With a weak turn of his 


neck, he spotted another girl who seemingly appeared out of 
nowhere. Clueless and weak, lago groaned before passing out. 


Moana and Ariel stood in front of Kida as she kicked away Jafar's 
Staff. 


"Wow! We did it!" said Ariel victoriously. 


"Listen... do you hear it?" asked Kida, beckoning for their brief 
silence. 


"| don't hear anything." Moana waited and listened. Nothing strange 
or different made a sound. Was it a Heartless? 


"The storm! It's fading!" cheered Ariel. 


"That's great! Now those other heroes have a chance of finding us," 
said Moana. 


"But we still must to still seek out the hearth of the Heartless,” 
advised Kida. Moana knew she was referring to the Door to 
Darkness. 


"Right! Ariel, lead way, won't you?" asked Moana, beaming with 
pride. 


"You got it! It's this way." Ariel pointed towards the throne room. They 
ran with high morale through the carpeted hallway. The two large 
doors, sitting in the shadows, excited them. All their patience and 
fighting were about to pay off. They hurried past the stairs but froze 
when a fiery blast came from above. 


They turned and froze in sheer fright. 
Floating in deathly silence, the phantom had found them. 
"Uh oh," said Ariel. 


The phantom could have petrified them all in seconds. Instead, it 
heeded Maleficent's orders to leave Kida untouched and 
uncorrupted. As for the accomplices, the phantom resorted to let 
Maleficent decide their fate. Perhaps she would interrogate or 
imprison them. Or both. 


The phantom descended and shook its arm, transfigured into a 
cannon. 


"Should we fight it?" asked Ariel. 


The phantom shook its cannon-arm again, angrily pointing towards 
the double doors at the other end of the castle hallway. 


"| think... it wants us to go to the throne room," deduced Kida. 


"But we were going there anyways," Moana was confused. If the 
Door to Darkness was the most important and most vulnerable place 


in the island, why would one of Maleficent's minions guide them to 
it? 


Kida did not want to resist a mysterious foe and risk bringing harm to 
her friends. She proceeded first with Moana and Ariel keeping close. 
They glanced to each other and knew they could not let anything 
happen to Kida. They remained extremely vigilant of their ghostly 
escort, swaying in the air. Its faint, eerie humming echoed in the 
corridor. 


Kida grasped the icy metal handles of the double doors. She huffed 
a visible breath when she forced the doors open. 


A bitter, cold permeated the empty throne room. Kida stepped 
forward, while Moana checked the walls and the floors for any 
dangers. It was far too dark for her to see anything peculiar. Ariel 
looked to the stained-glass window, framed behind the lonely throne. 
The shards of glasses fit into a menacing, heart-shaped symbol. It 
was the Heartless symbol. 


Toxic green plumes of fire erupted upon stone pedestals, along the 
walls. Their green glow caressed everyone's faces, even that of the 
fair white phantom. 


The throne was engulfed in a swirling twister of green fire, serving as 
a veil for the next arrival. She brandished her black staff and struck 
the ground. A pulse so loud, it alerted Moana through her feet. Ariel 
jumped but Kida clutched her chest. She glanced down and frowned. 


The swelling whirlpool of shadows lurked beneath the floor. She 
could feel its ravenous pull, clawing for the Heart of Atlantis. 


The phantom looked straight ahead at the dark fairy who 
commanded it. Horns of a dragon. Cheeks as sharp as glass. A jet- 
black crow perched on her shoulder. A gown that blended into the 
very darkness she favored. It was Maleficent. 


The Redemption 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter 38: The Redemption 


"Well, well." Maleficent raised her curled fingers to her chin. She was 
charmed and intrigued by the Atlantean girl who had miraculously 
escaped and eluded the Heartless. The phantom lowered its arm 
and simply hovered and waited for further instruction. 


"You... are Maleficent,” said Kida. 


"Indeed, | am. Pray tell. Did you send for help? Do they serve you... 
or the King?" asked Maleficent, casting a half-glance at Moana and 
Ariel. They were both unsure how to respond. Ariel remembered 
from Jafar's conversation that Maleficent referred to the King who 
had opposed them in previous battles, beyond the island. She knew 
not of his whereabouts or his name. 


"Perhaps your new friends could reveal how they discovered my 
island in the middle of the ocean," continued Maleficent. 


"It was easy to find it," replied Moana, bravely. "We followed the path 
of darkness across the seas. I'm sure others are on their way." 


"Is that so? | am impressed that you two somehow slipped through 
the storm and the barrier," admitted Maleficent. "Answer me this. 
What is the King's name?" She cracked a clever grin and waited. 
Moana looked to Ariel, wondering if perhaps she had a clue about 
the character in question. 


"Why do you care for some king? Does he possess another heart 
you wish to steal?" accused Kida, aggressively. "Will you attack his 
people and bring ruin to his home as well?!" 


"| need only concern for those who pose real dangers. And it would 
appear that my intruders do not serve the King. A simple 
misunderstanding, on my part. What a relief!" Maleficent slumped 
into the throne and ran her fingers through her crow's feathers. 


"Relief?" Ariel could not hide her confusion. 


"This means neither of you are worth the worry." Maleficent wiggled 
her fingers through a wisp of green magic. 


CRK-KRRRK! 


Thorny vines cracked through the walls and whipped at Moana and 
Ariel. Their arms and legs were immediately ensnared. Ariel could 
not reach for her trident pendant. Moana could not move her 
shoulders or legs without pressing into a thorn. Both were forced into 
kneeling to the floor with their arms forced upward. 


"Moana! Ariel!" cried Kida. The vines blocked her away from her new 
friends. 


"Such lovely names for foolish maidens." Maleficent closed her hand 
into a fist, constricting Moana and Ariel. They winced from the vines, 
pulling their arms behind their backs. 


"STOP!" demanded Kida. 


"You hardly know them and you care for them. How quaint," teased 
Maleficent. She relaxed her hand, halting her vines. 


"Release them. They have nothing you want," reasoned Kida. 


"Not what I-" repeated Maleficent. "They found their way into my 
island and into your heart." Kida sighed in defeat. She knew what 
Maleficent meant. Moana and Ariel were being used as leverage. As 
hostages. 


"What did you dare to accomplish? To save yourself and rid the 
world of darkness?" Maleficent arose from their throne and paced 


leisurely. She had no reason to fear insolence from Kida. 


"Darkness... has lingered and waited long enough for its reign over 
this world. The power it holds... it will be mine," revealed Maleficent. 


"Then why do you need me?" asked Kida, in a harsh, helpless 
whisper. 


"Legends tell of Atlantis's greatest treasure. Stronger than the magic 
of a genie from Agrabah. Stronger than the snow queen of Arendelle. 
We have taken what we can from the hearts of the most beloved. If 
the darkness ever claimed the Heart of Atlantis, then it would be 
invincible." Maleficent flung her arms, fanning her shadowy gown. 
She faced Kida and approached her. 


"Adamant and proud, the Heart of Atlantis can only yield so much 
with force. Relinquish your heart to me and grant my wish to fill this 
world with darkness so that | may rule it." 


"You cannot hope to control its power," defied Kida. 


"You underestimate me, dear child. | need only to channel its power 
through the Door to Darkness," explained Maleficent clearly. She 
withheld the truth about the instability of the deep darkness from the 
other side of the door. She had planned ahead for such a 
predicament and arranged Jafar to procure a device to temper the 
energy between dimensions. According to him, it was called a global 
core, obtained from another world filled with friendly monsters. They 
could not compare to the beasts that thrived in the world of 
darkness. She carried the global core in her folds of her gown. The 
pieces of her plans were in place. All she needed was a little 
cooperation from her captive. 


"Then you will release my friends," insisted Kida. 
"| can honor such an arrangement. Step forward, won't you?" 


instructed Maleficent. She curled her finger, beckoning Kida to move 
towards the center of the throne room. 


"No, Kida!" shouted Moana. 
"Don't do it!" warned Ariel. 


Kida blocked out their cries. She did not want to give into 
Maleficent's foul manipulation but there was little choice in the 
matter. Had she refused, Moana and Kida would be further tortured. 
Kida would return to her dungeon and the Heart of Atlantis would be 
drained against her will. Pain would follow in more ways than one. 
Would anyone else find them on the island and help? The storm was 
gone but the barrier remained. 


The phantom was indifferent to Kida's dilemma. Its master was about 
to acquire the power she so deeply desired. It would wait until further 
instruction. 


Kida prayed to her ancestors before making her way to the very 
center of the throne room. She relaxed her arms and took a deep 
breath. Both Moana and Kida looked out to their friend in utter 
dismay when her body began to glow. 


Bolts of azure blue sparked from Kida. She opened her eyes, 
eclipsed in complete blue. Maleficent softly grinned. Her reaction 
was far tamer than Tamatoa. The bolts flickered and lit the throne 
room. The floor was struck and rumbled. The tiles loosened and 
shined red. Moana traced the red light into a heart. Ariel felt the vines 
loosen and wiggled her out of its grasp. She helped Moana to 
untangle herself. They were indeed free but what more could they do 
with their powers or weapons? 


Kida levitated above the floor. The bolts whipped wildly across the 
throne room. Maleficent pulled out the global core from her gown 
and caught the Atlantean energy like a lightning rod. She came 
dangerously close to Kida but remained unharmed. She lowered 
herself to insert the global core into a tiny hole in the ground. 
Suddenly, Kida was shackled by her own power and pulled down. 
She had prayed that the Heart of Atlantis would be too overwhelming 
for anyone to control. 


Maleficent had proved her wrong. The blue lightning smoothly 
streamed into the floor along the cracks of the stone tiles. Moana 
and Ariel shuddered. They could feel a swelling pressure in their 
hearts. Toxic and wretched. Looking down, they both knew what was 
happening. The Door to Darkness was growing strong. As did 
Maleficent. She gasped with glee, knowing her plan was executed to 
perfection. She believed it was too late for anyone to interfere. 


Vrrrrrrm! 


The phantom turned around and detected a little motor from the 
doorway. Moana and Ariel heard it too. They looked back and 
discovered their little friend was still alive. 


"Wall-E?" asked Ariel. Moana panicked. The robot had picked the 
most dangerous room in the castle to visit. The phantom stared at 
the little wide-eyed robot. Before Moana could run and pull Wall-E 
out of the phantom's line of fire, Wall-E excitedly raced in circles, 
under the phantom. 


"EEVAA! EEVAA!" squealed Wall-E. 


"Who's there?" said Maleficent, outraged from being interrupted. 
Wall-E waved its arms in hopes of getting the phantom's attention. It 
leaned down and stared back with its bright, blue eyes. 


"Do they know each other?" asked Ariel quietly. 


PSZZZ! Maleficent fired a green blast of infernal lightning. The 
surrounding impact knocked Ariel and Moana off their feet. The 
phantom ascended and found that Wall-E had been badly damaged. 
Green cinders sparked over its wheels. 


Engulfed in rage, Maleficent stormed past Kida, still sitting and 
flowing the Heart of Atlantis into the floor. Moana and Ariel hurried 
out of her path. Maleficent twirled her staff and smacked Wall-E 
against the wall. 


"No!" cried Moana. Ariel gasped and covered her mouth in shock. 


"How is it that TWO meddlesome maidens slipped past our 
defenses? Was this all your plot? Did you try to save yout little 
friend?!" shouted Maleficent at the phantom. "Remember who you 
serve. Follow your directive," threatened Maleficent, deeply. 


The phantom sank. It glanced at Moana and Ariel with indifference. It 
then looked to Wall-E, crawling out of the wall. Wall-E could hardly 
move, only reaching out with its claw-like hand. 


"Directive," muttered the phantom. It was a gentle voice, one that did 
not match its grim attire. Moana and Ariel were stunned. 


"Redeem yourself! Petrify those two or | shall tear apart this 
abomination," commanded Maleficent, aiming her staff at Wall-E. It 
whimpered and shut its eyes from the impending attack. The 
phantom extended its petrifying pistol, the same weapon that had 
been used to abduct Belle. It was charging power, enough to quickly 
turn Moana and Ariel into stone in a matter of seconds. They had 
nowhere to flee, nor would they dare abandon Kida. Maleficent 
would not wait long for the phantom to make a decision. It was 
normally silent and cold, willing to follow any order without question. 


"Eeeevaa," whispered Wall-E weakly. The phantom froze. Something 
deep inside its body sparked. Its only friend was on the brink of 
losing its life. The phantom had always followed Maleficent's orders 
and it still faced punishment. With all the evil it had enabled, the 
phantom did not feel for any human or kingdom. No guilt. No 
weakness. And yet, it felt conflicted. Uncertain. Curious. Protective. 


Amidst the painful extraction, Kida sensed the presence of a new 
heart in the throne room. It emerged with a brave kind of light. The 
phantom knew how far it had strayed from its original directive. Wall- 
E was losing its strength. Maleficent was losing her patience. 


The final second passed. The phantom switched targets. 


BZZZZZT! 


Maleficent shrieked when the scarlet red light struck her. Her whole 
gown and her pet crow turned stiff. All that was left was cold stone. 


Kida gasped and fell forward. Moana and Ariel hurried to help her. 


"Are you okay? How many fingers am | holding?" asked Ariel, flexing 
four fingers in Kida's face. Kida shrugged and rubbed her eyes, clear 
and white again. 


"Can you still feel the Heart of Atlantis?" asked Moana. 


"Yes, but it is weak... and tired." Kida hated having to lose 
consciousness so frequently. Luckily, she had wonderful companions 
to look after her. She scanned the throne room for Maleficent. She 
was confused but impressed when she saw her petrified. 


"What happened to her?" asked Kida. She then looked at the 
phantom, gliding towards Wall-E. She tried to charge and save Wall- 
E from the sinister-looking henchman but Moana stopped her. 


"It's okay. | think... they're friends," guessed Moana. Kida believed 
her when she saw the phantom helping Wall-E to stand upright. 
Wall-E shook off the dust and rubble. Wall-E leaned in and offered its 
hand again. The phantom altered its pistol into a white hand with 
three floating pieces. They interlocked and the phantom let out a 
heavy sigh. 


"Wall-E was being used to force the phantom into serving Maleficent. 
So, when we freed him, it went to go looking for its friend," explained 
Moana. 


"That's awful," said Ariel. 


"Wall-E?" "Can you introduce us to your friend?" asked Kida softly. 
She took gentle steps without wanting to frighten or interrupt their 


reunion. She trusted in Wall-E and so she trusted in the phantom. 
The phantom honored the trust and shed its frightful cloak. 


It was a white and almond-shaped robot. Its face only had a black 
screen where the two blue eyes blinked. It floated with ease but ina 
less terrifying display. Smooth and sophisticated, the robot appeared 
as it was before assuming a wicked identity. The phantom was no 
more. 


"Eeeve," said the white robot, courteously. Wall-E squealed and 
nodded. It was so relieved to have its friend again. Wall-E repeated 
its name with different inflections. With theatrical gestures, as if 
playing charades, Wall-E was explaining to Eve how the three 
women rescued him from the underground chambers. Eve hovered 
towards Moana, Ariel, and Kida. She closed her eyes and bowed. 


"It is an honor to make your acquaintance as well," replied Kida. 
Moana and Ariel were forgiving of Eve and grateful that she was now 
on Wall-E's side, their side. 


Everyone flinched when Maleficent trembled under her petrified 
prison. One little crack splintered into several, erratic lines. Pieces 
popped off. A sizzling steam sprouted forth from the statue. Wall-E 
trembled. Kida, Moana, and Ariel stood in front to protect him. Eve 
swiftly hovered in front of them. It was her turn to fight back. 


KRKKKKRK-FWOOOOM! 
Maleficent returned, flapping her gown like raging plumes of fire. 


"FOOLS! You dare to turn my magic against me?!" scolded 
Maleficent. She aimed the top of her crackling staff. Eve charged like 
a cannonball and tackled her to the floor. She sprung up and flew 
midair from a distance. She fired several blue blasts to counter 
Maleficent's attacks. Maleficent retaliated and unleashed fiery bolts 
of green light. 


"| bestowed you all with the power to petrify. Pete, Hook, Oogie 
Boogie, and Jafar! You are all BENEATH mel!" 


Maleficent swung her staff high and destroyed a chunk of the ceiling. 
Eve dodged into the direction that Maleficent had predicted. She 
suffered a direct hit and collapsed to the ground. 


"The time draws near but you won't set your precious blue eyes 
upon the dark void." Maleficent had her back turned. She was proud 
and vengeful in her steps. Eve lay helpless in the rubble. 


"Hey!" cried Moana. She sprinted and latched onto Maleficent's 
robes. 


"Wretched girl!" warned Maleficent. She tried to raise her staff to 
incinerate Moana behind her. Ariel hopped ahead and pulled her arm 
down. She and Moana struggled to restrain Maleficent, who 
possessed an unnatural strength in her elderly body. They would not 
last much longer as Maleficent raged with a burning magic, 
simmering from her staff. Kida looked to the ceiling's gaping hole. 
She ran to Maleficent, shaking Moana and Ariel off. Kida twisted the 
angle of Maleficent's staff, casting an explosive, green lightning bolt. 
It had been redirected, flying out of the castle and into the sky. The 
impact burst upon hitting the barrier. Gleaming green sparkles 
showered from above. 


In one wide swing, Maleficent smacked Moana, Ariel, and Kida away 
from her. She cackled as they fell to the floor. 


"Are there no tricks left at your disposal? Have no plan to deal with 
me?" berated Maleficent. Wall-E squealed and came to the rescue. It 
scurried over to Kida and growled at Maleficent. She leaned forward 
and frightened the little robot. 


"You cannot stop what | am destined to bring to this world. A never- 
evening nightmare to your peaceful slumber! A kingdom... no, a 
dimension of darkness and doom! | shall kill the light... FOREVER!" 
hollered Maleficent. 


Krk! 
Maleficent gasped and gazed at the gaping hole. 
KRKRKRKRKRKRK-KRINGGGGGGGG! 


The booming burst of shattered glass muted all other sounds. Even 
Maleficent had to shield her senses. She wrapped herself in her 
cloak and crouched. 


The Heart of Atlantis hammered inside Kida. Two new hearts had 
entered the castle. The beaming light illuminated the throne room, 
casting a veil of pure white. It was a quick but miraculous moment, 
only witnessed by Kida and Eve. The light had delivered the heroes 
and vanished, along with the crumbling remains of the accursed 
barrier. 


"Who dares to tread into my castle?!" Maleficent stood upright while 
the crow had retreated and perched onto the wall. She could not 
identify two newest intruders. 


A large winged knight in crimson red. Baymax. 
A young man in a purple helmet. Hiro Hamada. 


"Maleficent, the King sends his regards!" shouted Hiro with righteous 
pride. 


"How?! HOW?!" yelled Maleficent. Her voice grew and echoed in the 
throne room. Even the Heartless from outside shivered when her 
voice escaped through the gaping hole. 


"We smashed right through your barrier. Took a while to find its weak 
spot. Lucky for us, the storm died out and someone from the inside 
came through for us." Hiro waved and smiled at the young women. 
Kida has known that by redirecting Maleficent's magical blast, she 
and others had dealt a devastating blow against the barrier. They 
had aided more heroes with entering the island. Through Baymax's 


super sensors, Hiro had been able to immediately locate the people 
in danger inside the throne room and race over in time. 


Maleficent lost her composure upon the removal of her storm, for 
which she blamed Jafar. Her anger sky-rocketed as she immediately 
recalled how it was her own immense power that ruined her own 
barrier. Her defenses were destroyed. 


"IT CANNOT BE!" Maleficent raged by flinging a flurry of wild green 
flames around the throne room. Baymax stood guard with his 
massive bulk while Hiro gathered Moana, Ariel, and Kida together. 
Eve zoomed from her crater and hurried to protect Wall-E from the 
fire. He squealed in fright, thinking that Eve would be harmed. 


Baymax withstood the terrifying tempest of fire. Maleficent raised her 
arms, casting dark, swirling power all over her reach. Moana and 
Ariel could feel the scorching flames filling the confined space. As 
soon as they coughed, Kida knew she had to act. She turned to the 
crimson knight and resonated with its strong, yet unusual heart. The 
heart of a machine, filled with unconditional loyalty. Kida stood up 
and endured the rising heat. She approached Baymax from behind 
and spoke in Atlantean with multiple, ancient voices. Moana and 
Ariel recognized her language and looked up to her. Hiro turned, 
baffled by what she was doing. He could not see the fearless, azure 
glow in her eyes. 


She pressed both hands onto Baymax and bestowed her power, the 
power of her ancestors, into his body. 


" The Heart of Atlantis calls upon you, our guardian," proclaimed 
Kida. As she fell to her knees, Baymax was consumed in a bright 
spectacle of blue light, flickering in bolts of electricity. Hiro and 
Maleficent watched in awe and fear. 


"Baymax?" asked Hiro. He tapped his visor to read Baymax's status. 
Although the data was glitching, Hiro saw that Baymax's energy 
output was boosted. Tenfold. 


Baymax rushed into Maleficent with a massive punch. She yelled 
and crashed into her throne. Hiro feared that Baymax was acting 
against his protocol, prohibiting him from harming a person. The 
Heartless were an obvious exception as they did not register as 
people, due to their supernatural composition. Hiro theorized that 
either Maleficent somehow overrode Baymax's sensors or it was the 
strange azure power that came from Kida. In any case, he knew that 
an unhinged Baymax was a considerable danger to anyone in his 
path. 


Maleficent panted and picked herself up clumsily from the shattered 
throne. Her black gown flung high before she lunged straight into 
Baymax with her staff. They clashed in a burning blitz of toxic green 
fire and azure lightning. Baymax proved he was more than a match 
by withstanding her incredible power all while guarding everyone in 
behind him. Maleficent was willing to unleash more sinister power to 
obliterate her opponent. Her skin turned scaly and the pupils in her 
eyes turned thin. She snarled and pushed harder. Hiro looked down 
and saw Baymax slowly sliding back by an inch. 


"Baymax! Be careful!" cried Hiro. He turned to Moana and Ariel, still 
coughing from the toxic fumes. Kida continued to hope for Baymax 
to prevail. Hiro's cry for concern ignited even more power, amplified 
by the Heart of Atlantis. Baymax could not compute the rising 
strength in his body. Still, he took one heavy, floor-cracking step. 
Maleficent gasped. Baymax raised her up and threw her against the 
wall. Hiro heard the impact, hoping it was enough to defeat her. He 
turned and saw the surrounding green fire shrink and diminish. Kida 
helped Moana and Ariel to their feet. Wall-E scooted towards them 
and squeaked in relief. Eve hovered and watched as Maleficent 
struggled to lift herself up again. This time, she stayed down. 


Kida stood beside Baymax, still postured for the next beating and still 
glowing in the azure aura. She looked down at Maleficent, unable to 
hold her staff. It bounced against the stone floor and rolled away. 


"It is done," said Kida. Moana and Ariel joined her. They let out a 
heavy, cathartic breath. Ariel smiled, proud of her work and her 


friends. Hiro looked up to Baymax, clenching both fists. 


"Hey buddy?" asked Hiro, softly. He hoped Baymax had not turned 
completely berserk. 


Baymax turned and blinked. His hands relaxed. His shoulders 
dropped. The azure aura left his body. 


"Hiro. Sensors indicated... an unknown influx... of energy. It... 
cannot... be traced," replied Baymax. 


"That's okay. I'm sure these girls can fill us in on this magic," said 
Hiro, kindly. He had become more open-minded regarding his 
ongoing supernatural encounters. 


"How much time do you have?" joked Moana. Ariel was the first to 
offer a hand shake. Before any introductions could be made, 
everyone heard a harsh groan from across the throne room. 


Unwilling to tolerate defeat, Maleficent sneered at them. Her face 
was weary from the fight. 


"This is... far... from over," threatened Maleficent. 

"There's nothing left you can do. You have no one left you help you," 
said Hiro, standing with a reliable team of brave individuals. It felt 
just like working with Merida and the others. 

"This place... was a harbor of darkness," grumbled Maleficent. 
"What do you mean? Spill it!" demanded Moana. 

"| am not the first to seek the Door to Darkness. | merely continued 
what was left behind,” said Maleficent. She curled her fingers, 
casting a sliver of magic into the cracks of the floor. 


"So, you didn't build the dungeon below?" asked Ariel. 


"It was... a facility. Built to peer into the darkness beyond this world," 
said Maleficent. She chuckled, alerting Hiro and Moana. "They 
succeeded." 


"Who were they?" asked Kida. 


"| haven't a clue. All | found were their subordinates, unable to reveal 
their history to me," Maleficent swung her head, towards Eve and 
Wall-E. Hiro looked to them and hoped they would speak. Wall-E 
withdrew its head shyly while Eve only had a minimal answer. 


"Directive. Classified." 


"It matters not," said Maleficent, regaining her pride. "The Door to 
Darkness was left open when it was denied to me long ago bya 
nosy king." 


"King Mickey," muttered Hiro. Maleficent nodded. 


"Indeed. Tell the King... if he wants to seal the Door to Darkness, 
he'll have to come here... HIMSELF!" Maleficent slammed her hands 
against the ground. The spaces in between the tiles shined bright, 
blood red. 


"What's happening?" asked Ariel. Her feet wobbled as a sudden 
tremor struck the island. Wall-E winced and Eve carried him off the 
ground. 


"What have you done?!" asked Kida. Maleficent mustered enough 
strength to stand and lean against the wall. 


"Oh how long have | waited for this moment!" boasted Maleficent. 
She cackled with passion. She fixed her crazed gaze upon the 
gaping hole. Dusk crept across the cold sky. 


"Temperature is... dropping and seismic disturbance is... 
increasing," reported Baymax. 


"Then we need to get out of here," decided Hiro. 


"What about the Door to Darkness?" asked Moana, keeping her eye 
on Ariel and Kida. 


"We're not safe here. We'll come back with reinforcements,” 
reassured Hiro. 


"Do bring your bravest knights and heroes to face me," welcomed 
Maleficent with wicked glee. "Should you dive into deepest 
darkness... you will lose your light." 


Maleficent slouched and continued to cackle. Her voice echoed, 
giving more terror to her cryptic claim. 


Hiro trusted that King Mickey, Jim, and the others could come up 
with a new plan to stop Maleficent. Moana, Ariel, and Kida were 
quick to trust him as he offered to take them off the island. Moana 
hurried to retrieve her oar and as Kida picked up her spear. They 
joined Ariel and sat in Baymax's large arms. Eve could float and fly 
even while holding Wall-E. Hiro climbed onto Baymax's back and 
gave the command to make their retreat. Maleficent watched them 
ascend through the ceiling hole. She had fulfilled her plans to feed 
the Door to Darkness enough energy from strong hearts. She would 
eagerly await the King to arrive with his loyal army. Although, there 
was no need to make his arrival so smooth and simple. 


Staff in hand, Maleficent made her way out of the throne room and 
found Jafar in the hallway. He appeared to be soothing an injured 
neck. lago gulped when he saw Maleficent approach them. 


"Do recover soon, Jafar. We're expecting company," teased 
Maleficent. 


The Flight 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter 39: The Flight 


Soon after Hiro and Baymax went off to scout the island, King 
Mickey wanted his team of heroes to be prepared for their next great 
battle. Mushu, in particular, was passionate about pairing students, 
teachers, and partners to hone their skills and instill some form of 
traditional Chinese discipline. 


"We're gonna go through this one more time. | don't want limp 
chicken noodles. | want mean, too-spicy-for-your-mama, Szechuan 
soldiers!" Mushu pinched his claws and whistled. While standing on 
the back of Mulan's horse, he crossed his arms and observed Mulan 
and Merida, training with swords. Merida practiced defensive 
stances and blocked Mulan's attacks. Her patience and reflexes 
were tested. Mulan lunged and thrusted her sword from different 
angles. Merida managed her timing and protected her blind spots. 


"Not bad, Merida. Keep it up! How you dumplings doing?" Mushu 
turned away to watch the brawniest heroes challenge wrestle each 
other. 


"You got him! Keep him down!" shouted Mike from the sidelines. 


"You're doing great! Don't give up!" cheered Belle, giving morale 
support for the Beast, who had been flipped over and slammed into 
the sand by Sulley. The Beast squirmed and pushed Sulley upwards 
with his back. He rolled over and tackled Sulley. Sulley slammed his 
massive paws into the Beast, rivaling his raw physical power. 


"Don't look away, Sulley. Stare him down, then knock him back!" 
Mike had several years of experience with personally training Sulley 


as a top scarer. He enjoyed giving his best friend a worthy opponent 
while also rooting for him like his biggest fan. 


"Hey, eyeball, you gonna get in the ring? I'm sure we can find youa 
lightweight partner," said Mushu. 


"Nah, I'm good. | know what Sulley needs to keep in top shape. | 
don't think we've ever had a wrestling partner like this guy to push 
his limits. Stitch! How's it going, buddy?" hollered Mike. 


Stitch stood against Jim's leg. They grasped their plasma pistols and 
waited for the batch of enemy targets. Elsa had become excited with 
using her ice magic to help train her new friends. She blasted the 
sand and created sculptures of ice, modeled after the Heartless she 
had previously encountered. 


"Now!" signaled Elsa, waving her hand. Jim and Stitch pulled the 
trigger and shot rapid blasts of plasma. The sculptures burst into 
shards of ice and frost. 


"Eeega, gabija!" squeaked Stitch. 


"Hey now, don't get cocky. Let's see who can hit the most," 
suggested Jim. Stitch snickered with a competitive laugh. "Another 
round, please!" 


Elsa nodded and waved her arms, summoning multiples rows of ice 
and shaping them into numerous Heartless sculptures. Feeling 
creative, she added barriers and pillars of ice as an obstacle. Jim 
and Stitch leaped forward to find their aim and shoot their targets. 


"Nice work, Elsa!" Anna was overjoyed to see her sister, using her 
powers to help other people. 


"Annaaa. Let's stay focused now," nagged KuZzco. 


"Yes, sorry." Anna returned to stretching her legs and arms, following 
Kuzco as he hosted an informal, fitness class. 


"That's better. So, if you're all ready to ready to flex, strut, and 
groove your way into battle, then it all starts with... EYYYEH! A nilice 
back stretch." Kuzco leaned forward with one hind leg back. "A 
limber spine is a good time." 


Anna appreciated the chance to interact with the team of heroes. 
Rather than choose combat and worry her sister, she chose to train 
with Simba, Abu, and Jack Skellington and improve their flexibility. 
Simba struggled to keep his balance while Skellington displayed his 
extraordinarily impressive body, bending and folding into impossible 
positions. 


"Hey Bone-daddy. No showing off. That's my job,” critiqued Kuzco. 


"Very well! | couldn't help myself," said Skellington with a wide, bony 
grin. 


"A-ha. Don't forget about deep breathing, everyone. Hey Simba, you 
don't need to bare your teeth. It may scare children and small 
animals," teased Kuzco. They all shared a sweet, collective laugh. 
Abu stuck out his tongue and continued to stretch. As they turned 
into a new position, the shadow of a magic carpet passed overhead. 


Aladdin and Peter Pan raced each other in the air. Peter Pan often 
took the lead but Carpet bested him in tight turns. Jasmine counted 
their time and settled the victories. Queen Minnie approached her 
after she had strolled along the beach to check on the heroes' 
progress. She expressed how happy she was to not only see how 
they were becoming stronger but also bonding as friends. 


"Have you seen Donald?" asked Jasmine, looking both ways. 


"He's training with Goofy. See? Over there." Queen Minnie pointed 
away from where Peter Pan and Aladdin were racing each other. 
Jasmine squinted her eyes and spotted Donald, swinging his staff. 
He cast multiple fire spells, which Goofy blocked with his shield. 
Donald swung low and used an ice spell to freeze the ice and trip 
Goofy. 


"Nice one, Donald!" Goofy laughed and snorted out the sand from 
his nose. Donald helped him up and waved at Jasmine. She waved 
back only to be tapped on the shoulder by a rather competitive flyer. 


"Soo000?" Peter Pan panted in between his words. "Who... was... 
faster?" 


"Oh sorry, | was distracted. You can go again,” said Jasmine. 


"Oh man! | actually beat him this time!" Peter Pan groaned and 
pouted. Aladdin cruised around him while Carpet gloated by waving 
both its front tassels. 


"In your dreams, kid. Want a five second head start?" teased 
Aladdin. 


"Nuh-uh! I'm... ready." Peter Pan wiped his forehead and launched 
himself high into the air. "Catch me if you can!" Aladdin tugged on 
the Carpet, carrying him fast to catch Peter Pan. 


“Those two are really pushing each other," said Jasmine with an 
impressed smile. "How's King Mickey?" 


"Oh, he's making the flight plans with Captain Jack Sparrow. They're 
over on the Jolly Roger, coordinating everyone's positions so they 
have a strategy before heading for the island," said Queen Minnie 


"You'll be staying behind, right?" asked Jasmine. 


"| will. | want to be there for anyone else who doesn't feel fit for 
battle," said Queen Minnie. 


"Right. | still haven't made up my mind. | know what Aladdin wants." 
Jasmine sighed and kept her eyes on Aladdin, moving extremely fast 
like a desert eagle. 


"| understand. We all have our parts to play. Though, | wouldn't mind 
if you stayed with me" asked Queen Minnie. 


"Huh?" 


"Sometimes, you don't need to swing a sword or cast a spell to help 
someone. Sometimes, just being there with someone, when all 
seems So scary... and lost, is the greatest power you can have." 


"You're right. Thank you, Minnie," said Jasmine, feeling more 
relaxed. She had a better idea of what she would say to Aladdin 
before he left with the others. Queen Minnie looked out to the 
horizon where the sun gracefully cast its twilight colors. It brought out 
the scarlet red of the Jolly Roger. King Mickey and Sparrow emerged 
from the captain's quarters. 


"We have our heading and made rather bold plans for this vicious 
voyage," recapped Sparrow. 


"Uh-huh! | appreciate your ideas for everyone. Now we just have to 
wait for Hiro and Baymax to get back." 


"Well speak of the flying devil," Sparrow leaned and raised his hand 
over his eyes. He was the first to spot Hiro and Baymax. King Mickey 
turned around and smiled to see them return. When Merida 
recognized them from a distance, she lowered her sword and 
excused herself from training. Once Mulan joined her and Mushu 
gave a rallying cry, everyone stopped what they were doing and 
huddled to the shore. Merida was awestruck when Baymax 
descended with three unknown women in his arms. 


"Welcome back Hiro. Do these lasses need help?" asked Merida. 


"Yeah, they've been injured and inhaled dangerous amounts of 
smoke," said Hiro. He and Baymax helped Moana, Ariel, and Kida to 
stand. Kida tried to walk on her own but lost her step and fell. Moana 
and Ariel were quick to help her but winced from the pain on their 
arms. Donald hurried through the crowd of heroes to cast his healing 
magic. Merida called over Mulan to help Moana, Ariel, and Kida to 
find a place to sit and rest. Everyone had questions to ask. Instead, 
they waited and listened to what King Mickey had to say. 


"Great job on rescuing them. Tell us. What happened on the island?" 


"| have some good news. The storm is gone and the barrier is 
destroyed," reported Hiro. 


"Wow! That's amazing! | Knew | could count on you and Baymax!" 


"Actually, | can't take the credit." Hiro gestured towards the new 
group of women who were sitting with Merida and Mulan. Merida 
decided it was best if she and Mulan fill them in on what was going 
on with everyone on the beach. 


"Oh, did you find them on the island?" asked King Mickey. 


"Your Majesty, | couldn't even scan the island with the barrier and the 
storm blocking us. Baymax and | were just up there until the storm 
disappeared and something struck the barrier. I'm willing to bet they 
handled it as an inside job." 


"Whoa! Now that's talent. Right, Stitch?" asked Jim. 


"Eh," greed Stitch. Hiro heard a little motor noise down on the sand. 
Wall-E scooted close to Baymax. Eve hovered beside him. Eve 
spotted the Beast and Peter Pan. Luckily for her, none of them 
recognized her as the phantom who had kidnapped Belle. King 
Mickey stared at her and thought she looked familiar. He shook his 
head and gave a warm, welcoming smile. Eve gently dropped, 
relieved that she was not going to be outcasted for her misdeeds. 


"And what about those guys?" asked Goofy. 


"Oh, they were also on the island. It was them and the three women 
who were fighting Maleficent." 


"Oh my gosh. What happened? What did she do?" asked King 
Mickey, frightful. 


"I'm not sure exactly. She did something to the Door to Darkness. 
Baymax, did you record what she said?" requested Hiro. 


"Affirmative. ' Tell the King... if he wants to seal the Door to 
Darkness, he'll have to come here... HIMSELF! ™ Baymax fast- 
forwarded the recorded dialogue, which also included harsh fire 
burning in the background, " Do bring your bravest knights and 
heroes to face me... Should you dive into deepest darkness... you 
will lose your light '." The gathered heroes gasped and murmured. 


"She's expecting us then. She must have awakened the darkness 
from beyond the door," reasoned King Mickey. 


"What does that mean?" asked Hiro. 


"It means the flow of darkness into this world will get worse. More 
Heartless. Less light. It won't be a slow spill like it's been so far. It's 
going to be a flood of darkness," explained King Mickey. 


"In that case, we should head out soon." Hiro was raring to rally 
everyone over to the ship but Queen Minnie stepped forward in front 
of everyone. 


"Let's give everyone a moment to make their final decision. | will stay 
behind with anyone who does not want to fight," announced Queen 
Minnie. Kuzco was first to approach her. He rambled on his reasons, 
such as not wanting to get in the way of the fighting or having a weak 
hoof. While the heroes had their private discussions with their friends 
and partners, King Mickey, Sparrow, and Hiro walked over to Merida, 
who stepped up to introduce them to Moana, Ariel, and Kida by 
name. 


"Merida says you're King Mickey. You're the king that Maleficent 
spoke of. She mentioned you... a /ot," said Moana. 


"She thought we were working for you but nope! We traveled to the 
island all on our own," said Ariel with a perky smile. She and Moana 
went on to explain how they accessed the underwater tunnels; Ariel 
could transform back and forth as a mermaid while Moana had the 
help of the ocean. Sparrow was intrigued by their claims. He 


considered having strong swimmers with ocean-based abilities to be 
a major asset for their voyage. 


King Mickey looked to Kida who was silent and shy. Unbeknownst to 
him, she was still trying to recover after yielding so much of the Heart 
of Atlantis to the Door to Darkness. 


Moana nodded to Ariel and spoke to King Mickey on Kida's behalf. 
She revealed how Kida was captured from her home by Maleficent. 
Ariel continued by telling how she and Moana rescued Kida and had 
to knock out Jafar, which removed the storm. Eventually, they had 
confronted Maleficent with the help of the robots, Wall-E and Eve, 
and used her own destructive power against the barrier. Hiro recalled 
the event where Baymax had flown to strike the weak spot and 
shatter the whole barrier. 


"It took great courage to accomplish those deeds. We owe you alla 
great deal of gratitude," said King Mickey. 


"Thank you for sending one-| mean two-of your own to save us," said 
Moana, turning to Hiro and Baymax. 


"So, what comes next?" asked Ariel, excited. 


"If | understand everything, it Seems we need to go in with the King's 
key and lock up the Door to Darkness, am | right?" asked Merida. 
She looked to King Mickey. 


"Uh huh but we should expect a lot of Heartless. Maleficent and 
Jafar will be there too." 


"Lucky for you, we've been prepping everyone for the final butt- 
whooping battle!" boasted Mushu. 


King Mickey extended his offer to the three women to stay behind 
with Queen Minnie. Moana and Ariel had the same thought and 
asked to be left alone with Kida. King Mickey honored their request 
and walked away with Hiro, Baymax, Sparrow, Merida, Mulan, and 


Mushu. Moana and Ariel checked in with Kida who was breathing in 
the rich, salty air from the ocean. She was slowly finding inner peace 
with the Heart of Atlantis, still aching. Moana spoke calmly when she 
suggested that Kida should stay behind with those who did not want 
to fight. Ariel agreed, fearing that being near the Door to Darkness 
again would upset Kida because of her empathy. Kida listened and 
sensed their compassion. She gave Moana and Ariel and wide hug 
and agreed to stay on the beach. 


Moana and Ariel brought Kida over to the group where Queen Minnie 
stood with Kuzco. Belle joined the queen after talking to the Beast 
about wanting her to be safe. She had expressed the same wish to 
the Beast, only to be interrupted by Peter Pan. The Neverland kid 
volunteered to Keep an eye on the Beast, who snarled and teased 
him for being easily distracted. 


Simba approached Aladdin who had settled a compromise with 
Jasmine. She would stay with Queen Minnie but she wanted to 
borrow a sword from the ship in case she needed to protect herself 
and others. 


When Kida walked over to Queen Minnie who graciously introduced 
herself, she glanced over at Wall-E with Eve. They spoke with very 
little words but Kida understood them well enough. Wall-E wanted to 
go join Eve in the fight but she pushed him towards the beach group. 
Much like Aladdin and the Beast, she wanted Wall-E out of harm's 
way. Kida excused herself and came down to Wall-E. She offered to 
keep him company and not to feel bad. She convinced Wall-E that 
she needed him on the beach to help protect the queen. Wall-E 
squeaked with glee spun around Kida. They both waved goodbye to 
Eve who flew towards Moana and Ariel. Kida patted Wall-E's cube- 
shaped body and suggested that they could make sand castles 
together. 


Anna predicted that Elsa was going to ask her to drop out of the next 
battle. She spoke to her sister about her accomplishments from 
saving Arendelle from an eternal winter. Elsa laughed, knowing how 
stubborn Anna would be. Elsa revealed how she truly wanted Anna 


by her side and as a token of love, she forged a sword from ice. With 
her gloves, Anna could hold it and swing it well enough to slay a 
Heartless or two. Anna jumped in with a hug and repeatedly thanked 
her. Elsa looked up where Peter Pan and Tinker Bell flew overhead. 
They arrived on the ship where Sparrow had finished designated the 
new roles for Moana and Ariel. They were thrilled to play a major part 
in their departure. 


After confirming with Mulan that she could care for her horse, Queen 
Minnie stood beside those who agreed for staying behind: Kuzco, 
Belle, Jasmine, Kida, and Wall-E. Everyone else ambled along the 
walkway to arrive on the ship. 


King Mickey and Sparrow stood in front of their final team of heroes: 
Donald Duck, Goofy, Mulan, Mushu, Aladdin, Abu, Carpet, Simba, 
Merida, Hiro, Baymax, Jack Skellington, Peter Pan, the Beast, Mike 
Wazowski, Sulley, Jim Hawkins, Stitch, Elsa, Anna, and Eve. 


"Alright everyone! This is it. With Tinker Bell's help, we're going to lift 
this ship into the air and soar across the ocean,” announced King 
Mickey. 


"Wow, | didn't know you guys could do that!" said Moana. 


"Indeed, Miss. This ship moves ever so swiftly, riding the wind over 
the waves." Sparrow strolled along the side and called forth 
everyone's attention. "This voyage will be unlike anything we have 
ever encountered. Our adorably-admirable king and | have 
anticipated several agonizing outcomes should we fail and 
Maleficent succeeds with her world-domination... what have you. 
WHICH is why we have devised the most... ingenious plan to 
counter any obstacle she has for us. Using our talents and abilities, 
we will have everyone pull their weight on this [legendary route 
towards the enemy stronghold. Now then... listen very carefully..." 


Jafar paced aimlessly through the castle. It was all he could do until 
he was summoned by Maleficent for another task. Hopefully, it would 
be a task that he could fulfill without failure, unlike the storm. lago 


noticed how Jafar had a slower gait. His movement was lethargic. 
His wrinkles sagged. His expressions were empty. lago cringed at 
how submissive Jafar had become. He could not even annoy him 
with his petty ranting. He just listened or at least refrained from 
Snapping back. The only other person on the island was Maleficent. 
The last time lago had seen her, she sat in her throne room and 
drummed her fingers over Jafar's lamp. Paranoia filled her sharp, 
narrow eyes. She had nearly reached the precipice of victory and yet 
anything could go wrong. What would she use her wish for? What 
more could Jafar do? When should she make her wish? Too soon? 
Too late? 


lago felt she had become too volatile to be trusted. Something was 
corrupting her and Jafar. Was it the loss of the last threads of their 
sanity? Or was it the Door to Darkness that pulsed with poisonous 
power? 


lago shivered when her voice echoed the corridor. Jafar stopped 
abruptly. They were called to meet Maleficent upon the highest 
balcony of the tallest turret. Jafar whipped his cape and transformed 
into a flat, shadowy serpent. He carried lago within the shadow and 
travel smoothly and quickly up the stairs and hallways. lago could tell 
the movement was rushed and frightened. When Jafar resumed his 
human form, he almost stumbled but caught himself with his snake 
scepter. lago kept his beak shut when he saw Maleficent standing 
outside on the balcony. 


She raised her finger and curled it forward. Jafar joined her where 
the wind was harsh and cold. lago was almost blown off Jafar's 
shoulder. The stormy weather that lingered in the sky did not come 
from Jafar. The brisk wind carried a ghastly, faint moan. lago wanted 
to be indoors badly. Even Maleficent's crow twitched uneasily. 


"We have wonderful weather today, don't we?" asked Maleficent ina 
disturbingly, tranquil tone. lago gulped and waited for Jafar to 
respond. 


"Indeed, it is," conceded Jafar. 


"| look forward to what will become of this world." Maleficent 
refrained from making eye contact with Jafar. Glancing from the side, 
lago noticed how her skin had become greener and scalier. 


"Is there anything you would like me to do for you?" asked Jafar, 
shackled by dutiful despair. 


"Stay with me. Soon, our guests will cross the horizon. The Heartless 
will be restless for their light, of course," said Maleficent, tightening 
her grip on her staff. 


"Very well," replied Jafar. Maleficent adjusted her gaze to glance at 
lago. One look at her devilish eyes was enough to make lago flinch. 
He had to stomach through the awkward silence until Maleficent 
sighed softly. 


"Here they are. Come, Jafar. Let us entertain them. We cannot make 
their arrival be so... uneventful ." Maleficent flapped her wide 
sleeves and conjured whirling winds to spiral up to the sky. lago 
finally fell to the floor. He used the wind as an excuse to withdraw 
into the castle. No one seemed to notice or care for his absence. 


Jafar stared at the horizon where the Jolly Roger flew through the 
air, over the water. Although tiny in the distance, Jafar knew it could 
travel with remarkable speed. It would soon advance and deliver its 
army of heroes onto the island. 


"Together." Maleficent raised her staff and cast a beam of bright 
green magic into the clouds above. Jafar lifted his snake scepter and 
channeled his scarlet red magic into the same clouds, brewing with a 
mighty spell. 


" Wailing winds, soaring high 
| cast these bolts of death and doom 


Blast my foes out of the sky 


Let the savage seas be their tomb !" proclaimed Maleficent. 


The restless sky rumbled and flickered with red and green. 
Maleficent pulled by her staff back and then slammed it forward. 
Jafar also slammed his staff to match her timing. Together, they 
unleashed a barrage of the lightning bolts, directly striking the Jolly 
Roger. 


ZZZZZAP-kkk-POOOOOOW ! 


It was a blinding impact. Fire sparked. Wood splintered into 
countless, tiny pieces. Large pieces of the main deck snapped apart. 
The tallest mast collapsed. Every room and every little compartment 
were effectively obliterated. The devastating details of the Jolly 
Roger were lost to Maleficent and Jafar. All they could hear was the 
thunderous explosion, which could have easily dulled the screaming. 
All they could see was a gigantic clump of smoke drift over the 
treacherous water. 


"The folly of light. Bright... petulant... fleeting," preached Maleficent. 
She took in a deep breath and exhaled with delight. "It is done." 


Jafar almost accepted her answer. When he spotted distant figures 
fly out of the smoke, he froze. Maleficent caught the stunned look in 
his eyes and looked ahead again. She covered her gasping mouth. 
She frantically shook her hand and created a magic lens, acting asa 
spyglass. She peered through the lens and sneered. 


King Mickey had survived, racing through the air. Maleficent doubted 
their miraculous survival. She expanded her magic lens to search for 
casualties. More heroes gregariously flew by King Mickey's side: 
Captain Jack Sparrow, Tinker Bell, Elsa, Anna, Donald Duck, Goofy, 
Merida, Jack Skellington, Simba, Mulan, Mushu, Mike Wazowski, 
Sulley. 


They all glittered with a golden sparkle. It had to be Pixie Dust, just 
as Hook had once explained. It granted the user the power of flight if 


they possessed faith and trust; which Maleficent believed were 
foolish but troublesome qualities. 


Maleficent snuffed her veil into nothingness and grimly glowered. 
Her enemies were still alive. She was ready to cast another deadly 
bolt of magic but her eyes could not turn away from the ocean. 
Moving faster than the flying heroes, massive waves raged towards 
the shore. They grew with frightening crests of foam. Moana rode the 
terrifying torrents. Ariel swam beside her and leaped in her mermaid 
form. The meddlesome maidens who had freed the Atlantean girl 
were back. 


"No! | will not have them ruin our plans again-Ahhh!" cried Maleficent 
as a flying foe swiftly passed her. Overhead, the King's fastest flyers 
had already entered the island's airspace. 


"Yoohooooo!" taunted Peter Pan. His green attire helped Maleficent 
to track him against the dark sky. 


“Cowardly snake!" shouted another flyer, darting behind Jafar. He 
managed to regain his former anger once he discovered it was 
Aladdin with his monkey Abu on the magic carpet. 


"Over here!" Jim Hawkins dropped low on his solar surfer and fired 
blasts from his plasma pistols. He managed to land all of his shots at 
the balcony from where Maleficent and Jafar stood. It had been the 
Sparrow's plan to have him, Peter Pan, and Aladdin distract them 
and while the bulk of the team slowly flew over the water. 


Jafar focused solely on blasting Aladdin while Maleficent decided 
she would try to eliminate Peter Pan who took great pleasure in 
pestering her. She hated missing her shots at Peter Pan, who had 
improved his sharp turns and steep dives. 


The heavy waves crashed into the beach and destroyed the front 
line of Heartless. Moana was the first of King Mickey's allies to take 
the first step on the land. She charged and slammed her oar against 


the Heartless while the ocean covered her back and dragged the 
Heartless into the dark waters. 


Ariel flipped into a midair somersault and transformed back into her 
human form. She let out a fierce cry and used her trident pendant 
electrocute the oncoming Shadow and Soldier Heartless. The 
airborne Heartless, Gargoyles and Wyverns, screeched and pursued 
Peter Pan, Aladdin, and Jim Hawkins. They were forced to dip and 
dodge the vicious Heartless. They knew they could not stay 
completely evasive. Once the opening was right, Aladdin, Jim, and 
Peter Pan turned around and fought back with their scimitar, plasma 
pistol, and dagger. Although they worked hard clear the sky of the 
Heartless, they were too preoccupied in midair combat to act as a 
diversion anymore. 


Maleficent grinned, focusing her attention back on King Mickey. She 
allowed Jafar to continue antagonizing Aladdin. She spun her staff, 
rumbling the clouds to unleash another deadly bolt of green and red 
lightning. 


King Mickey could see and hear what was coming at them. 
"Elsa! Get ready!" alerted King Mickey. 


"| see it!" Elsa had been assigned to the front on purpose by King 
Mickey's wishes. With her powerful magic, she was the right choice 
to counter other deadly magical attacks that would threaten the 
team. 


The green clouds flashed. Elsa yelled as she pushed both hand and 
fired a glittering burst of dazzling ice magic. 


Zzzzap-Kkk-FWOOOSH! 


The plumage of magic turned thick with smoke and frost. No one 
was injured but the collision of magic was great enough to cause 
intense turbulence. Donald Duck squawked and spiraled away from 


the fractured group. King Mickey looked back and saw others were 
also helplessly scattered in the air, 


"Stick with your shipmates!" shouted Sparrow with urgency. "Grab 
hold and fly on!" Earlier in their departure. Sparrow and King Mickey 
designated the novice flyers with a partner so that if one fell or their 
Pixie Dust wore off, the other could pull them back and carry them to 
the island. 


"We're almost there!" King Mickey knew if they were too frantic, they 
would drop and become easier targets to be shot out from the sky. 
Ariel heard the blast of lightning and gasped when it appeared that 
her teammates were falling from the sky. 


"Moana, | gotta go help them!" announced Ariel, stepping and 
splashing into the water. 


"Do what you need to do. Hey, Ocean! Can you give her a ride?" 
asked Moana, resuming her close-quarters combat with the bulky 
Heartless thugs. 


Ariel dove headfirst and used her trident pendant to turn back into a 
mermaid. When the transformation was complete, she could feel a 
current wrap around her body and launch her like an underwater 
missile. 


Back in the air, Hiro and Baymax bolted towards Mike Wazowski and 
lifted him up to Sulley who took his hand and flew back to the group. 
Hiro and Baymax had been flying from the rear to ensure that no one 
strayed too far from the group in the event of an attack or sudden 
turbulence. Eve acted as support to their role. She zoomed in low 
and brought the Beast up high enough where Skellington could 
reach him. 


"What a deathly thrill, wouldn't you agree?" asked Skellington with 
joy. The Beast continued to drop, dragging Skellington down with 
him. Skellington could not tell if it was the Beast's weight, his 
strength, or if the magic of Pixie Dust was fading away fast. Eve was 


ready to provide assistance but Simba and Sulley came through in 
time to save him. Simba flew under and pushed while Sulley flew 
over and pulled. Their strength helped the Beast to stay airborne. 


Goofy dove down to catch Donald and fix his flight pattern. 
"| always thought ducks were great flyers, A-hyuk!" joked Goofy. 


"Not now, Goofy!" Donald ascended and came close to King Mickey. 
They were also getting closer to the island. Donald was already 
preparing to cast spells to halt Maleficent's attacks while Goofy was 
ready to block what he could from his shield to protect King Mickey. 


"Who's going to save the snow queen?!" hollered Sparrow, 
recovering solely with Tinker Bell pulling on his coat. Everyone 
looked down where Elsa was plummeting towards the dark waters. 


"Leave it to me!" Anna brought her arms together and darted 
downwards. Her faith and trust enabled her to fly extremely fast and 
catch Elsa. 


"What would | do without you?" said Elsa, sitting with relief in Anna's 
arms as they ascended towards the group. 


"It's what sisters do, remember?" teased Anna. She helped Elsa to 
rediscover her faith and trust. Her power of flight returned. They held 
hands together and flew side by side. 


"Is there any other bloke that needs help? Do speak up!" asked 
Sparrow. 


"| can't find Mushu!" shouted Mulan, frantically looking all over her 
body in case he was latching. Merida looked behind and below and 
tried to help Mulan. 


"HELLLLLP!" cried Mushu, gargling huge gulps of salt water. Mulan 
and Merida knew he was in danger but they did not know where to 


look. With his small size and the vast ocean, it was near impossible 
to locate him. 


Mulan diverted from the group and Merida joined her. Together, they 
searched over the water's surface. 


"Mushu! MUSHU!" Mulan turned madly worried. Her flight weakened 
and lowered her place in the air. Merida pulled Mulan up and flew 
onward to continue their search. King Mickey saw that they needed 
help. 


"We need to go back. We can't leave anyone behind," said King 
Mickey. 


"You have strong friends, mate. They'll get done what needs to be 
done. We need you here. The shallows approach us," advised 
Sparrow. 


King Mickey needed to trust that his team did not need constant 
guidance and rescuing. Especially when they had already planned 
for this kind of emergency. They were not helpless. They were 
heroes. 


"Mushu! Where ar'yah?" hollered Merida. 


"Who are we missing?" Hiro and Baymax flew to her position over 
the ocean's surface. 


“Her wee dragon friend was blasted off. He's drowning!" said Merida. 


"Okay. We can help! Baymax! Scan the water. Search for a heat 
signature," Commanded Hiro. 


"Patient detected." Baymax pointed down where a wave of water 
rose up. Hiro, Merida, and Mulan saw Mushu, rising from the water. 


"Got him!" said Ariel. She swam fast with her mermaid flipper. Mushu 
was wet and disoriented but still breathing. Mulan reached down to 
pick him up. 


"Thank you, Ariel! Thank you so much!" said Mulan, rising higher 
with her restored faith. 


"Yup! I'll see you all at the shore!" beamed Ariel. She dove back 
underwater where the ocean created powerful rapids to push her 
faster towards the island. Hiro and Baymax helped to guide Mulan 
and Merida up to the group of flyers. 


"Mushu, are you okay?" asked Mulan. 


"Am | okay? Honey, I've been saved by a mermaid. Cross that off my 
bucket list!" boasted Mushu. 


"Yeah. He be fine. Don't go drowning off again, ye slippery 
salamander," said Merida. Mulan cradled Mushu to help him get dry 
and warm. Merida glanced ahead and back. It appeared the whole 
group of heroes was reunited again in the air. They had made such 
unbelievable progress. They were close to the island. Maleficent was 
prepared to launch another attack from the thunderous sky. 


"Hold tight, everyone" warned King Mickey, reaching out to hold 
hands. He held hands with Sparrow and Goofy. Goofy with Donald. 
Donald with Anna. Anna with Elsa. Elsa with Merida. Merida with 
Mulan and Mushu firmly holding onto her sleeve. Mulan with Simba. 
Simba with the Beast. The Beast with Sulley. Sulley with Mike. Mike 
with Skellington. Skellington with Hiro and Baymax. Finally, Baymax 
with Eve. Together, their faith and trust rose exponentially. They flew 
faster and higher than before. 


High above the rest, Aladdin, Peter Pan, and Jim dueled with the 
swarm of flying Heartless. Abu screeched and pulled Aladdin's shirt. 


"I'm... a little-" Aladdin was bombarded and bothered by the winged 
monsters trying to peck and scratch him. He slashed at two of them 
before facing Abu. "-busy!" 


Abu pushed his face back to where Maleficent was whirling her staff 
to summon another powerful lightning bolt. 


"They need our help!" shouted Aladdin. 


PSSSSH! A scarlet beam grazed Carpet's seam. Meanwhile, Peter 
Pan swerved into a twisted trail, trying to sneak behind the 
Heartless. 


"But who's gonna help us? Jafar and these creeps aren't giving up!" 
fussed Peter Pan. "Hey! Isn't your friend coming?" Peter Pan called 
out to Jim Hawkins, speeding in the air. He shot down a few 
Heartless and then curved back up. 


"C'mon buddy. It's on you now." Jim tried to delay the attack by firing 
at Maleficent but she withstood the minor blasts. She was unphased. 
The flying heroes had been scrambled. The advanced flyers were 
overwhelmed as were the heroes who already on the beach. One 
more strike and all their noble efforts would have been thwarted. 


All of her pride vanished when an obnoxious party horn blasted the 
sky behind her. It was a loud and unbearably awful sound. Maleficent 
lost focus. The bolt of lightning crashed on the beach, incinerating 
her own Heartless. As for Moana and Ariel, they were shielded by a 
wave that acted as a sturdy barrier. Moana turned back and thanked 
the ocean for saving them. 


Maleficent lost her cool and shouted in frustration. King Mickey and 
the other heroes cheered when they all watched the red space 
cruiser zoom from the opposite end of the horizon. It leaned on its 
side, swooped over the castle, and opened up the front window. 


"Alohaaaaaaa!" greeted Stitch. 


"Stitch, you little abomination," said Jim, laughing. King Mickey and 
Sparrow had planned from the very beginning that Stitch would be 
their secret weapon. With his vessel's formidable firepower and 
ridiculous speeds, Stitch had been tasked with speeding across the 
ocean undetected and turning back to launch a surprise attack. 


"Letiem have it, Stitch!" yelled Mike. Stitch swerved his space cruiser 
and faced Maleficent and Jafar. They panicked so hard, they were 
nearly petrified. 


"NEEGA NANA QUISHTA'!" 


Stitch fired a barrage of plasma cannons and cackled like a little imp. 
The assault yielded an electrical explosion. Both Maleficent and 
Jafar were directly struck and blasted back into the castle. Under the 
smoke, Maleficent lay on the floor with rubble. 


"Jafar, join me. We must venture through the Door to Darkness," 
commanded Maleficent. She noticed how Jafar did not move or 
respond to her. 


"Jafar... did you... ugggh! Answer me!" screamed Maleficent. She 
could hear voices from outside the cloud of smoke. The heroes had 
just descended upon the beach. "You serve me!" 


"Is that... your final wish?" grumbled Jafar. 
"What?" snapped Maleficent. 


"I've granted... two wishes for you. To abandon all intent to betray 
you. To no longer bear false witness. Do you still need me?" 


Maleficent paused but needed to hurry to make her retreat while 
Stitch fired continuous plasma shots. 


"If not... | would like to stay here. It's over for us," said Jafar, 
desperately. 


"No. No, it is not! For my final wish, journey into the Door to 
Darkness with me. Our work is not done!" growled Maleficent. 


"As you wish... Master," Jafar used what little strength he had to 
slither as a shadow and travel to the throne room. lago remained in 
the corner behind the drapes. He did not know what else to do. 


The smoke of the plasma cannons weathered away. Maleficent had 
one last glaring look at the survivors that marched over the shore. 
King Mickey glared back and stood triumphantly with his Keyblade in 
hand. His friends and allies gathered as a complete unit. Jim pulled 
out Stitch after he parked his space cruiser. Everyone who had left 
the mainland was accounted. Not a single casualty. 


Maleficent ignited into a ghostly, green flame and flew through the 
castle corridors. Moana and Ariel knew she was headed for the 
throne room. They knew she was retreating into the Door to 
Darkness. 


"Not a Heartless in sight, your Majesty," said Donald. 
"That's good, right?" asked Goofy. 


"Not exactly. They follow the strongest wielder of darkness. She 
must be conserving her power for something," said King Mickey. 


"The Door to Darkness, huh?" asked Merida. 

"Uh-huh. We need to get there fast before she obtains more power." 
King Mickey leaped over the sand and ran towards the castle bridge. 
Moana and Ariel ran the fastest to talk to him. 

"We know where to find it," said Moana. 

"Great! I'll follow you two!" replied King Mickey. 


"This way, everyone!" rallied Ariel. 


Everyone else followed behind. Eve also knew where to go but 
wanted to avoid revealing too much about herself and her past 
history as the phantom. 


They stormed the castle doors and raced through the foyer. They 
were all forced to walk close into each other as Moana and Ariel 
guided the whole team into a cramped corridor. As they moved, one 
by one, each hero felt a tight, toxic pressure in their chests. Moana 


and Ariel were better adapted to stomach through the pain as they 
had experienced it before when the first met Maleficent in the throne 
room. They better understood it but didn't say anything. 


"GYAH! What's this feeling in me heart? Is it somethin’ in de'air?" 
asked Merida. 


"No. It's the darkness. The closer we get, the stronger it tries to take 
away the light in our hearts," said King Mickey. "| should be able to 
lock it up." 


"Let's get on with'it then," said Merida. Moana and Ariel were in front 
to open the doors. The throne room had disturbingly decayed since 
their last visit. 


The floor fractured and dipped into a deep trench. The walls 
crumbled and cinders of green fire burned in various spots. The 
castle dust was sucked into a seven-foot-tall door. From the edge of 
the archway, inky wisps of green and purple oozed out. King Mickey 
could not stare too long inside the door itself. It was a pure and 
unnatural kind of black. It almost swallowed his vision and blocked 
out the surrounding light. 


"Your Majesty?" squeaked the voice of a friend that tapped King 
Mickey's shoulder. 


"| Know Donald. Everyone! Stay close," advised King Mickey, 
shaking his head. It all came down to him. His friends and allies 
slowly edged into the throne room and took in the spooky 
atmosphere, conjured by darkness. 


King Mickey walked off to stand close to the Door to Darkness. He 
averted his gaze but fixed his aim. He lifted his Keyblade. 


"What's he doing?" whispered Peter Pan. 


"He's gonna use that big key to lock the Door to Darkness," said 
Merida. 


"“Ohhhh. Then our homes should be safe.” 
"Aye. That'd be the goal." 


Merida watched King Mickey point his Keyblade straight across 
towards the Door to Darkness. As he focused, eerie voices 
whispered into his ears. 


" Despair... lost wishes... Supreme power... only one... oblivion ." 


King Mickey hummed and blocked those voices. A gleaming ribbon 
of white light swirled over the handle of his Keyblade. It fired a 
piercing beam into the darkness. King Mickey strengthened his 
stance and continued to focus the Keyblade's locking powers. All he 
needed was the sound of a door lock and the door to disappear. 
Something was pushing him away. He tried to push back. The voices 
grew louder. No one else heard them except him. 


"| have been waiting... it is my destiny... we can change 
everything... | will show them what | have seen ." 


"Your Majesty?" asked Donald. The others muttered and wondered 
what was happening. King Mickey could feel his hands shaking. The 
voices rang even louder. 


" Surrender to me... it's all | can hope for me... what are you 
without... anyone to fear you? What are you? WHAT ARE YOU ?!" 


King Mickey was flung back. He dropped his Keyblade. The Door to 
Darkness was not sealed. It stayed open and unyielding. 


Donald, Goofy, Hiro, and Merida hurried over to him. 
"Did ye do it? Is it... closing?" asked Merida. 
"|... couldn't... I'm sorry," lamented King Mickey. 


"What?" said Donald, baffled by King Mickey's failure. 


"Gawrsh! Does that mean nothing can close it?" asked Goofy. 


"Not necessarily," said Hiro, scanning the Door to Darkness with his 
visor. 


"Have ye got a solution for us?" asked Merida. 


"All portals need a source of power to stay active. It has to be really 
powerful like a nuclear reactor. | know it's not like fusion or fission. It 
has to be whatever makes up darkness. It has to be whatever is on 

the other side," deduced Hiro. 


"He's right," confirmed King Mickey. He stood back up and picked up 
the Keyblade. 


"What's that mean? Where do we need to go?" asked Merida. 


"There." King Mickey pointed straight anead. Donald and Goofy 
gasped in horror. 


"You don't mean..." Goofy gulped hard because he couldn't finish his 
sentence. 


"This was definitely part of Maleficent's plan," said King Mickey. He 
turned around and faced his entire team. 


"| realize what needs to be done. | can't lock the Door to Darkness 
just yet. It's too strong. I'll have to go and fight the darkness from the 
inside." 

"We'll be joining you then," said Merida. 

"No," muttered King Mickey. 

"Wait, why not? We've come all this way," said Aladdin, disappointed. 
"| didn't think it would come to this," King Mickey sighed deeply. "This 


is not going to be like fighting the Heartless in our world. Through 
there, it's another... dimension. If you're not careful, it will take over 


your whole mind, body... and heart. You'll need more than faith and 
trust. You need to bring with you whatever fills your heart with the 
strongest light. And keep it with you at all times. At every moment. 
The Heartless will be meaner, faster, and stronger." 


"All the more reason for us to fight." Elsa had spoken out loud and 
stepped forward while holding Anna's hand. 


"She's right. If it's that bad, then you're definitely going to need 
everyone one of us to get you to wherever you need to be,” said 
Anna. 

"This is what we've been training for. We're not afraid," said Mulan. 


"Come on, Mickey! We're Team Honor! There's no honor in turning 
your back!" exclaimed Mushu. 


"We've got Maleficent and Jafar cornered. We can't let them get 
away," said Aladdin. Abu nodded in agreement. 


“They will pay for harming our friends," said the Beast. 

"| wouldn't be a true king if | stood by and did nothing," said Simba. 
"Hey, there! | know you're trying to be noble and all but you can't 
scare uS monsters away from some creepy door. It's our turn to give 
THEM the hibbie-jibbies!" said Mike. 

"It never hurts to have extra muscle on your team," said Sulley. 

"I'm afraid your horrific warning has only made me more ecstatic 
than | was before. | won't pass this chance to see what lies beyond 
the door," said Skellington. 

"And we're not exactly amateurs when it comes to exploring different 


dimensions. You're going to need our help, at least," said Hiro, 
patting Baymax on the back. 


"Same here! I've gone to Lalotai and back to save my home. I'm not 
afraid of going anywhere," said Moana. 


“Count me in! Land or sea, there's no stopping me!" said Ariel. 


"Aye! Me ship may be blasted to bits but I've got me own score to 
settle. You mustn't underestimate us... especially when one of us is 
a brave and cunning pirate who's braved stranger tides before." said 
Sparrow. 


"Hey! I'm the bravest one here. Let me come with you and I'll prove it 
to you," said Peter Pan. Tinker Bell sparkled and flew up to King 
Mickey's face. With her stubborn nod, he knew she was willing to 
come along too. 


"Eekibaa-Ogana-chikiwa!" squeaked Stitch. 


"Translation... we're not leaving either. Besides, what happens here 
affects not just this planet but worlds beyond. No one is safe unless 
we fight these guys on their turf," said Jim. 


"Yeah! We're all in this together. | made a knight's promise to keep 
you safe wherever you go. And that covers spooky dimensions, a- 
hyuck!" said Goofy. 


"And what would you do if you got hurt? Someone's gotta heal you 
up and keep you going!" said Donald. 


King Mickey was overwhelmed by everyone's convictions. Different 
background. Different motivations. And oddly enough, their unity was 
too inspiring to deny. Still, he did not want to see any one of them get 
hurt. 


"Oy!" hollered Merida. "Ye don't need to be everyone's nanny. Ye did 
fine with yer pixie magic to get us ‘ere. Now lead us into their land. 
Maleficent needs to pay for everything she's done to us. We cannot 
forgive her for petrifying our friends, for destroying our homes, and 
for toying with our lives. Now is our chance to show her that we're 


not afraid to fight back!" Merida raised her sword and cheered. 
Everyone cried out in support of her words. 


King Mickey sighed before raising his chin. To Donald and Goofy's 
relief, their king smiled. He smiled with pride and passion. 


"You're right. This is something we all have to do. We'll defeat 
Maleficent and lock her inside the Door to Darkness. She needs to 
know that darkness isn't the path to power. It's the path of light that 
guides us... together. That's what makes us stronger." King Mickey 
turned forward and faced the dark void. 


"Let your heart be your guiding key!" King Mickey sprinted across the 
throne room. Donald and Goofy followed right behind him. Hiro, 
Baymax, Merida and the others joined in their righteous run. Moana 
faced Ariel who had her eyes fixated on Eve. She remained at the 
very back, hovering by the door to the corridor. 


"Come on, Eve. We could use your help." Moana and Ariel halted 
their entry. They waited for Eve to make up her mind while everyone 
else passed through the doorway. 


"We'll stick together, if that makes you feel better." Ariel held hands 
with Moana and extended another hand to Eve. A choice had to be 
made. Eve looked away and stared at the impact on the floor where 
Maleficent had struck Wall-E. Her closest friend was safe and far 
from the island. She looked back to Ariel with her open hand. It 
reminded her of when Wall-E would try to hold hands with her. It was 
a simple gesture, one that represented love and trust. It moved her 
in ways she could not fully process. 


Eve had decided. She floated towards Moana and Ariel. 


"New... directive," said Eve, taking Ariel's hand. Her bright blue eyes 
curved, hinting a happy expression. 


"Are we all ready?" asked Moana. 


"Yeah, | think so," said Ariel. 


Moana led the final few heroes ahead. She and Ariel stepped 
through the Door to Darkness. Eve was no longer unsure of her 
functions. As she entered a whole new dimension, she heeded King 
Mickey's words about finding the light to ward off the darkness. 
Memories of Wall-E helped her to understand what he really meant. 


Her directive. 
Her friends. 


Her light. 


The Showdown 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter 40: The Showdown 


Exploring the realm of darkness conjured awful feelings. King Mickey 
and his team traversed over the damp terrain. It shared its grey color 
with discarded bones. Beyond their narrow path, a hazy abyss 
beckoned their gaze. The view was an undefined wonder of black 
and purple vapor. No one knew how far above or below the abyss 
they traveled. 


Tall stone formations creeped along their path. With thin arms, they 
resembled dead trees with no leaves on their branches. Far away on 
floating chunks of grey land, enormous mushroom-shaped fauna 
clustered in trios and pulsed soft blue light. Their trunks trembled 
and twinkled. 


It was an alien world unlike any other. Even Jim and Stitch were 
uncomfortable. The heroes walked extremely close to each other. 
Elsa and Anna held each other's hands tightly. Abu tugged Aladdin's 
vest while Carpet shivered and clung onto his shoulder. Sparrow 
acted the least bothered. His only concern was having to keep 
everyone's morale steady. He noticed many cautious faces with the 
exception of Merida. Her eyes were narrow and focused. She firmly 
held an arrow up to her bow. She was ready to land a piercing strike 
upon the treacherous darkness that brought ruin to her kingdom and 
took away her family. 


King Mickey looked onward and saw a distant green glow. It had to 
be Maleficent. All they needed to do was defeat her and any 
menacing minions that she would call upon. There was no doubt she 
would be even more powerful than before. Then again, King Mickey 
had his team and his Keyblade. He believed they would be enough 


power to defeat the dark forces. He gave a brave nod and waved 
back at his team. They continued to stay close and follow his lead. 


Maleficent stood on the summit of an elevated piece of terrain. She 
basked in the glowing black veil of darkness that hovered before her. 
She expelled her fiery, green magic to awaken its power. It 
whispered faintly back to her. She hummed and nodded. 


"Very well." Maleficent pulled out the black lamp from her gown and 
rubbed it. In a sluggish stream of smoke, Jafar emerged and 
wobbled. His wrinkles dipped. His back hunched and ached. He 
wore a most dreadful frown. The darkness did not reward him with 
the strength and glory for which he had schemed for so long. It 
deemed him unworthy. Even for a genie. 


"Phenomenal cosmic power... it's time to see how that would look in 
more... fitting hands." Maleficent cared not for Jafar's raspy breaths. 
He tried to speak for himself but what little strength he had slowly 
dwindled. 


Without any morsel of mercy, Maleficent tossed the lamp into the 
veil. It hovered tumultuously. Jafar collapsed and gasped. Burning 
agony overwhelmed him. He flipped to his back and squirmed. He 
was less than a husk of his former self. His body turned transparent 
and shimmered in a weak, red aura. His lamp twisted and folded 
until it soarked into scarlet dust. Jafar let out one last breath. 
Desperate. Defeated. 


Maleficent smiled with the sense of satisfaction. The lamp served as 
a well of great magical power for the veil. She could feel the 
presence of a great and terrible entity. 


"Will you honor the exchange?" requested Maleficent. 


The veil ignited into a fiery blaze of purple and red. It blasted her 
back towards the edge of the summit. She straightened herself and 
dug her staff deep into the ground. Anew wicked power seeped into 
her. Maleficent looked to the veil again that shimmered with an 


image of a face. Slanted, sinister eyes. Curved, pointed horns. A 
nasty, beastly grin. It was the face of the true herald of darkness. A 
demonic monster that had lived only in ancient fables and cautionary 
tales. Maleficent and King Mickey knew of its name. The Chernabog. 


The euphoria of her new power thrilled Maleficent. She turned 
around when she heard a parade of hasty footsteps. It was King 
Mickey and his foolish followers. She sneered at their persistence 
and glanced to the veil. The face of the Chernabog was gone. 


Maleficent turned back again and gazed past the summit from where 
she stood. King Mickey had his team had arrived at a barren, 
spacious field. It was a fitting view. They were small like ants, lost in 
a world far from home. 


King Mickey spotted Maleficent by the tip of her horns and the 
familiar toxic shade of green in the air. What separated him from her 
were the steep platforms, scattered below the summit. 


"You can't hide from us, Maleficent! Not even here!" shouted King 
Mickey. Merida pulled back the string of her bow and aimed high. 
She figured she could shoot Maleficent once she had a clear shot. 
The other heroes waited for their signal to strike. The Beast, Simba, 
and Sulley growled and flexed their claws. Mulan and Aladdin 
gripped their swords while their little partners, Mushu and Abu, stood 
on their shoulders. 


Captain Jack Sparrow lowered his sword and relaxed. He was 
confident in Maleficent's ego. Surely, she would have to reply back to 
King Mickey with yet another lengthy, conceited statement. It was as 
if she had a constant, insecure urge to remind everyone of how 
mighty she was. 


Maleficent leaned out, exposing her head. She cackled with a echo 
so loud, it startled the heroes. It was as if she had multiplied and 
shouted straight into their ears. 


"Hide? Not this time. | invite you all. Behold... your DOOM!" 
Maleficent flung up her staff and summoned a whirlwind of purple 
fumes. It dove down the slope and flew directly into King Mickey. He 
tried to protect everyone by standing guard. The raging winds 
engulfed him and blew his teammates away from each other. 
Everyone fell into a disoriented state of panic. 


"ELSA! Where are you?" cried Anna. 
"I'm here! | don't see you!" cried Elsa in a heart-racing scare. 


"Your Majesty!" hollered Donald. He could feel a heavy draft lift him 
into the air. 


"Donald! | got ya!" Goofy hopped and snagged Donald's webbed 
foot. He held Donald tight. They could only see a blurry haze of 
purple race across their eyes. The heroes shouted for each other. 
Simba for Aladdin. Skellington for Merida. Stitch for Jim Hawkins. 
Donald swung his head and found King Mickey. 


"Your Majesty? What do we do?" cried Donald in despair. King 
Mickey did not answer or move. Donald broke out of Goofy's arms. 
He ran even when the whirlwind whipped under his feet. He hobbled 
back up and rushed towards King Mickey. His clothes did not flap or 
fold as the gust blew mercilessly. Donald endured and grabbed into 
King Mickey's shoulders. They were rigid and course. His face was 
still. Petrified. 


"NOOOOO!" screamed Donald. He turned to his teammates who 
began to notice their own bodies turning to stone. Mulan and Mushu. 
Peter Pan and Tinker Bell. Mike and Sulley. Hiro and Baymax. 
Moana and Ariel. Sparrow and Skellington. One by one, they slowly 
lost their ability to move. Their faces emitted utter terror, either at 
their own bodies or their beloved friends. They stood petrified. Elsa 
and Anna had at least found each other. Their embrace was 
captured and they were locked into each other. Not in ice but in 
stone. 


Donald could feel his own body stiffen. Goofy tried to reach for him 
but he failed. His best friend was a stone statue again. Donald heard 
the hideous cackle from high above. He tried to cast a spell to free 
everyone but his fingers and hands were stuck in stone. As were his 
feet. His legs. His neck. Donald shot an angry glare to Maleficent. 
She took immense pleasure in her sweet victory. 


"The fools of light have fallen! Your hearts are ours. Your worlds are 
ours. Everything... now belongs to us!" 


FWOOOOOOSH! 


A gigantic pair of sharp wings flexed from beyond the summit. A 
massive, monstrous torso manifested from below. The horned head 
was humongous. Its ugly face glowered. In a demonic display of 
power, the Chernabog stretched its enormous, ebony arms. 


"Have at them!" shouted Maleficent in gruesome glee. "Destroy 
what's left of them!" 


"Shut yer gobber, ya witless witch!" jeered a brave voice. An arrow 
flew sharply and blindly through the darkness. Maleficent barely 
caught the gleam from its tip before it struck deep into her shoulder. 
She screamed and curled forward. A mortal weapon should not have 
caused such pain. Maybe it was magical. But how? Who? WHO?! 


Maleficent glared down the slope and searched through the 
menagerie of statues. 


One hero survived. The red-headed archer. The princess of 
Dunbroch. Merida. 


Even with the Chernabog looming behind Maleficent, Merida stood 
without any morsel of fear. She reached behind her neck and 
removed her pendant, glowing bright blue. 


"A simple talisman won't save you or your friends!" mocked 
Maleficent. 


"Ye know what really protected me from yer nasty tricks?! It be not 
some Spell or trinket. It's me heart that Keeps me alive. It's the hearts 
of everyone everywhere who won't stop beatin’ and fightin"! That be 
the only kind of magic we can always trust!" Merida ran past the 
petrified heroes and approached King Mickey. She placed her bear 
pendant over his ears. 


Maleficent was beyond baffled. Even the Chernabog was stunned by 
how anyone could have withstood their dark powers. A few seconds 
passed until the bear pendant released a pulse of light. The stone 
layer disintegrated. King Mickey was restored. 


The Chernabog let out a thunderous roar. Maleficent snarled and 
grasped the arrow. She hissed as she pulled it out and tossed it 
aside. When she looked out again, she witnessed an outrageous 
disaster. King Mickey used his Keyblade with Merida's pendant to 
cast countless golden ribbons of light. They wrapped around each 
hero and shined. One by one, they were restored with their hearts 
reinvigorated. 


"| don't understand... this cannot be!" yelled Maleficent in confusion. 


"Darkness can only do so much when it's only working for one 
person," stated King Mickey. His teammates had gained a brilliant 
boost in bravery. They all had a righteous, gleaming glare in their 
eyes. Not even the Chernabog's hellish appearance could cast fear 
into their luminous hearts. 


"The light can be dim when it thinks it's alone... and it thinks there's 
no one else around. But it's always there to remind us that we're all 
connected. Our hearts are our guiding key. That's the true strength 

that you will never have!" 


When King Mickey finished speaking his truth, his friends behind him 
shouted and cheered. 


"Enough! Let us see how your friends fare against us!" Maleficent 
turned to the Chernabog who curled its long fingers. It summoned up 


to seven Darkside Heartless. They were black giants with tangled, 
wormy strands of hair with a heart-shaped hole in their chests. King 
Mickey remembered fighting just one back at the castle stadium. 


The Chernabog lifted another hand and called forth another legion of 
Heartless. They were sword-wielding, winged devils that descended 
from out of nowhere. They rushed in to slash the heroes but King 
Mickey deflected them all with a blast of light, acting as a barrier. He 
turned his focus up to Maleficent. The Chernabog had departed with 
the belief that he could let Maleficent and his minions defeat the 
heroes of light. 


"Your Majesty! Go after her!" shouted Goofy. 


"Yeah. We'll handle the Heartless!" Donald squawked and blasted a 
large fireball at a Darkside. 


"Thanks, you guys!" King Mickey sprinted forward and hopped 
towards the scattered edges of the cliffside. Although the edges were 
tiny, they were strong enough for King Mickey to step off and grab 
hold. The flying devils tried to come for him down but Eve zoomed 
up and blasted them back. Before they could pursue King Mickey 
again, Aladdin and Peter Pan swerved from behind and sliced their 
wings. King Mickey was grateful for their help. He wanted to check 
on the others who impressively held a strong fight against the 
colossal Heartless. The Beast and Sulley brawled against a Darkside 
after Mike had been thrown to its head. He pulled its tendril like hair 
to deter its attacks. Mulan and Mushu attacked with blazing fire. 
Merida fired arrows into the eyes of multiple Darksides to blind them. 
When the arm of another Darkside reached over to squash her, Anna 
climbed up an ice ramp of stairs, courtesy of her sister, and slashed 
it off. 


"Nice!" said Elsa. Looking up, King Mickey had scaled the cliffside, 
where he fought Maleficent on his own. 


"Go on, Elsa. I'll be fine." Anna could tell exactly what Elsa wanted to 
do. 


"Okay. Be safe," pleaded Elsa. 


"| promise." Anna smiled before scampering to join Moana, Ariel, and 
Simba who had all succeeded in tripping a Darkside. As Elsa made 
her way towards the cliffside, she aided the other heroes. She 
created a barrier to block a Darkside from smacking Sparrow and 
fired icicles at a flying devil that was chasing Peter Pan. 


Once Elsa came close enough to the base of the cliff side, she 
created a staircase out of solid ice. Two flying devils tried to ambush 
her but Stitch and Jim shot them down. A lone Darkside surprised 
Elsa and reached out to grab her. Hiro and Baymax flew just in time 
to deliver a powerful punch to its face. 


Elsa successfully reached summit where Maleficent demonstrated 
her terrifying abilities. She lifted King Mickey with her thorny vines 
and slammed him against the ground. She waved her staff, causing 
the vines to pull King Mickey from his wrists and ankles. He could 
feel the thorns digging deep. 


Elsa cast a gust of white magic, covering the vines in frost. She 
clenched her hand, turning the vines cold and brittle. King Mickey 
pulled in his arms and legs, causing the vines to shatter into icy dust. 
Maleficent was furious but her attention was briefly taken away. She, 
King Mickey and Elsa looked off towards a distant twister of stormy 
clouds. The silhouette of the Chernabog appeared beside it, far 
beyond a thin trail of land. 


“The Chernabog. That's the real source of all this terrible darkness," 
revealed King Mickey. 


"Go after it then," advised Elsa. "We'll catch up to you" 


"Right. But we can't forget about her." King Mickey pointed his 
Keyblade at Maleficent. 


"| can settle her. | promise," said Elsa, with confidence. 


" You can settle me ?" repeated Maleficent, offended. "How dare 
you!" 


"Go, now!" warned Elsa. King Mickey hesitated but ran off towards 
the path that stretched towards where the Chernabog resided. Eve 
flew in from above and joined King Mickey. Together, they left to 
confront the Chernabog. 


"So... you think you can defeat me? The Mistress of all Evil?" asked 
Maleficent in a deep, echoing voice. 


Elsa stood silent with her glittering hands, flurrying with her unrivaled 
ice magic. 


"Very well," said Maleficent, suddenly surrounded by smoke and 
crackling green embers. "You alone shall deal with me, Your 
Majesty... and all the powers of HELL!" 


Maleficent ignited an explosive pop of fire and bolted into the air. She 
grew tall and cloaked herself in darkness. Elsa stomped the ground 
and ascended over her own platform of ice. The platform grew into a 
fifteen-foot tall pillar. Still, she looked up and faced Maleficent whose 
gown had morphed into a scaly body with wings, claws, fangs, and 
even longer horns. This was her darkest form. A ferocious black 
dragon. 


Maleficent opened her jaw and spat infernal green fire. Elsa shot a 
freezing cold beam of ice. 


FWOSSSSSH-KZZZZZZZZ! 


The phenomenal fusion of ice and fire released a blazing, glittering 
blast. Elsa pushed her ice beam with greater intensity. As a dragon, 
Maleficent exhaled more wicked green flames. Both sought to 
overpower the other. Maleficent stretched her wings and flapped. It 
was a sudden rush of wind that weakened Elsa's balance. Her ice 
beam faltered. For a moment, all she could see was green. All she 
could feel was cruel, merciless heat. She slammed her hand onto 


her pillar and improvised an icy barrier. It absorbed the impact from 
the dragon fire. Elsa's hands could feel the melted ice from below. 
Maleficent swerved her gigantic body and slammed Elsa's pillar with 
her tail. 


The pillar broke in half, dropping Elsa. She cast a wintery mist 
underneath herself. Maleficent waited for the mist to clear. A clump of 
snow had cushioned Elsa's fall. Elsa spotted the flames, growling 
through Maleficent's sharp teeth. She flung her arms up and created 
a tall, wide wall of ice. 


KSSSSSH! 


Maleficent spewed green fire to destroy Elsa's wall. Elsa had to 
move away and think of a new plan. She looked at her glassy ice 
wall and saw her reflection. She got an idea. 


Maleficent roared, alerting all the heroes on the lowest level. Anna 
turned and muttered Elsa's name. She looked to Ariel and Moana 
who had just finished knocking over a Darkside. They escorted Anna 
towards the staircase of ice that Elsa had left behind. Anna hurried 
upwards but a winged devil tried to attack her. Anna ducked in time 
but slipped on one of the stair steps. 


FWOOP! 


Anna had fallen backwards but out of nowhere, someone lifted her 
and carried her to the summit. 


"Going to save your sister?" asked Peter Pan. 
"Uh Huh," said Anna. 


"Here we goooo!" Peter Pan and Anna flew high but allowed safe 
distance between themselves and the field of flickering green fire. 
Neither could miss the sight of a terrifying dragon. 


"Elsa!" cried Anna. Maleficent flung her head towards their direction. 


KSSSSSH! The green flames streamed after them. Peter Pan 
carried Anna away but they could still feel the wicked heat. 


"Whoa! That was a close one!" said Peter Pan. 
"Elsa's in there! She needs our help!" said Anna. 


"Yeah but how are gonna get in without getting cooked like a 
campfire?" asked Peter Pan. Anna knew he had a point. She would 
have followed her sister into fire if she had to. Peter Pan flew around 
the summit and searched for Elsa. He spotted her figure behind the 
smoke and winced when he saw Maleficent squash her with her 
dragon claws. 


"ELSA!" screamed Anna, fighting her tears. 


Maleficent sneered and pointed her long, reptilian jaws down. The 
icy mist faded and she found pieces of an ice statue. The head was 
shaped perfectly to resemble Elsa and her single braid. 


"A decoy?" guessed Peter Pan. 
KRZZZZZZZ! 


Maleficent was struck in the back by a sharp beam of white and blue 
light. She whipped her tail back. Elsa ducked and slid underneath it 
in time. She cast another curved barrier around her path. She ran to 
gain distance but Maleficent flapped her wings to clear the mist and 
smoke. She found Elsa and blasted her with fire. Elsa gasped and 
threw her arms down to create a massive heap of thick, white snow. 
It was melted in a manner of seconds. Elsa wobbled as the air got 
hotter. She wondered if she had overestimated her powers. 


"Winter is over," mocked Maleficent. She slammed both of her front 
claws onto the ground. The sudden tremor knocked Elsa off her feet. 


"Elsa, no! Get up!" cried Anna. Maleficent turned with eager embers, 
flickering from her fangs. Peter Pan swiftly pulled her out of harm's 


way. Maleficent inhaled and blew a scorching stream of fire. She 
dragged her fire along their path, making it tricky to escape. 


"Anna, no!" cried Elsa. 
"Elsa! Don't give up! You got this!" cheered Anna. 


"Yeah! We believe in you Elsa!" cried Peter Pan. He helped Anna to 
safety in the air but the flying devils pursued them. Peter Pan could 
not fly nimbly like he normally could. He retreated towards the 
massive group fight where the other heroes could aid him. Anna 
waved for Elsa before disappearing below the summit. 


Elsa was grateful for them. Her beloved, brave sister and her funny, 
flying friend had inspired her. She stood firmly and glared back at 
Maleficent. 


"You will not hurt my sister," said Elsa, boldly. Maleficent reared her 
massive head back and opened her jaws wide. 


"You will not hurt my friends!" shouted Elsa. The ground beneath her 
fear froze into a thick layer of ice and spread. Long icicles emerged 
and formed a barricade. A harsh blizzard blew and whipped her 
cape. The ferocious frost flew viciously throughout the air. Maleficent 
intended to breath more green fire but the back of her throat stung 
from the cold. The blizzard was severe enough to turn her claws 
numb and her wings rigid. Maleficent snarled and lunged at Elsa. 


Elsa shouted as she slapped her hands together. A mighty pulse of 
freezing cold wind slammed Maleficent. Even as a terrifying dragon, 
Maleficent flinched from the drastic drop in temperature. 


KZZZZ2Z2Z) 


A single twenty-foot long icicle impaled Maleficent. She panicked as 
the layer of frost spread and cloaked her scales. The ice grew thick 
and clenched her joints. Her breath turned weak and misty. 


Maleficent shivered and wailed from the icicle's sting. The cold was 
severe. It was beyond her even her own twisted imaginations. 


All was still and calm. Having spotted a whirling blizzard, Anna and 
Peter Pan returned to the summit to check on Elsa. Both Anna and 
Peter Pan were speechless. Even Peter Pan lowered himself in utter 
amazement. His feet touched the icy surface of the ground. 


Maleficent was nothing more than a frozen dragon, transformed into 
pure ice. Elsa ambled towards the Mistress of All Evil and tapped her 
beastly belly. 


A loud crack killed the silence. Maleficent's dragon jaw snapped and 
dropped. As it shattered, the rest of her frozen body fell and cracked 
into pieces. From chunks of ice to crumbles of snow, Maleficent had 
been defeated. 


"Elsa!" Anna sprinted after Elsa, who wobbled after exhausting so 
much strength. Peter Pan caught Elsa before falling to the icy floor. 


"Heeeey! You doing okay?" asked Peter Pan. 
"I'm... I'm fine," mumbled Elsa. 
"You were amazing!" proclaimed Anna. 


"Yeah, you were like fwoosh, and psh-psh! And the fire was like all 
over the place! You totally slayed the dragon! I'm kinda jealous!" 


"Where... where is King Mickey?" asked Anna, wrapping her arm 
behind Elsa. 


"The little guy with the big key? Wasn't her up here earlier?" asked 
Peter Pan, scratching his head. 


"| saw him go onward. To fight the monster," said Elsa. 


"All by himself? Peter Pan, go see who can leave and follow him," 
said Anna. 


"It's okay, Anna. Someone else went with him. We should go back 
and help the others down there,” said Elsa. 


"Right. Peter Pan will help out. You're staying here," asserted Anna. 
She grabbed Elsa's arm and took her from Peter Pan, hovering 
beside them. 


"But-" Elsa stumbled forward but Anna had the reflexes to keep her 
up. 


"Nope. Not gonna happen. You need to stay here and recover," 
argued Anna. 


"Yeah, she's right. Give yourself a breather, kay?" said Peter Pan 
with a friendly wave as he headed towards the edge of the summit. 


"Let us know if anything happens!" requested Anna. Peter Pan 
turned, gave a thumbs up, and flew down to join the ongoing battle. 


"Thank you." Elsa wiggled her hand and created a chair of ice. 


"Lay off the magic for a bit. I'll stay with you until you're feeling 
better," said Anna. 


"Fine but I'm going back to fight again soon," insisted Elsa. 

"| know. | can't stop you," said Anna with a little laugh. 

"We're too stubborn for our own good," chuckled Elsa. 

"Don't remind me," teased Anna. 

The sky bellowed with wind and clouds that swirled and streamed 
towards the twister in the distance. It was the place where King 
Mickey and Eve had gone to pursue the Chernabog. The twister lit 


up with a hideous, violet glow. 


"| hope he's all right," said Elsa. 


"| do too," said Anna, giving her older sister a sweet hug. 


"| don't know much of what's going to happen... but | have faith in 
him." Elsa and Anna wrapped their arms around each other. In this 
wicked world without the light of the sun or the gleam of the ocean, it 
was a foreign and frightening place. The sisters of Arendelle were 
fortunate to have each other. Soon, they would return to help their 
new friends in their heated clash against the Heartless. Elsa gazed 
at the stormy void where King Mickey was last seen. She sighed and 
remembered. King Mickey was not alone. 


The Key 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter 41: The Key 


Kida would stare at the ocean's horizon where the sun had set hours 
ago. It had been the same time when King Mickey and the heroes 
journeyed to Maleficent's island. The bravery in their faces and the 
light in their hearts left an impression with her. After being kidnapped 
from her home city of Atlantis, it was miraculous how Moana and 
Ariel had found each other and then her. They had gone ahead with 
King Mickey's team to defeat the forces of evil and close the Door to 
Darkness. 


Kida sat on the shore by herself, alone but calm. The beach was 
gorgeous but she was too uneasy to appreciate it. 


How many more times could she pray to her ancestors to help her 
friends? Could she only wait and dread what kind of danger they 
were facing? The Heart of Atlantis had not yet recovered from the 
energy that Maleficent stole. Kida desperately wanted to find a way 
to quell her heartache. 


Wall-E approached her and looked upon her melancholy face with its 
large, binocular eyes. 


"| still owe you a sand castle," said Kida sweetly. She picked herself 
up from the tall, beach grass and walked to the warmer, dryer area of 
the beach. Wall-E extended his arm and pulled Kida towards the 
group of the remaining folks. Kida shyly averted her gaze. 


"Well hello! Forgive me for not introducing myself earlier but | am 
Queen Minnie. How are you doing, dear?" 


"| feel fine, | suppose," replied Kida, reluctantly. 


"| know it can be a lot to take in, meeting all of us and seeing your 
friends go," said Queen Minnie. 


"Let us know if you need anything, I'm Princess Jasmine,” said 
Jasmine, stepping forward and looking at Kida at her eye level. 


"You are very kind. It has been... very." Kida could not finish her 
sentence. She frantically looked away. 


"What's wrong?" asked Belle, worried. 


"I'm still trying to getting better after..." said Kida, staring down at the 
sand. 


"After getting turned to stone?" asked Jasmine, sharing a concerning 
look with Queen Minnie and Belle. 


"What? No, how would you think that?" asked Kida incredulously. "Is 
that what happened to you all?" 


"Uh-huh. Belle was telling us how a phantom petrified her and took 
her away from her castle home," said Queen Minnie. 


"How awful," gasped Kida. 

"That goes for a lot of us here. Myself, the Queen, and a few of the 
others who were taken to the ship," said Jasmine. "We're very 
fortunate that the King came through and saved us." 


"Why were you all taken?" asked Kida. 


"Mickey said that the villains were collecting strong hearts and 
stealing their strength to feed the darkness," recalled Queen Minnie. 


"| had no idea. They did to you what they did to me," muttered Kida. 
"Oh, so they did turn you into stone?" asked Jasmine, confused. 


"Or was it something else, dear?" asked Queen Minnie, sweetly. 


"We're here for you," added Belle. 


Kida took a deep breath and sat down again. The other women sat 
to listen to her while Wall-E squatted beside her and nuzzled her. 
When Kuzco approached them to pull Wall-E away for a sand palace 
project, he could immediately tell there was sensitive tension. He 
quietly made his exit and took a pleasant stroll to pass the time. 


Kida told the story of how she was taken from Atlantis. She could 
hardly remember how it all happened or how badly destroyed her 
home was afterwards. She knew she was imprisoned deep 
underground where she could feel a dark magic stealing the essence 
of the Heart of Atlantis. She could only explain it to Queen Minnie 
and the others as a living entity of made of memories and emotions 
from Atlanteans who lived before her. It possessed a remarkable use 
for fuel, healing, light, and longevity. It was drained from her body, 
acting as a host for the Heart of Atlantis, which bestowed the powers 
of empathy. She could read the kindness and fears from those who 
had a heart. 


Kida went on about how she was rescued by Moana and Ariel who 
were on the island to find the Door to Darkness. They had put 
themselves in greater danger to save her. 


Without them, Kida knew she would have still stuck in the dungeon 
and the Heart of Atlantis would have eventually died, leaving her 
home city to ruin. 


"I'm terribly sorry for what you had to go through. But I'm glad to 
have you here with us where no one can harm you," said Queen 
Minnie. 


"We can all return home once the darkness is defeated at last," said 
Jasmine. 


"It's good that we have many brave friends to help," said Belle. 


"Yes, you are right. It is very good. | feel much better now. | must 
have been holding in all of this pain the whole time | was on the 
island. Please, tell me about where you're all from." 


"Sure!" said Queen Minnie with a charming nod. "Well, King Mickey 
and | are from-" 


"HEEEEEEEY"" yelled Kuzco in the distance. He galloped clumsily 
on the sand. Kida, Queen Minnie, Jasmine, Belle, and Wall-E leaned 
and looked at the terrified llama. 


"Oh dear! What happened?" asked Queen Minnie. 
"You're... gonna freak!" panted Kuzco. 
"What? What is it?" asked Jasmine. 


"| saw... one of those... creepy-looking things!" exclaimed Kuzco, 
panicking. 


"A Heartless?" asked Kida. 


"Yes! Or... whatever they're called." Kuzco pointed a hoof over to the 
area where he had been strolling. Kida and the others looked and 
could not see any Heartless. Admittedly, night had fallen and the sky 
had turned blackish blue, which could have cloaked the creature. 


"Are you Sure it wasn't... like a really big crab?" guessed Jasmine. 
"Yes, I'm sure! It tried to mug me!" fussed Kuzco. He stepped 
forward and tried to spot the alleged Heartless himself. Kida and the 
ladies gasped. Even Wall-E jumped and hid behind Kida. 


"There it is!" cried Belle. 


"See? | told you... so where do you see it?" Kuzco stretched his 
neck and searched along the shore. 


"It's behind you!" shrieked Queen Minnie. 


"It's on you! Left flank!" specified Jasmine. 


"My left what? Ohhh, you mean my-" Kuzco looked back and yelped. 
A little Shadow Heartless nibbles and hung onto his llama fur. 


"Get it off! GET IT OFF!" Kuzco flailed and hopped. Kida rushed 
forward and tugged the Shadow away. Kuzco collapsed on the sand 
and hyperventilated. Kida flung the Shadow in the opposite direction. 
She hurried back to her group, standing tightly next to one another. 
Wall-E peeked around Queen Minnie's dress. They watched in terror 
as the Shadow climbed back to its hind legs and waved its claws. It 
trudged towards them and leaped. Wall-E knew that his strong, 
brave friends were gone and no one else was going to save them. 


He angrily squeaked and drove in front of everyone. 

"Wall-E, watch out!" cried Kida. Queen Minnie, Jasmine, and Belle 
did not Know what to expect. Right as the Shadow was about to land 
and slash its target, Wall-E flashed a scorching hot, super-thin laser 


beam across its body. For one whole second, it split in half, down the 
middle. The next second, it disintegrated into dust and disappeared. 


"That was close!" said Queen Minnie in relief. 

"Thank you. You are full of Surprises, aren't you?" said Kida. 
Wall-E squeaked with pride and closed its eyes, hinting at a smile. 
"Is it gone?" hollered Kuzco in the distance. 


"Yeah, it's gone. But where did it come from? Who summoned it?" 
wondered Jasmine. 


"| don't know. Maleficent and Jafar are on the island. The other 
villains were defeated," said Queen Minnie. 


"Are you sure we're not missing anyone?" asked KuZzco. 


"Maybe it's a stray?" guessed Belle. 


"Maybe there are others. We need to know where it came from,” said 
Jasmine. 


Kida looked up to the haunting darkness in the night sky where a few 
stars flickered. She was very confused with what she was seeing. 
One star seemed to vanish. She thought she was miscounting the 
stars until another one dimmed and disappeared. A toxic ache 
returned and swelled in her stomach. It was unforgivably familiar. 


"The darkness... it's here," muttered Kida. 


"What? You don't mean..." Jasmine looked to the rising waves, 
slamming the sand. Belle listened to the cold wind, rustling the 
beach grass. Queen Minnie concealed her worst fears and kept her 
eye on everyone in sight. 


"The Door to Darkness. It's getting stronger," said Queen Minnie. 
"But that's far, far away from here, right?" asked Kuzco. 


"The Door to Darkness is what stands between our world and the 
world of the Heartless. If it's not sealed, it's going to bring both 
worlds together. The Heartless... will be everywhere," said Queen 
Minnie with a tragic tone in her voice. 


"No... no, no, no, AHHH!" Kuzco screamed when a puddle of 
darkness bubbled from the shore. Up to five Shadow Heartless 
crawled onto the sandy surface. Four more appeared from another 
growing puddle. All nine Shadows wobbled and hurried to make their 
first attack. 


"Stay close, everyone!" Queen Minnie glanced at her pearl ring, an 
enchanted gift from King Mickey for her protection. She had used it 
before long ago at the castle arena when the Heartless had first 
made their horrifying arrival. 


Queen Minnie lifted her hand and cast a shining white barrier, 
curving into a perfect circle around her friends. Kuzco was thin 


enough to fit inside the barrier's radius. Wall-E trembled. Jasmine 
guarded both Belle and Kida. The Heartless were repelled from the 
barrier but persisted in passing through. Queen Minnie knew well 
enough what they hungered for: the precious light inside their hearts. 
They wanted to recover what was taken from them. 


If Queen Minnie's barrier had a time limit, then they would have no 
other means of defense other than to fend for themselves. Even if 
Kida still had her staff, she could not slay all of them on her own. The 
Heart of Atlantis overwhelmed her. It drew power from both the 
kindness of her friends and the darkness from the Heartless. 


Kida looked to the horizon, now murky with streams of black and 
purple. The Door to Darkness was doing something awful. Kida 
prayed once more for her friends to return safely. 


"Oh Mickey! Please hurry," wished Queen Minnie. 


King Mickey and EVE raced through the nightmarish landscape. 
They had reached an incredibly high plane in the world of darkness. 
The air was thin and cold. There were fewer places for King Mickey 
on which to walk and run. His impressive jumping ability allowed him 
to land in tricky area and clear long, deathly gaps in the hollow 
abyss. EVE was attentive enough to lend a hand when the gaps 
were far too great. 


Together, King Mickey and EVE followed the passing purple gases 
towards a swirling storm. The base resembled a cauldron, 
overflowing with the most wretched kind of darkness to exist across 
all worlds and beyond. It also served as their primary source of light. 
Everything else that dispelled the darkness was the golden Keyblade 
and EVE's bright blue eyes. 


Whooooooooooosh! 


The storm howled and accelerated its windy vortex. King Mickey 
firmly planted his Keyblade and pressed his feet into the ground. 


EVE tugged onto his jacket. Both were pulled vigorously and 
continuously by the growing cyclone of darkness. 


The ground crumbled. Stability was lost. 


King Mickey cried out as he was lifted beyond his control. EVE was 
not strong enough to save King Mickey nor herself. King Mickey 
shouted in horror as EVE's blue eyes shrunk away and dimmed. 


"| can do this... | can do this!" 


As his body turned, he caught a new pair of eyes. Large, red, and 
sharp. One second the appeared, the next, they were gone. They 
reappeared as King Mickey was spiraling around in the vortex. King 
Mickey clutched his Keyblade, slowly slipping from his hands. 


"| can't lose this," grumbled King Mickey. He tried to channel the 
strength of his heart through his prized weapon. He could not 
overpower the darkness, squeezing him in a blinding horror. 


BAAAAM! 


A concussive force, like a massive hand, smacked King Mickey into 
the depths. He waved his both of his hands helplessly. His Keyblade 
was gone. 


King Mickey later opened his eyes and gasped. It was all but a pitch, 
black void that engulfed him. Not even the colors of his clothes were 
visible. King Mickey could not tell whether he was falling or just 
hovering. Was he lying on his back? Where was up and where was 
down? Was he even still alive? Was this how it felt to succumb to 
darkness? 


King Mickey felt his whole body burdened by guilt and failure. His 
friends were too far away to find him. He could only imagine them 
and their ongoing battle against the most savage Heartless. They 
had no guarantee of returning home. King Mickey had no plan to 

even save himself. 


"H... hello?" asked King Mickey. His words echoed. "Helloooo? 
Anyone out there?!" 


No answer. 


"| don't understand. Was everything we did... for nothing?" asked 
King Mickey in dismay. His heart dimmed. His body was drained. 


"| guess we gave it our best shot. I'm still proud of my friends. We 
put up one heck of a fight, didn't we?" 


No answer. 


"What would Minnie even say to me if she knew we failed? Hmmm, | 
think... she would still believe in me." 


King Mickey formed a smile when he replayed every memory he had 
of her. He remembered the first time they wrote a song together. It 
was a royal ballad in his honor. He hummed the melody as if she 
were right beside him. 


"Hm-hm-hm, hm-hm-hm, hm, hm-hm, hm-hm!" King Mickey let out a 
tender laugh. It felt oddly good despite his abysmal predicament. 
Still, he continued to hum, finding peace however he could in a place 
where hope would not normally exist. King Mickey did not care. His 
memory of Queen Minnie was strong enough to keep him afloat in 
the darkness. It could not snuff the light from his heart. 


"M-I-C, K-E-Y, M-O-U-S-E!" Another voice followed the melody with 
the right lyrics. 


"Huh? Who's there?" asked King Mickey. His eyes shot open. He 
could see his own clothes again. He wiggled his body forward and 
floated upright. 


"C'mon you don't recognize my voice? It hasn't been that long, has 
it?" teased the voice of a young man. 


"Oh my gosh, you're here too?" asked King Mickey, frantically 
looking up, down, behind, and every corner in his view. 


"Well, no. You once told me that true friends will always be together 
when it matters. Turns out | can help you even when you're in... 
well... here... of all places." 


"So that means," King Mickey glanced at his chest and tapped where 
his heart was still beating. 


"Eee-yup! Neat little trick, huh?" 
"Gosh! You're really something special," said King Mickey. 


"Wouldn't know it without meeting you." The young voice let out a 
humble laugh. 


"Well, hot dog! Can you help a friend out?" 

"Sure, Your Majesty! Let me just..." The friendly and familiar voice 
gently grumbled. King Mickey giggled. His fingers glittered and his 
Keyblade returned. It gleamed with its silver handle and its golden 
body. 

"Hey, it's back!" cried King Mickey in euphoria. 


"That's awesome! But... that's not what | was trying to do." 


"Huh? Then what were you," King Mickey gasped in confusion. His 
other hand glittered. A blinding flash sparked before his eyes. 


Another item slipped into his grip. He looked down and his jaw 
dropped. 


"But this is yours!" cried King Mickey in sheer awe. 


"I'm letting you borrow it. You need it more than | do right now. It's 
what friends do," offered the young voice. 


"But how is this even possible?" 


"Hmm, I'm still not sure. | think it's about sharing the light from my 
heart to yours. My strength is your strength. Anyways, you still got a 
fight to win." 


"Right!" King Mickey took a deep breath and studied his new 
weapon. 


It was another Keyblade, one with a golden handle and a silver body, 
opposite of his own Keyblade. 


King Mickey could feel a new power rise from his heart. He extended 
both Keyblades and ribbons of golden light shot out from the tips. 
They joined together and wrapped around King Mickey. His body 
lifted. King Mickey looked up with determination shining in his eyes. 
He bolted up like a rocket, soaring through the void. The light of the 
Keyblades shined immensely and tore apart the dark dimension. 


"Thank you... Sora." 


The Light 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter 42: The Light 


Merida shot down the last winged devil with her last arrow. Right as it 
fell to the ground, she impaled it with her sword. She turned when 
she heard the Beast roaring. With Simba and Sulley's help, he had 
brought down the last Darkside and shredded it with his claws. Both 
of the remaining Heartless crumbled into shadowy wisps and 
scattered into the void. The Heartless foes, though ravenous and 
relentless, had been defeated. 


Every hero stopped to catch their breath. Some were so exhausted, 
they collapsed to the ground. Even Carpet drooped and gave 
Aladdin and Abu a bumpy landing. 


"Hiro! Do ya see any mor'of them?" hollered Merida, searching the 
ominous sky. 


"We're clear!" announced Hiro, flying overhead with Baymax. 
"Oh yeah! No one does it best like Team Honor!" boasted Mushu. 


"Has anyone seen King Mickey?" asked Mulan, coming towards 
Merida. 


"He went up there!" Goofy pointed towards the summit of the steep 
cliff. Merida spotted Anna and Elsa, slowly making their way down 
the staircase of ice. 


"How is everyone?" asked Anna, keeping Elsa's arm around her 
back. 


"Grand! We proved our werth against the Heartless! Peter Pan told 
me yer sister bested the horned witch. Elsa, did ya really turn’er to 


ice and shatter'er?" asked Merida with gruesome glee. 


"The witch? Do you mean Maleficent? What became of her?" asked 
Captain Jack Sparrow. 


"She's gone," confirmed Elsa. Anna smiled, proud of her sister's 
amazing power. 


"Well done, Your Majesty! | shan't cross you in this life time or the 
next," said Sparrow with a respectful nod. 


"Then can we all get goin' then? Let's fetch the King and get back 
‘ome," insisted Merida. 


"King Mickey... he went to go fight the monster." said Elsa, "He 
called it the Chernabog." 


"The monster... Aye! The great, big, ugly beastie. Let's go after it 
then and help our friend!" 


"Let's give Donald a chance to heal everyone," suggested Goofy. 
“Then we can go follow the King." 


The sky rumbled. The ground shook and titled without warning. 
Many of the heroes wobbled. Simba slammed his paws and dug his 
claws into the ground. Aladdin jabbed his scimitar and used it to 
anchor himself. Merida and Mulan strengthened their stances. They 
looked up the rising giant. Its hideous face returned, along with the 
rest of its titanic body. 


"There it is," said Elsa. 
"Then where's the King?!" cried Donald. 


"Watch out!" yelled Goofy, rising his shield. The Chernabog loomed 
over everyone. It did not gloat nor taunt like their past adversaries. 
Not a single world left its wide lips with large, pointed fangs. The 
Chernabog curled its arms and conjured a tempest of storm clouds. 
Bolts of purple lightning crackled. The Chernabog flung its arms 


open and released a shockwave so intense, it knocked every hero 
off their feet. Even Peter Pan fell hard to the ground. 


"Where's King Mickey, you big palooka!" shouted Donald, 
brandishing his staff. The Chernabog shifted its head and sneered at 
Donald. He was not afraid but Goofy hurried to protect his friend with 
his shield, like an umbrella to block the rain. 


The Chernabog tightened and ignited fire into its fist. Donald 
squawked and hopped in fright. Merida had no arrows left to shoot. 
She frantically searched the scene around her. One small object in 
the shadows looked like a splintered fragment of an arrow. She 
gasped when the Chernabog was about to unleash an infernal 
attack. 


SLAM! A blurry, red figure rushed and delivered a powerful punch 
across the Chernabog's huge face. Merida followed its path. She 
smirked. Hiro and Baymax zoomed back over the battlefield and 

acted as a decoy. The Chernabog swerved its body and hurled a 
blazing ball of fire. 


PWSHSHSH! 


Hiro and Baymax dodged and zoomed away. The mighty impact 
yielded a fiery explosion in the distance. Merida and the others were 
proud of their ability to move so swiftly in the air. 


"Nice work Baymax. Let's try that again. Here we-Huh?!" Hiro 
gasped. He and Baymax were stopped. Hiro looked behind and saw 
that Baymax's foot was tightly snagged in between two of the 
Chernabog's fat fingers. Baymax, despite his incredible strength and 
speed, could not free himself. The Chernabog snickered, sending 
horrifying chills down Hiro's spine. 


FWWWWP! 


Hiro and Baymax were suddenly flung far across the field. 


"HIRO!" cried Merida. Both Jack Skellington and the Beast watched 
as her friend flew off into the darkness. They looked to each other 
and nodded. 


The Beast ran on all fours while Skellington sprinted with his long 
legs. They leaped and climbed over a trail of floating rocks. 
Skellington spotted Hiro and Baymax lying on an isolated fragment. 
Baymax's weight tipped the fragment, slowly drifting away. 
Skellington, with his incredibly limber body, reached down and 
grabbed Hiro and Baymax. Hiro was light and easy to pull in but 
Baymax was far too heavy. His bulky body slid towards the edge but 
the Beast lowered himself to grab the fragment from the opposite 
side. Together, Skellington and the Beast pulled Hiro and Baymax 
closer to them. They had saved them right as the fragment crumbled 
and scattered into the void of darkness. 


"Let's get these two back with the others. Not a moment to lose!" 
proclaimed Skellington, lifting Hiro behind his back. He helped the 
Beast steady Baymax onto his back. With the added weight, they 
moved much slower and took extra caution to watch where they 
stood. Still, they pushed themselves to move as fast as they could. 
They looked ahead where the Chernabog was preparing another 
attack. Wisps of darkness burned from its fist. Skellington and the 
Beast ran as fast as they could. 


BLIP! BLIP! 


Green plasma blasts pelted the Chernabog. Everyone averted their 
gaze to the summit where Stitch had climbed. 


"Way to go, pal!" cheered Mike Wazowski. Stitch shot more plasma 
blasts, inflicting minimal damage. The Chernabog grumbled. Its 
patience wore thin. 

"Look out!" cried Jim Hawkins. 


The Chernabog raised its fist and slammed it towards the summit. 


KRKKKKKK! 


The cliff was completely destroyed. Dark debris fell to the field. The 
heroes evaded the rubble while Jim and Mike stayed where they 
were. The Chernabog waved the dust away and discovered to its 
surprise that Stitch was still alive and cackling. 


"Can't hurt me. I'm FLUFFY!" squeaked Stitch. The Chernabog gave 
a sinister scowl. He leaned over and slammed his other fist towards 
Stitch. The surrounding heroes were impressed as Stitch held his 
own and kept the Chernabog from squishing him. He grunted and 
grinded his teeth. The Chernabog proved his superior strength 
against the adorable alien. Stitch shuddered when he felt his little 
feet move back an inch. Jim saw this and imagined the worst. 


Stitch let out a squeaky shout and flung the hand away. Before he 
could pounce and bite back, the Chernabog brought its middle finger 
and thumb together. 


PWOOOOSH! 


The Chernabog flicked Stitch like a helpless bug, flying far across 
the void. 


"I'm coming!" Jim slammed his feet onto his solar surfer and raced 
through the air. Mike ran after with Sulley following close behind. 


"No... NO, no, no, no... NOOO!" Mike gripped his head and cried out 
to his friend. He squinted his one eye, holding back the tears. He 
turned around and glared at the Chernabog. 


"I'LL GIVE YOU A PIECE OF MY MIND, YOU CREEP!" Mike ran 
with blind anger. Sulley stopped him from falling off the edge of the 
field. 


"Mike, don't! There's nothing we can do!" warned Sulley. 


"We gotta teach this guy a lesson! We gotta... we gotta." Mike fell to 
his knees and struck the ground, firm yet damp and sandy. Sulley 
looked around. Everyone else stood clueless, unable to fight or form 
a plan about how to take down the monster that stood before them. 
The Chernabog chuckled and flapped its mighty wings. The 
exhausted heroes, from Mulan to Elsa, were pushed back, some 
falling off their feet. Their eyes were completely drawn to the 
Chernabog and feared what it would do next. 


Merida tapped the sweat that dripped down her face. The 
temperature was rising. She wiped her forehead and spotted Hiro 
and Baymax, who had returned to the field. She hurried over to 
Skellington. 


"Hiro! Hiro, wake up!" cried Merida. 


"| can feel a pulse," confirmed Skellington who placed his bony 
fingers to his neck. "He'll be all right." Skellington gently brought Hiro 
down for Merida to help him stand. 


“Thank ye, Jack!" Merida turned to the Beast who continued to carry 
Baymax. "Thank ye, my beastly brother." 


The Beast was touched by Merida's sweetness. He was about to lift 
his chin and smile. 


FWIIISH! 


The wind whipped up, blowing Skellington off his scrawny limbs. 
Merida and the Beast held onto him, Hiro, and Baymax in a tight 
huddle. They looked up to the Chernabog that had flapped its wings 
again. 


"Is it trying to blow us away?" hypothesized Skellington. 


FSHSHSHSH! 


Burning pillars of fire erupted all around the field. All the heroes 
shared a unified gasp of terror. 


"It's trying to burn us!" realized Merida. 


The Chernabog stretched its wings and raised its arms. The heroes 
knew it needed one more horrific flap to blow them off the field. The 
closest companions embraced each other while enduring the rising 
heat. Elsa and Anna. Goofy and Donald. Aladdin, Abu, and Simba. 
Mike and Sulley. Ariel and Moana. Mulan and Mushu. Peter Pan 
cradled Tinker Bell who tried to fan herself from the heat. Sparrow 
stood alone, having picked up his captain's hat off the ground. He 
had welcomed death many times against men and monsters. 
Sparrow laughed lightly and smiled. He had no plan to defeat the 
Chernabog. He was grateful for all the fellow shipmates who had 
fought alongside him, despite being a dirty scoundrel. They fought 
with bravery and skill. They made for a fine crew. 


Sparrow walked forward to the edge closest to the Chernabog. Elsa 
looked at him in terror. Sparrow lifted his sword at the colossal 
creature that was seconds away from blasting them into an abyss of 
fire and darkness. 


"Hello, beastie," muttered Sparrow. 


A twinkle or two gleamed over the Chernabog's shoulder. Its eyes 
twitched. 


KSSSH! 

A streak of golden light slashed through its wing. 

KSSSH! 

Another golden streak flashed across and sliced its other wing. 


The Chernabog wailed in wretched misery. Its wings had been 
severed and plummeted into the void. 


A great sparkle of light burst above the field and took form. The 
heroes were unsure of what happened other than a miracle that had 
just saved them all. 


"Is that..." said Goofy. 
"... It's the King!" cried Donald with joy. 


King Mickey emerged from the light. His friends and allies all stared 
in awe. He had returned, floating in a golden aura. 


"Look at that! The King's got two Keyblades!" announced Goofy. 


"Now that's interesting.” Sparrow was intrigued by the two identical 
weapons King Mickey held. 


"Way to go!" rooted Aladdin. 
"Woo! That's our guy! Kick his butt, Mickey!" cheered Mushu. 


King Mickey bolted straight into the Chernabog's chest. He was 
deflected away but immediately flew back to land another hit. King 
Mickey was dashing through the dark sky and struck any opening he 
could find. Those who watched tried to keep up with him, speeding 
as a golden trail of light. The Chernabog raised its guard and 
endured what it could. 


"His attacks are working! He's gonna beat it!" noticed Anna. Elsa 
waited to see how the Chernabog would fight back, bracing for each 
hit. The Chernabog blew a stream of fire from its mouth. King Mickey 
evaded its fiery breath. The Chernabog could not reach King Mickey. 
It glanced down at the field where the heroes stood defenseless. 


It gave a hideous roar and pounded the field, toppling into a steep 
slope. Goofy hollered. Donald squawked and tumbled. Everyone 
started to slid and searched for anything they could grab. Skellington 
could reach the other side of the field with his long arm. He grabbed 


Merida who then grabbed Hiro's hand. The Beast clawed into the 
ground which crumbled off his hands. 


"| gotcha!" Peter Pan swooped in time to push the Beast upwards. 
His weight was too great to hold for long. Peter Pan slid and dropped 
towards the edge. Although he was more than capable of flying away 
and hovering in safety, he would not dare to give up on his friends. 
And yet despite his flying prowess, he looked around and knew he 
could not save everyone. 


Goofy was the first to roll down and reach the very edge. He yelped 
as gravity was ready to seize him and cast him into oblivion. 


FWWWSH! 


The ground was propelled upward, flattening its angle. Goofy was 
too scared to see who had pushed him back to safety. Others like 
Moana and Ariel were baffled by this miracle. Their hearts raced. 
While slamming both of his Keyblades at the Chernabog, King 
Mickey caught a glimpse of a familiar friend who had the means to 
fly and the strength to keep the floating piece of land steady. 


"EVE!" cried Moana. Ariel gasped with glee. Eve flew overhead and 
returned to King Mickey's aid. She blasted a barrage of blue bolts at 
the Chernabog. King Mickey sprung away to hover next to Eve. 


"Good to see you, again!" said King Mickey. Eve nodded and glared 
at the Chernabog. "It's not safe here. You need to guide everyone 
back through the Door to Darkness." 


"We're not leaving you! Don't even think about it, Your Majesty!" 
Donald Duck had overhead King Mickey's command to Eve. 


FROOQOOOOOOOOM-KRK! 


The sky bellowed with a beastly force. The ground yielded to an ear- 
splitting tremor. The pillars of fire receded. The Chernabog covered 


its face. In between its fingers, its blood red eyes burned with a 
desire to destroy. Its breathing turned hoarse and monstrous. 


"The world of Darkness is coming undone! If you, Goofy, and the 
others don't get out soon enough, it's gonna destroy everything in it!" 


"That's a good thing, right?" asked Goofy. 


"Not for us, mate. We best make haste back through that there 
doorway," advised Sparrow. 


"But!" pleaded Donald. 


King Mickey countered a punch from the Chernabog and shot a trail 
of gleaming light towards the direction from which they had all 
traveled. 


"Follow the light! I'll be right behind you. | promise!" shouted King 
Mickey. He raised his Keyblades across each other and braced for 
an infernal blast of fire. 


“Come on! You're not going down like that!" Mushu aggressively 
rooted for King Mickey to pull through and endure the flames. King 
Mickey uncrossed his arms and shot back at the Chernabog. A glitter 
of light fell from where King Mickey had hovered. Eve zoomed and 
looped around the Chernabog. She aimed for the area right between 
its eyes and fired. Her only goal was to stun and distract the 
Chernabog so that King Mickey could land the hardest hits. 


"Way to go, Mickey my man! No one messes with the King! Team 
Honooooor-WHOA!" Mushu panicked, almost slipping off Mulan's 
shoulder. 

"Mushu, we can't stay here anymore," admitted Mulan. 


"But-" 


"If we stay here, then King Mickey can't focus on beating that 
monster." 


"| agree. Let's get everyone back through the Door," said Aladdin. 


"Aye! Get to movin' ya wee bums out of 'ere!" hollered Merida, 
throwing her arm up high to rally everyone. Hiro and Baymax had 
regained some consciousness but needed helped to stay on their 
feet. Merida had no time for recapping the scene and pulled Hiro 
alongside her. Meanwhile the Beast and Skellington worked together 
to watch over Baymax. Aladdin and Abu hopped onto Carpet and 
flew high to count everyone together. To their favor, Jim had returned 
on his solar surfer with Stitch in his arms. 


"Where are we headed?" asked Jim. Peter Pan and Tinker Bell 
ascended with his fellow flyers. 


"We gotta follow the light, right?" asked Peter Pan. 


"Uh huh! Let's get out of here!" Aladdin helped guide the running 
heroes through the brittle remains of the terrain. Merida, Hiro, 
Baymax, Skellington, the Beast, Aladdin, Abu, Carpet, Jim, Stitch, 
Peter Pan, Tinker Bell, Ariel, Moana, Mushu, Mulan, Anna, Elsa, and 
Sparrow all hurried as fast as they could. Those that moved on foot 
could feel the ground crumbling ever so softly. The Chernabog 
roared once more and flung its fireballs in their direction. Peter Pan 
darted ahead to stop everyone for heading in its trajectory. Tinker 
Bell sped in a twinkling trail to catch up to him. The fireball came 
dangerously close to where they had stopped. 


BAM! 


The fireball was obliterated into cinders. Baymax had fired its rocket- 
boosted fist and recalled it into its hand socket. 


"Baymax, ya punched it to smethereens!" praised Merida. "Are we 
missing anyone else?" 


"Just two! They gotta catch up!" said Peter Pan. 


"Get your fairy magic ready, boy!" shouted Sparrow. 


"Huh?" 


"To fly ourselves out of this place! Miss, if you would please," said 

Sparrow to Tinker Bell. She nodded without waiting for Peter Pan's 
permission. She spiraled over everyone and coated them with her 

pixie dust. 


The field was nearly destroyed. Flames lingered and charred the air 
all over but Donald refused to leave. 


“Come on, Donald! You heard what the King said!" exclaimed Goofy 
with a cough. 


"| can't! He needs us!" argued Donald. He wanted to cast a spell but 
he feared accidentally hitting King Mickey. He realized that perhaps 
his magic was not strong enough. 


"He needs his friends to be safe so he can stop worrying about us! 
We've done our part!" Goofy hoisted Donald over his shoulder and 
ran towards the group. Donald squawked a furious tantrum. He felt 
like an awful friend, even if he was following a direct order. Goofy 
had the same awful feeling of leaving King Mickey behind. Still, he 
believed King Mickey would have wanted him to go and protect 
everyone he could whether it was with his shield or by carrying a 
stubborn friend to safety. 


Tinker Bell spotted Donald and Goofy. She flew rapidly into two 
golden circles and buzzed back to Peter Pan. Goofy regained his 
ability to fly but Donald did not. 


"Now's not the time to be such a grump. Faith, trust, and pixie dust," 
explained Goofy. 


"No. | want to fight, not run and take flight!" fussed Donald. 


"SO DO !!" yelled Goofy at an unusually high volume. Donald gulped 
and turned quiet. 


"| don't like the King's plan either but | trust he Knows what he's 
doing. Believe in him, Donald. That's what I'm trying to do with every 
second I'm here." 


"Goofy... I'm... I'm sorry," Donald lowered his head in guilt but Goofy 
lifted him into a big, warm hug. 


"All right, mates! Gather round!" exclaimed Sparrow, "We have ways 
to go. Stick together. Find a partner. Keep the faith and trust. And fly 
to the light." 


Peter Pan positioned himself in front to lead. He gave his hand to 
Merida who took it without any issue. She then held her other hand 
for Hiro. Hiro reached for Baymax who turned to Skellington. 
Skellington to the Beast. The Beast to Goofy. Goofy to Donald. 
Donald to Mulan with Mushu on her shoulder. Mulan to Moana. 
Moana to Ariel. Ariel to Anna. Anna to Elsa. Elsa to Sparrow. 
Sparrow to Mike. Mike to Sulley. Sulley then opened his other hand, 
which were large enough to hold Simba's paw. 


Aladdin patted Abu on the back and tugged Carpet's left tassel. Jim 
lowered his hand to hold Stitch's tiny claws. 


"Here we gooo!" Peter Pan bounded off the edge of the path as 
everyone with faith, trust, and pixie trust took their leap. There was a 
collective "Whoa!" as they soared through the world of darkness. 
With the magic of pixie dust, Peter Pan did not have to worry about 
carrying the full weight of his team. He guided the chain of heroes 
like a steady roller coaster, moving as smoothly as possible. The 
dark sky flickered with purple sparks like lighting in a storm cloud. 


"Keep yer eyes open, Peter!" warned Merida. Peter Pan gasped as 
he dipped quickly to evade an incoming mass of terrain. The rest of 
the hero train felt the motion like the whiplash. 


"Sorry! I'll keep it smooth sailing from here," Peter Pan gulped when 
he noticed the major obstacle ahead of him. 


Massive chunks of rock floated and scattered across the void. Jim 
and Stitch compared the obstacle to passing through an asteroid 
belt. 


"Let's clear the way for them, buddy," said Jim. 


"Eh!" Stitch let go of Jim's hand but tugged onto his pants. With his 
free hand, Jim reached into his holster to pull out his plasma pistol. 
His other hand put in strenuous effort to steer the solar sailor. 
Together, they shot the clumps of terrain and other pieces of large 
debris that they could not identify. 


Peter Pan tried to steady his flight without adding extra stress for 
everyone else behind him. The power of the pixie dust did not make 
them entirely weightless. He still had to push himself to hold them all 
as he flew in the lead. Tiny pieces of stone pelted his face. He was 
proud of his own strength and stamina. He was also proud of those 
who continued to keep the faith and trust in their hearts. 


Dead ahead, the exit to the Door to Darkness shined like 
Neverland's star. Second star to the right and straight on till morning. 
Peter Pan repeated those thoughts as he led the whole team. 


The debris floated with varying speeds. A hefty clump of rock and dirt 
tumbled towards Hiro but Skellington extended his long legs and 
kicked it away easily. Smaller, denser rocks pelted Baymax whose 
armor was resilient enough to withstand the hits. After the crash, 
Baymax had not spoken a single word. Hiro had his eyes looking 
back at his best friend. He too was still recovering from the injuries. 
Still, he did not regret he and Baymax acting as a decoy to protect 
his friends. Aladdin and Jim were agile in the air to dodge and deflect 
debris on their own. 


"We're almost there," said Aladdin in an effort to keep everyone's 
hopes up. 


"At this current speed, we should be out of here in less than a 
minute," said Jim, squinting at his navigational device on his wrist. 


"Don't give up!" hollered Goofy. Elsa's heart beat fast, chilling her 
hands without intention. Anna could endure the icy drop in 
temperature but Sparrow stretched his neck and hastily blew to thaw 
his fingers. Moana crisscrossed her legs to hold her oar while 
holding onto both Ariel and Anna. 


Simba was totally dependent on Sulley's hold on his paw. As the final 
member of the chain of heroes, he felt the jerky motions that tugged 
in between him and Sulley. A fragment of dirt and debris landed in 
Simba's eye. He flinched and frowned. He could not see the 
incoming boulder that flew at him. 


"Whoa! Heads up!" warned Mike, shaking his arm to get Sulley's 
attention. Sulley tried to swing Simba out of harm's way. Simba 
panicked as he was swerving in an unknown direction. What Mike 
and Sulley had missed was another incoming boulder, bigger and 
darker. 


KLONK! Simba was struck across his face and front legs. His paw 
slipped through Sulley's hand. 


"Help down here!" cried Sulley. 


"Mayday, mayday! Lion overboard!" shouted Mike, watching Simba 
float and fall into the deep darkness. 


"Did y'all hear that? We lost Simba!" hollered Mushu, loud enough to 
grab everyone's attention. 


"Aladdin! You need to save him!" cried Donald, urgently. 


"Simba! Simba, where are you?" Aladdin whipped around fast. Peter 
Pan asked Tinker Bell to make sure everyone else was fine and still 
flying. Jim and Stitch remained close to Peter Pan. They could not 
afford to leave him open to incoming debris. Even one hit would be 
enough to knock him out and leave the rest of the team separated 
and stranded in the darkness. 


Aladdin tugged and steered Carpet through scattered rocks. He 
searched upwards and downwards while dodging however he could. 
He focused on Simba's golden fur, dimming in the dark. 


"Don't panic! We're coming to get you!" Aladdin waved his arm 
before pulling it back down to spare it from being broken by a 
speeding rock. 


"Aladdin! I'm... I'm trying!" Simba tumbled endlessly. Aladdin tried to 
escape the debris and find a better vantage point. Once he was ina 
clear area, Simba was completely gone. 


"Simba! Can you hear me?!" shouted Aladdin, desperately. Abu 
peered from under Aladdin's vest. He tried to help if he could find 
their friend. Abu squeaked and tugged Aladdin's hair. Abu pointed at 
Simba who was oddly racing fast towards the group. He did not 
appear to be in control. 


Aladdin had the Carpet fly back up to Simba's sudden return towards 
the group. They discovered that Simba had been pulled by one of 
their allies. 


"Way to go EVE!" cheered Moana, revealing the robot's name out 
loud. 


"Welcome back, Your Majesty!" Mushu gave a chipper salute while 
still hanging onto Mulan's sleeve. 


"Simba, you okay?" asked Aladdin. 


"I'm alright." Simba looked ahead where EVE was holding his paw 
with her left hand. Her other hand was modified as a blaster. She 
scanned the remaining debris that floated near their path. Her 
sensors could read the debris better than a regular pair of eyes. 


She rapidly and accurately blasted them all to bits. It was a loud, 
bright blue boom. It was frightening for the heroes who gasped, 


unaware of the clearing of the obstacles ahead. Peter Pan and 
Merida were not afraid. They were confident that they could handle 
the flight, just a little longer. Merida believed in her friends, even 
Peter Pan who pulled and pushed his flying strength as far as he 
could. He passed through the glowing doorway with eyes wide open. 


The air was cooler at the moment they returned to the castle throne 
room. Peter Pan halted his momentum and flew up. Everyone 
hovered while still holding hands. When their interdimensional 
voyage came to an end, they all shared a massive sigh of relief. 
Peter Pan lowered the chain of heroes and one by one they stood 
back on the ground. Peter Pan waited patiently for everyone to stand 
safely and checked on them. Once he let Merida down on her feet, 
he dropped to the floor and panted. 


"I'd say tha' was werth yer hero's work today," said Merida. 


"Ha!" boasted Peter Pan with a sweaty face. "I can do that... twice 
as fast... in my sleep. Watch!" He hovered a few inches off the 
ground but fell back on his rear end. Tinker Bell skittishly flew over 
his face to check on him. 


"Is everyone all right?" asked Simba, giving a grateful nod to EVE. 
Dismounting from his solar sailor, Jim wagged his finger and counted 
everyone. 

"Yup. Save for the King." Jim and the others turned around to face 
the Door to Darkness. The wispy, black fumes had receded. The 
frame of the doorway shook with an unstable nature. 

"He's all by himself in there. Isn't he?" asked Elsa. 

"Yup. It's what he wanted," said Donald sadly. 

"He better hurry," advised Hiro. 


"Aye! He cannot las' t'much with all that darkness brewin," said 
Merida. 


"That's not what | meant. King Mickey may go on to defeat that... 
thing... and stop the flow of darkness. But without its power, this 
door won't have anything to keep it open. Very soon... it's going to 
collapse." Hiro remembered a similar dilemma when he and the rest 
of superhero team, Big Hero 6, stood before a portal. Baymax had 
detected a living life form that needed to be rescued. Hiro and 
Baymax had been successful but at a great cost. Hiro looked to 
Baymax whose wrecked body was in need of extensive repair. They 
were in no shape to perform a bold and fast hero move again. 


"You mean like he'll be stuck there?" asked Goofy with a worried 
look in his eyes. 


"That's why he wanted all of us to make our escape. | reckon he 
didn't want all of us to suffer the same cruel fate," said Sparrow. 


"Is there anything we can do? There must be something!" insisted 
Skellington. 


"We can wait," grumbled the Beast. Hiro and Merida were surprised 
to hear their reclusive ally add to the conversation. "We have to 
believe that he'll come back." His tone was forlorn yet fortified. 
Merida could tell he had some past experience of intense patience in 
his eyes. 


"Our friend is still alive," reported Baymax. 


"Hey, buddy! Can you still get a reading on King Mickey?" asked 
Hiro. "What are his vitals?" 


Baymax pointed towards the Door to Darkness. 


"He is exerting a great deal of stress on his body. Adrenaline levels 
are high. An undefined power source is protecting his body from 
hostile elements. Such power source is decreasing," reported 
Baymax. 


"What about the doorway? How much more time until it collapses?" 
asked Hiro. 


"| am unable to process such calculations," said Baymax. Jim swiped 
the screen on his wristband and tapped it. Given his adventures with 
dimension-warping technology, he had upgraded his personal 
devices to analyze the portals in great detail. 


"At this rate," Jim frowned in dismay. "He's only got... two minutes 
and twenty-six seconds. And that's best-case scenario. Anything 
major that happens on the other side can accelerate and make this 
doorway close even faster." 


"“Gawrsh!" gasped Goofy, nervously gripping his gloved hands. "He 
better get outta there quick!" 


Many of the exhausted heroes frowned with a look of sorrow. Their 
leader, the one who had risked his own life for the safety of others, 
might be lost in a cold, dark dimension. All alone. 


EVE stared quietly into the Door to Darkness. There was this 
thought, a compelling force that urged her to make a reckless 
decision. Was her directive still demanding her to act? It was 
something else. It was the same feeling she had before when Moana 
and Ariel asked her to join them. EVE looked to her new friends, all 
of whom were terrified of the thought of their leader being lost to the 
other side. 


EVE turned around and gave a quick nod to Moana and Ariel. They 
were not sure what she was trying to communicate into she leaned 
forward and zoomed back through the Door to Darkness. 


"EVE!" shouted Moana. Her cry was ignored. EVE had already made 
up her mind. Now another friend was at risk of getting stuck beyond 
the door. 


"Oh no! Will she be alright?" asked Ariel, frightened. 


"|... | don't know," mumbled Moana. 
"| betcha she went back to help King Mickey," guessed Goofy. 


"Looks like we have to wait then," said Mulan with a deep sigh. "Any 
moment now." 


"C'mon Mickey... | can't handle the anticipation. We got like... less 
than a minute to go!" panicked Mushu. 


Anna and Elsa looked at one another, knowing how awful it would be 
to be separated and stranded so far apart. Elsa knew she could 
count on Anna to fight to the very end. Anna knew her sister was 
powerful enough to overcome any obstacle. They glared back at the 
Door to Darkness. Now it was their turn to share that trust. They 
would wait and do what they could, in any event that happened. 
Donald and Goofy shared similar emotions. Donald gave a great 
look of dismay but Goofy tapped his shoulder. 


"He'll be back," said Goofy. 


"He better be. And when he gets back, we'll have a rematch!" 
asserted Donald. 


"G'yuck! That's the spirit," replied Goofy. He and Donald stood not as 
knight and court mage to a king but as two best friends, waiting for 
their third. 


King Mickey flew with fury and faith as he fought his foe. The 
Chernabog became more vicious after being stripped of its proud 
wings. King Mickey could not escape the vicious whirlwind of fire that 
spewed from its gaping mouth. With the aura of light cloaking him, 
King Mickey tenaciously charged through the fire. As he was right 
about to deal another direct blow with his Keyblades, the Chernabog 
knocked him away with its forehead. 


The Chernabog drew a whip of fire from its fingers and flung it at 
King Mickey. It was a scorching sting on his ankle. He suddenly flew 


fast and hard in wild directions. King Mickey used his Keyblade to 
sever the whip and fly back to the Chernabog who fought back with 
its fiery breath. 


"I'm... SO... close! | can do this!" shouted King Mickey. He dove as 
fast as he could with two powerful Keyblades in his hands. 


KSSSSSSH! King Mickey had struck the Chernabog, bounced back, 
and hovered far away 


"That... should do it," said King Mickey, taking deep, exhausted 
breaths. 


GRRRRRR! 


King Mickey looked down. The smoke from the explosive collision 
weathered away. The Chernabog huffed and growled ferociously. Its 
body had been hideously scarred its body by King Mickey's attacks. 
Still, it wielded enough power to summon rapidly spiraling winds, 
intertwined with its own fire. King Mickey was completely engulfed. 


"Ahhhh!" King Mickey panicked. The air turned hotter and hotter by 
the second. He could not escape the Chernabog's demonic clutches. 


"| have to think... of Something. Even with two Keyblades, | can't do 
this alone," confessed King Mickey. He feared that any despair in his 
heart would yield to weakness. He feared the ultimate defeat of the 
light. His chest was feeling crushed and squeezed. 


"Mickey? Can you hear me?" said a high pitched, familiar voice. 
"Huh?" 
"Please be safe. Please come back," pleaded the forlorn voice. 


All the way from the distant beach, she persisted and prayed. Queen 
Minnie had been exerting her protective magic to cast the barrier. 
Her ring tightened and trembled on her finger. She and the others 
were safe without much time to barter. 


"It's okay to be scared. I'll always believe in you. Ah!" Queen Minnie 
gasped as a Shadow Heartless lunged at her. It shook the shrinking, 
brittle barrier. Belle, Jasmine, Kida, WALL-E, and Kuzco were forced 
to cramp into what little safe space remained. They had abided by 
Queen Minnie's wish to send best wishes to King Mickey. Other 
Shadows pounded the barrier. Queen Minnie listened to the chirping 
Shadows and their desperate attempts to claw and tackle their way 
to harm her and everyone else. 


"Minnie!" shrieked King Mickey. The infernal tempest roared and 
raced rapidly around him. The Chernabog's blood red eyes shined 
through the fire and smoke. 


King Mickey coughed a nasty fit. 


"I'm scared," confessed King Mickey. "I! shouldn't be... but | am. 
Still... that doesn't mean I'm gonna give up!" 


"Your Majesty!" cried a muffled duck voice. 
"You're almost there, a'hyuck!" cheered a jolly voice. 


Two different transparent hands touched King Mickey's shoulders. 
One gloved and the other feathered. King Mickey glanced back in 
different directions. Donald and Goofy were floating beside him but 
only as golden projections. 


Back in the island castle, Donald and Goofy felt a pure sensation 
coursing through their chests. They were connecting to him. They 
closed their eyes and focused as hard as they could. They radiated a 
golden aura. 


"What's going on?" asked Hiro. 


Aladdin and Mulan saw this and looked to each other. They 
immediately understood what Donald and Goofy were attempting to 
do. Abu and Mushu went along with human partners. They lowered 
their heads and placed their right hands over the chests. Their 


bodies began to emit a golden aura as well. Merida was quick to 
observe the pattern at work. 


"Oy! Listen up! We can still help the king!" exclaimed Merida. 
"What are they doing?" asked Simba. 

"They be reachin'em!" explained Merida. 

"Who?" asked Mike. 

"The milkmaid! Who'd ya think?!" spat Merida sarcastically. 
"She speaks of King Mickey!" answered Skellington. 

"Aye! All he's got is that whi'phantom friend wi'him," said Merida, 
unable to recall EVE by name. "These villains came after us 


because of the power in our hearts. It's time we use it for ourselves. 
As King Mickey did for us when we unpetrified us." 


"She's right. Our hearts can connect and save us when we need it 
most," said Elsa, turning to face Anna. 


"Tell us what we need to do," said Anna. 

"Look to ya heart. Find that burnin’ feelin’ and let'it find King Mickey. 
He'll be there." Merida led by example. She stood in between the 
curious group of heroes and the Door to Darkness. 


"Are ye all with me?!" cried Merida. 


"Yeah!" shouted a near unanimous chant. Merida glared at Hiro, still 
skeptical of her claim. 


"Ah said... ARE YE ALL WITH ME?!" hollered Merida, raising her fist 
up in the air. 


"YEAH!" cheered the gang of heroes with newfound morale. Even 
Hiro had joined. 


Merida closed her eyes and dove deep into the light her heart. She 
remembered how King Mickey had used her bear charm in 
combination with his Keyblade to dispel Maleficent's magic. She 
grinned, knowing how fast her petrification last for only a moment 
before coming undone. Merida understood how this power worked. 
She was not creating a bridge from her heart to King Mickey's. She 
was allowing it to shine. 


Hiro watched in awe as Merida conjured a great, golden aura that 
engulfed her. 


Others beside him followed the plan. Some like Ariel and Moana 
were quick to find the light in their hearts. When the Beast tried, the 
first person he found in his heart was Belle. She smiled, believing 
him to be truly good beyond his anger and fear. She held his large 
paw with her gentle hand. Peter Pan and Merida then appeared 
beside her. The whole group surrounded him with King Mickey 
standing before him. The Beast smiled. It was a welcoming picture to 
behold. 


Hiro was the dimmest in the group. He looked to Baymax who had 
produced his golden glow. His inflated hand was resting over his 
microchip port. 

"How are you doing that?" asked Hiro, still shaken with doubt. 

"| can see him," replied Baymax. 

"King Mickey? | don't-" 

"No, Tadashi," 


"Wh-what?" Hiro was heartstruck. 


"Tadashi is here. Tadashi would have liked King Mickey. Don't you 
agree?" asked Baymax. 


"Tadashi," Hiro felt So much weight and sadness when he thought of 
his brilliant, big brother who had died out of bravery for others. 


"Call to him. He will answer," said Baymax. He turned silent and 
closed his eyes. He had given Hiro the single most important 
instruction. Hiro was reluctant to call upon such wretched feelings 
and memories. He felt alone while everyone else, from Stitch to 
Sparrow, stood united in their golden aura. 


Hiro was holding back and he knew it. He took a deep breath and 
pressed against his chest. He tried to lower the guard on his aching 
heart. He took a leap of faith, abandoning science and reason, to 
help a new friend. It terrified him. 


"Hey bro." 

Hiro panicked. In his heart, all he could see was a white realm. A 
voice had spoken to him. Was it a memory? A hallucination, 
perhaps? 


"Over here." 


Hiro turned back around and faced his brother, dressed exactly as 
he was before he died in a fire. He even wore his university cap. 


"Tadashi? You're... you're really here." Hiro sniffled and shed a tear. 
"| never left," explained Tadashi with sweet simplicity. 

"I'm Supposed to just... believe in someone | barely know and that 
will fix everything. | can't do that. | don't Know how to help him," Hiro 
hoped he had conveyed his dilemma well enough to get the right 
answer. 


"Well, | believe in you." 


"That's different. You're my brother." 


"What about Baymax? And Wasabi, Honey, Go-go, Fred, and Aunt 
Cass? They believe in you. And so does Mickey," insisted Tadashi. 


"Yeah but... how do you know King Mickey?" asked Hiro, suddenly 
confused. 


Tadashi nodded downwards. Hiro took the hint and looked down. 
King Mickey stood near him and smiled. 


"Whoa!" said Hiro. Tadashi approached King Mickey and took a 
knee. 


"He's worth trusting," said Tadashi kindly. 

"Hiro?" asked King Mickey. 

"Uhm... yeah?" 

"| know it's a lot to ask for but... | could really use your help right 
now. Can | count on you?" King Mickey offered his hand. His whole 
body flickered and dimmed. His presence weakened. 


"C'mon. Don't leave him hanging," encouraged Tadashi. 


"| wanna help... but why are you here in my heart? Why do you trust 
me?" 


King Mickey frowned. It was not from disappointment. It was deeper 
and conjured great guilt. 


"Because | don't want to leave anyone behind," revealed King 
Mickey. 


Hiro gasped. 
"If someone-anyone-needs help, I'll do everything | can for them. 


Someone has to help," said King Mickey. His image turned 
transparent. He was barely visible to Hiro but his hand was still open. 


Hiro faced Tadashi who with his eyes alone gave him a brotherly 
look of confidence. 


Hiro cleared his head and cast away his lingering doubt. In an 
instant, he heard his heart beat thump hard. He then understood 
King Mickey in an instant. 


"Same. Count me in!" Hiro took King Mickey's hand. His whole body 
regained its color. 


"| Knew you could do it," said Tadashi. The white from the space in 
his Hiro's heart all around grew brighter with a golden glow. 


The glow emitted in the physical world. Hiro had found his light. 


King Mickey was blown away by all the golden projections of friends 
and allies that appeared to aid him. 


"We be bringing mar then fanfare!" proclaimed Merida. "Let's go 
knock the daylights into that cursed beastie!" Her words were 
backed by more cheering behind her. The cheering echoed, filling 
King Mickey with new strength. Eventually, Hiro appeared and 
stepped forward. Baymax held him close and gave a proud nod. 
King Mickey was touched and beyond grateful. It was incredibly 
heartfelt when Queen Minnie approached him and held his hands. 


"We're all with you." 

"She's right, Your Majesty," said a young man's voice. King Mickey 
turned and saw a teenage boy with spiky, brown hair and dressed in 
black and red. 

"Good to see you again... Sora," said King Mickey. 


"Let's finish this and get everyone home!" said the young man. 


"Right! Give me all the power you got, everyone! Let's do this 
together!" cried King Mickey. 


Within the world of darkness, a hideous hurricane of scorching fire 
howled. It was a sweet and savage symphony to the ears of the 
Chernabog. The whirling and wailing winds were weakened when an 
entity from within shot piercing beams of light. The Chernabog 
glowered and growled. 


PWOOOGSH! The hellish hurricane withered upon the explosive 
burst. King Mickey was still alive and still hovering in place. The 
Chernabog sneered at him. Its eyes widened upon seeing that a new 
weapon in King Mickey's hand. 


Instead of two Keyblades, there was just one. It was a strange 
miracle that fused the two Keyblades, made of a shining crystal from 
the tip of the blade down to the dangling keychain. It cast a sharp, 
rainbow glare from its edge. 


The Chernabog had exhausted almost all of its power to eliminate 
the meddlesome king. It was prepared to tear apart the fabric of time 
and space within the dark dimension. Fire, wind, lightning, and other 
unearthly energies clustered into its fist. The Chernabog twisted its 
body and pulled back. The turbulent cluster of power bellowed like a 
furious cyclone. 


King Mickey could feel his heart racing. He pointed his crystal 
Keyblade forward and flew at incredible speeds. 


"Let the light connect us!" cried King Mickey. His voice was amplified 
by all the heroes who lent him their own power. 


As he soared through the darkness, the thought of his amazing 
friends took over. 


FWWSH! 


His whole body shined and took a new form. It was Donald Duck, 
wielding the Keyblade. 


FWWSH! 


Goofy appeared in King Mickey's place. 

The Chernabog was baffled. It could not understand what was 
happening. The Chernabog channeled its rage and fear into its final, 
cataclysmic punch. 

FWWSH! 

Mulan and Mushu appeared in a flash. 

FWWSH! 

They quickly disappeared in place of Aladdin and Abu. 

FWWSH! 

Simba carried the Keyblade in his mouth. 

FWWSH! 

Merida. 

FWWSH! 

Hiro. 

FWWSH! 

Baymax 

FWWSH! FWWSH! FWWSH! 

Jack Skellington, The Beast, Peter Pan and Tinker Bell. The faster 


King Mickey flew as a gleaming comet of light, the faster he took on 
new forms. 


Elsa, Anna, Ariel, Moana, and EVE. 


WALL-E, Kida, Jasmine, Belle, Kuzco, and Queen Minnie. 
FWWSH! 

Suddenly, it was the image of the spiky haired boy. 

"We are... all of us..." 

FWWSH! 

"Together!" 


King Mickey returned to his true form at the very last second before 
he drove the diamond Keyblade against the Chernabog's 
cataclysmic fist. 


Kshshshshsh-BAAAAAAAAM! 


An explosive clash clash of light and darkness shook the realm. 
Streaks of white and black flashed between the two major rivals of 
power. The Chernabog trembled much to its own grave horror. Its 
fingers, fist, arm, and shoulder were covered in glowing cracked 
lines. The cracks splintered rapidly across its chest and its face. 
Every fiber of its existence was coming undone. The Chernabog 
loathed King Mickey. It wailed in agony as its body disintegrated. The 
last sight that came to the Chernabog was King Mickey, covered 
from ear to feet in a coat of gleaming, crystal light. 


KRKKK-KRSHSHSHSH! 


King Mickey was unable to witness the Chernabog's complete 
obliteration. Just like a slain Shadow, it disappeared into dust. The 
brittle remains of the dark dimension faded into the light. As the 
borrowed power faded, all appeared as a realm of emptiness. No 
light. No darkness. It was a blank realm. 


The other heroes awoke from their focus. They had all experienced a 
deep dive into their own hearts. Their eyes fixated on the Door to 
Darkness with flailing ribbons of light and rising wisps of darkness. It 


erupted with a booming force that was strong enough to push the 
heroes back. 


"What's happening?!" asked Elsa. 


“The dimension is collapsing! It's going hit us all with a shock wave!" 
warned Jim. 


"Take cover!" said Goofy, grabbing Donald and covering each other 
with his shield. Baymax guarded Hiro. Elsa took one strong step 
forward and thrusted her hands. A wave of blue glitter forged a 
sturdy wall of ice to protect everyone from the overwhelming, 
outrageous outburst of power. 


KSH-BOOOOOOM! 


The ice wall cracked but remained. Elsa waited a moment for the 
raging energy to subside. She lowered her hands and thawed the ice 
wall. 


"Oh no," muttered Mulan with a deathly gasp. Donald took a few 
steps forward and fell to his knees and dropped his staff. The heroes 
murmured in distress. 


"No... no!" cried Goofy. He bonked his head in case he was losing 
his mind. The Door to Darkness was completely gone. 


The End 


SUPER DISNEY BROS. 
Chapter 43: The End 


"| don' understand... he still had time to get thru!" shouted Merida in 
frustration. 


"Something must have happened to the other side," reasoned Jim 
Hawkins. "King Mickey could very well be stuck in there... or lost in 
between dimensions." 


"But we helped him! We... we helped him beat that ugly-lookin' devil 
dude!" said Mushu. He jumped off Mulan's shoulder and scavenged 

the debris. He was convinced that something under the rubble would 
be the key to opening the doorway and saving King Mickey. 


"Hiro? Tell me ye hav'a plan?" asked Merida. 
Hiro did not respond. 
"Hiro?!" shouted Merida with a cracked voice. 


"Merida... I'm sorry," said Hiro with painful regret. Merida turned to 
Donald who panicked. He frantically looked over at the others who 
stood by without much hope to offer. 


"What... what have we done?!" Donald tossed his staff and pounded 
the ground. He had never felt So powerless and pathetic in his life. 
He curled up and sobbed. He did not think to blame the Heartless, 
the villains, or the Chernabog. Instead, he looked at his own hands 
and blamed himself. Goofy consoled him as best as he could. 


"This ain't right! Aww, Mickey!" wailed Mushu. Mulan looked back at 
the mourning heroes, sharing the melancholy mood. Captain Jack 
Sparrow held his hat against his chest to honor a fallen comrade. 


Abu let out a sad squeak. Carpet sunk to the ground. Aladdin could 
hardly help them feel any better when he held a great amount of guilt 
inside. He felt he could have done more to help. Simba made his 
way to the front where he nudged Mushu to console him. Mushu 
sniffled and appreciated Simba for trying. His large dragon eyes 
widened. Simba looked and caught a shining glint. He turned to the 
sky and gasped. It was a strange spectacle to behold. 


"What are you... hey everyone! Check out the light show!" shouted 
Mushu. Everyone looked up to the sky through the gaping hole in the 
shattered ceiling. Glittering shooting stars dashed across the night 
sky. With their limited view, they noticed a few streaks of light that 
stopped to dot the sky and twinkle like stars. 


"How dazzling! What could this mean?" asked Skellington. 


"| think it means... the worlds are coming back," said Jim. "Both 
distant and here on this planet." 


"Ohana!" Stitch grinned and hugged Jim's leg. 


"That's right, buddy. You'll see your ohana again real soon," said Jim, 
sweetly. 


"| guess that means that darkness has been defeated. That should 
mean the Heartless will go away," said Goofy. 


"Really? What of the homes an'kingdoms that wer'taken?" asked 
Merida with hope in her eyes. 


"Anybody or anyplace that was lost to the darkness should return to 
the light," explained Donald. 


"That's... remar'kable. That means... we won!" Merida was 
overcome by joy and pride. She tightened her fist and threw it to the 
sky. She shed a tear at the thought of seeing her kingdom and family 
again. Simba sighed with relief. The victory helped him to believe in 
himself as king. He imagined the lionesses of the Pride Lands had 


put up a fierce battle against the invading Heartless. Elsa and Anna 
were delighted that Arendelle was once again saved from another 
catastrophe. Hiro believed that Big Hero 6 had done their part to 
protect San Fransokyo. Skellington approached Merida and waved 
to her. 


"Merida, my dear. You should feel very proud of yourself. You've 
brought honor to your kingdom, Dunbroch." 


"Aye! It all star'ted when we crossed paths on that fateful dey. 
Halloween Town will be proud of ye too!" replied Merida. 


"| won't be surprised if the citizens want a Heartless-themed 
Halloween," predicted Skellington. 


"I'd sey ye have plenty of inspiration t'start!" jested Merida. 


The Beast found peace in knowing that the Heartless and their 
masters would never again bring harm to Belle and his castle. 
Aladdin looked forward to seeing Jasmine again and making their 
return to Agrabah. From the largest fighter to the tiniest partner, 
Mulan believed she and everyone who had contributed to the war 
against the Heartless earned their honor. Mushu whimpered, trying 
time hold a strong face. He cracked and began sobbing again. 


"Yeah, we won... but Mickey is still go-o-o-one!" 

"Geez, we're gonna need a warehouse of tissue for that guy." Mike 
Wazowski looked across the ground, wrecked with cracked stone, 
soot, and dirt. 


Just as he was about to face Sulley, Mike froze. From his angle, he 
saw something sparkle in the ground. It was right under Mushu's 
foot. 


"Mike... Mike?" Sulley tried to get Mike's attention. 


"Is that-" Mike walked through the group and came behind Mushu. 


"Hey! Can't you see I'm still grieving? Go find your own grieving 
spot," fussed Mushu. 


"Hey! Sulley! It's here!" cried Mike. 


"What is that?" Mulan saw Mike picking up a strange trinket that had 
been inserted into the ground. 


"It's the global core. This was stolen from our world," revealed Mike. 
"Wasn't that the item that Jafar needed?" asked Hiro. 
"Aye! | remember. But what does it do again?" asked Merida. 


"Mike and | use specialized doors all the time to travel from one 
place to another for our work," explained Sulley. "The global core is 
what keeps the destination fixed and stabilizes the portal, both 
ways." 


"It's got some scratches on it but it looks like it's in good working 
condition," said Mike, using his massive eye to inspect the item of 
interest. 


"Can | have a look at that?" asked Jim. Mike obliged and handed the 
global core to him. 


"Huh. This kind of tech is really hard to come by. I'm impressed," 
remarked Jim. 


"What? What's everybody looking at? Can | see?" Peter Pan 
pestered for answers like a child. He impatiently hovered and tried to 
look over Jim's shoulder. 


"Did you ever build a doorway back where you're from?" asked Jim 
to Mike. 


"Nah but | read plenty of manuals on a few models. What are you 
thinking?" 


Stitch tugged Jim's pants and asked a question in his alien 
language. 


"It's not. We would need a lot more. Like something to produce a 
hyper gravitational frequency, something to generate massive power, 
and a matrix inhibitor to keep any portal from expanding." 


"What ‘ar ye mutterin' about?" asked Merida. 


"Stitch is thinking we can try to build our own doorway. But that's 
pushing our options here," said Jim. 


"Hmmm, if we don't have a doorway... then we'll make one instead. 
I... LOVE IT!" exclaimed Skellington, with a wide grin. 


"Is that even possible?" asked Mulan. 
"Is even what possible?" asked Mushu, wiping the last of his tears. 
"These guys think they can make a doorway," assumed Peter Pan. 


"Really? We can do that?! Awww yeah! Let's do it!" Mushu jumped 
for joy. Those who heard of the proposed plan shared it with the 
other heroes who did not hear it. Many like Moana and Ariel were 
thrilled with the idea while others like Sparrow and the Beast were 
still lost on how it was going to work. 


"Hold it, hold it everyone," cautioned Jim. "Trust me when | say | 
really wanna help King Mickey. But what we're talking about is purely 
hypothetical." 


"Hypo-what now?" Peter Pan cluelessly scratched his head. 


"It's just a big crazy idea. But to make it happen, we'll need a bunch 
of equipment, a lot of power, and some brilliant technicians to design 
the whole thing." Jim tried to be pragmatic. He looked to the silent 
heroes, trying to figure out what they could say in response. 


"If you need some tools, Ariel and | found a ton of a secret rooms 
down below we can check out again," said Moana. 


"Yeah! There are all kinds of neat thingamabobs that we could use," 
added Ariel with pure optimism. 


"Thinga... mabobs?" repeated Jim skeptically. 


"If you need help designing new tech, | can be of service. | built 
custom superhero-weapons and armor for my team back home. If 
we can collect enough raw materials, we can get pretty crafty," 
suggested Hiro. He looked to Merida who smiled and appreciated his 
genius help. 


"Yeah! The rest of us can help too!" Donald showcased his 
spellcasting ability and flaunted his staff. It flickered with embers, 
frost, and electricity. Everyone else spoke up and voiced their 
contributions. Even Abu raised his hand and squeaked with wanting 
a job to do. 


"Alright, alright! | want to make this clear. This is going to take a 
while. We may even fail a few times... or a lot. But if this is 
something we all believe in." Jim paused to behold the hope that 
shined from the collection of heroes. "Then let's do it. We're... we're 
going make a Doorway to Darkness! We're going save King Mickey!" 


It was eerily quiet. The air was still and lukewarm. The movement 
was aimless. The empty space was dull and colorless. It was hard to 
tell how much time had passed since the Chernabog was defeated. 
King Mickey was too exhausted to move. He could be floating or 
falling. He felt as though all of his senses were turning numb, save 
for the sound of his slowly beating heart. 


Something gently pulled his foot in a single direction. Its speed was 
slow. King Mickey squinted his eyes open. With the little strength that 
lingered, he leaned over and looked. It was a white, round figure. 


"Uh... uhnnn... who's there?" mumbled King Mickey. "Are you... 
saving me?" 


The white figure nodded. King Mickey had not completely regained 
his sight. However, the bright blue spots on its head were strong 
hints to the identity of his savior. 


"EVE? Is that you? What are you... what are still doing here?" asked 
King Mickey. 


"Direc-," EVE cut her answer short and paused. 

"Huh?" 

"Friends... waiting for you." 

"Is everyone safe?" 

EVE nodded. 

"Oh good. I'm glad they got out in time. But... you're here with me." 
EVE did not respond. She had a simple goal of saving a friend. It did 
not matter how likely she was going to pull it off. She did not bother 
to calculate the odds. She would hold onto King Mickey and search 
for a way out. 

King Mickey could not think properly. His body became so numb, he 
passed out. When he woke up again, EVE was still pulling him 
across the colorless void. He was ready to pass out again. 
SSSSSHING! 

A flash emerged from a distance. EVE diverted her path. 


"What is that? It's... it's getting brighter." 


EVE maximized her energy usage to reach the light before it 
disappeared. With her sensors, she knew what was on the other 


side. He tried to listen and see where they were going. He perceived 
what could only be described as a howling vortex of light. As they 
flew closer to the vortex, the air pressure around them suddenly 
rose. King Mickey gave in and fell unconscious. 


The voices tried to reach out to him but he would not wake. They 
gave him space save for his two best friends. They waited for any 
sign of his awakening. 


King Mickey was safe but still unconscious. He could not move an 
inch on his own. He waited and breathed in and out as smoothly as 
possible. He was no longer floating in the air but rested on a flat 
surface. 

"Baymax said he's gonna be okay, Donald." 

"What if he never wakes up?" 


Those voices were familiar. One deep and one high-pitched. They 
were friendly. 


"Huh?" mumbled King Mickey, squinting his eyes. He shook and 
wiggled, slowly regaining control of his muscles. 


"Goofy! Goofy!" squeaked the voice with miraculous joy. 
"Shhhh. Not so loud,” cautioned the other voice. 


King Mickey fluttered his eyes before fully opening them. The faces 
of his two best friends hovered over him. 


"Your Majesty!" cried out Donald and Goofy. 


"Hiya, fellas," replied King Mickey weakly. He yelped when Donald 
lunged to give him a hug. 


"What's happened? Has he woken or havin’ a fit?" asked Merida. 
Goofy reached over and gave King Mickey and Donald a large hug. 
They were overjoyed but King Mickey squirmed for release. 


"Gawrsh! Sorry!" said Donald. 


King Mickey took a few deep breaths and smiled. Merida was quick 
to share the good news. The other heroes crowded around King 
Mickey. Mushu pounced high and landed on his chest. 


"You're alive! Anhhhhh!" Mushu sobbed for joy but Mulan reached 
through to pull him off. 


Someone then whistled sharply. 


"Give'em some space. Let's not smother'em after he's just made his 
return," said Sparrow. Everyone backed off but still stood alongside 
each other to see King Mickey. Donald and Goofy still sat next to 
him. King Mickey leaned over and saw that he was resting ina 
make-shift bed. 


"How... how did | get back here?" 
"We built the door!" squeaked Donald. 


"Built the door?" repeated King Mickey. He was unsure if he was 
hearing Donald's words correctly or if there was a mispronounced 
word. King Mickey pushed himself up and turned around to where 
everyone else looked. 


Just behind them, there was a large nine-foot-tall doorway, four-feet- 
wide. Its frame was crooked, burnt, and forged with wood, metal, 
stone, and ice. 


"How did you... do all this?" asked King Mickey. 


"Faith, trust... and several headaches," joked Jim. He had a weary 
look on his face. It was the same, mentally exhausted expression on 
Hiro and Mike's face. 


Hiro explained how he, Jim, Stitch, and Mike worked together to 
design a prototype model for a doorway while Moana and Ariel led 
two different teams to gather supplies. Ariel took Aladdin, Abu, 


Mulan, Mushu, Merida, Peter Pan, Tinker Bell, Elsa, Anna, Sparrow, 
Donald and Goofy to the dungeons. They searched the littered 
hallways and empty rooms for tools and discarded items that could 
be used as raw materials. 


Moana headed to the shore where the Beast, Sulley, Simba, 
Skellington, and Baymax followed. The five of them were impressed 
when the ocean responded to Moana's call. The ocean retrieved the 
large, broken pieces of the Jolly Roger. Moana had her group carry 
the whole load back to the throne room. 


King Mickey listened to how the first model turned on but shut down 
in a matter of seconds. Hiro suggested building a larger generator, 
powered by Donald's Thunder Spell and Ariel's trident pendant. With 
a mind that could think faster than a super computer, Stitch could 
process new calculations for the construction of each new doorway. 
The other heroes contributed by breaking, cutting, heating, molding, 
bending, organizing, tying, hammering, and lifting the pieces into 
place. 


With every failed attempt, arguments escalated between Hiro and 
Jim; they were tempted to quit but Mike and Stitch helped to calm 
them down. After fixing an early design with a minor adjustment, as 
suggested by Skellington who had found a processor that was not 
fitted properly, the doorway was live and open. It stayed open fora 
single minute before it flung off loose pieces of the hardware. Elsa 
used her magic to construct a second doorframe of sturdy ice. It held 
the open doorway in place. The heroes waited with agonizing 
anticipation. It was only after King Mickey and EVE's return did the 
doorway combust with a series of short fuses and an explosion. 


"| still can't believe we actually pulled it off," said Hiro. 
"If anyone can, it be us!" boasted Merida. 
"For sure! I'm truly grateful for you all. Where's EVE?" asked King 


Mickey. Everyone turned their heads to look but Moana and Ariel 
pointed to a distant corner where EVE hovered silently. Her head 


and arms seamlessly withdrawn into her body, appearing as white 
and smooth as a pill. Her eye panel was blank with any blue pixel. 


"As soon as she came back, she sort of closed up like a clam," said 
Ariel. 


"| think she's resting, | hope," said Moana. 

"Our friend is in a sleep-like state," confirmed Baymax, having 
scanned EVE. "Her functions are... idle and her systems are... 
charging." 

"She'll be fine," clarified Hiro. Both Moana and Ariel smiled. 


"How are you feeling, Your Majesty?" asked Donald. 


"I'll be fine." King Mickey slowly picked himself up. His shoulders 
ached. He was glad to not needing to fight anymore battles. 


"What happens next? Is the darkness gone forever?" asked Peter 
Pan. 


"Not exactly. With light comes darkness. You can't have one without 
the other," explained King Mickey. "But... together, we defeated it at 
its source. That's a great deed in it of itself." 

"What about the Heartless?" asked Simba. 


"They draw their power from darkness so we won't be seeing them 
for a long while." 


"Ha! Now that's what I'm talking about! We whooped their butts bad! 
That's how Team Honor does it!" cheered Mushu. 


"What's important is that our homes will be safe again," said Mulan. 


"You betcha!" said King Mickey with a positive ring in his tone. 


"And if they ever show their ugly faces again, we can send them 
packing like a bunch of wimpy pirates!" cried Peter Pan with 
victorious glee. 


"No need to disgrace the dishonorable, boy," chimed Sparrow. "If 
everything is in order, | would vacate the premises as promptly as 
possible." 


"Right," said King Mickey. "But first, we need to check on our friends. 
| hope they're okay." 


Queen Minnie and the others were thrilled when the Heartless were 
gone. Right when Queen Minnie's barrier had reached the limit of its 
defensive strength, a powerful starlight shined from the horizon. Both 
the hideous weather and the crowd of Heartless had withered away. 
They waited throughout the calm night for the return of King Mickey 
and his team. Mulan's horse, who had fled to draw the Heartless 
away, made its return. 


"How are feeling, Kida?" asked Jasmine. 


"Never better. The aches in my heart are gone," said Kida with a 
hand to her chest. The Heart of Atlantis was alleviated without the 
torment of darkness, preying upon it. Kida looked behind where 
Kuzco and Belle rested their heads over the beach grass. At the very 
edge of the shore, Queen Minnie and Wall-E waited together. The 
slow waves dampened the bottom of her dress and his wheels. They 
were each longing for the return of someone dear and special. 


"You're out there. | know it," said Queen Minnie softly. Wall-E chirped 
and kept his eyes open towards the still horizon. The dark blue sky 
was comforting but cold. Queen Minnie shivered but waited. She 
was willing to wait in place in case King Mickey needed her 
immediate help. She let out a chilly breath and rested her eyes for 
just a moment. She inhaled the cool, salty air and listened to the 
gentle tides. 


Her eyes opened, catching the gleam of a new dawn across the 
ocean. There was a growing sparkle, unlike any sunrise she had 
ever seen. Something was flying towards their location. Kida walked 
over to the water and joined Queen Minnie and Wall-E. 


"They're back," said Kida. She could feel the warm, heroic light from 
the hearts of their noble friends. 


"Is that them? Oh my goodness! Oh my goodness!" Queen Minnie 
hopped for joy. She accidentally splashed more water over her 
dress. She squinted hard to see if she could tell her friends apart. 


Soaring over the vast ocean, King Mickey flew gregariously with the 
triumphant heroes. He, Donald, Goofy, Mulan, Mushu, Merida, Hiro, 
Baymax, Mike, Sulley, Skellington, Sparrow, Peter Pan, Tinker Bell, 
Moana, Ariel, Anna, and Elsa flew together with the power of pixie 
dust. Aladdin and Abu rode Carpet, Jim had his solar sailor, and 
Stitch drove his space cruiser. 


"Aladdin! He's back!" Jasmine excitedly went over to Belle to wake 
her up. She also tried to wake Kuzco but he whined and fussed in 
his sleep. Belle was hurried to her feet. She and Jasmine went to the 
shore alongside Kida, Wall-E, and Jasmine. 


The heroes glowed under the shimmering sun and over the 
glimmering waves. Queen Minnie had her teary eyes focused 
entirely on King Mickey. 

"Minnie!" shouted King Mickey. 


"Mickey!" cried Queen Minnie. 


King Mickey glided towards the shore but Queen Minnie jumped and 
pulled him down. 


"Minnie, why are you crying? What happened?" asked King Mickey. 


"I'm just so happy you're back. You did it!" Queen Minnie smothered 
King Mickey with hugs and kisses. 


"Gosh. | have you and everyone to thank. You especially. You never 
gave up hope, did ya?" 


"Never. You're my hero!" Queen Minnie and King Mickey watched 
the heroes reunite. Aladdin raised Jasmine and kissed her. Belle ran 
to the Beast and hugged him. The Beast looked over her shoulder 
where Merida gave him a nod of respect. Mulan spotted her horse 
who whinnied and galloped towards her. 


"Hey! It's my favorite cow! How you been?" asked Mushu. Mulan 
laughed as her horse blew its large lips at Mushu. 


Moana and Ariel approached Kida in hopes of her health improving. 
She returned their kindness with open arms and hugged them both. 
Peter Pan, Elsa, and Anna made their way towards Kuzco who 
squirmed in his sleep. 


"Hey Mr. Llama? Wake up. We're back!" greeted Peter Pan. 
"Nnnnnn, five more minutes," mumbled Kuzco. 


"No, now!" Peter Pan impatiently dropped low and shook Kuzco. 
Elsa laughed and teased Anna for also being a heavy sleeper. 


"Hey! | need my imperial beauty sleep!" Kuzco spring forward and 
rubbed his eyes. He was ecstatic when he recognized Peter Pan and 
Elsa. 


"Hey! You're back! Is it over? Are the Heartless all gone? Can we go 
home now?" asked KuZzco. 


"Yes to all three questions," answered Anna with a charming smile. 
"Finally, some good news. | guess this means everything is back to 


normal. So who do | talk to about arranging a personal valet to get 
back home?" 


Wall-E eagerly scooted through the crowd of heroes. He searched 
above and all around for EVE. He found Kida, speaking to Moana 
and Ariel and approached them. 


"Yes, little one?" asked Kida. 
"E-va! Eeee-va!" squeaked Wall-E. 
"You're looking for EVE, huh?" asked Ariel. 


"| know where she is. Over here." Moana led Wall-E towards the 
space cruiser where Jim stood by. The cockpit cover lifted up. Sitting 
beside Stitch was EVE, in her sleeping mode. Wall-E squealed with 
high-pitched glee and stretched his claws. Jim, who stood by the 
cruiser, helped carry EVE onto the ground. She hovered next to 
Wall-E who hugged her. 


"Any idea when she'll wake up?" asked Ariel. 


"Hard to say. | can't tell how advanced this robot is. It might take a 
full day or-" Jim was interrupted by the release of pressurized air and 
clicking. He, Stitch, Moana, Ariel watched as EVE woke up. Her 
arms and head detached from her body and floated closely. Her blue 
pixel eyes returned. 


"Or now," said Jim. 
"EEEEEVA|" cried Wall-E. 


"WallEEEEE!" EVE lifted Wall-E with unbridled joy and swung him 
around in a hug. 


"I'm gonna get the same treatment from my folks when | return to my 
island," said Moana. 


"Oh! Can | visit? If that's okay with you," asked Ariel. 


"Are you kidding? That would be awesome. All of you are welcome 
to Motunui,” proclaimed Moana. 


"I'm sure Stitch would love that," said Jim. Stitch nodded in 
agreement. He paused and opened a compartment. He stared at the 
rag doll that belonged to his dearest friend. 


"But some of us have our own ohana to check on first," added Jim. 


"My father must be so worried. And Eric too," said Ariel. Jim 
whispered to Stitch how he needed to talk to Hiro before setting off 
back to space. 


"You three should definitely visit Halloween Town,” insisted 
Skellington. 


"That'd be an honor. Wouldn't it, Hiro?" suggested Merida. 


"Yeah, sure. So does this place celebrate Halloween everyday... or 
is it just Halloween-themed?" asked Hiro. Before Skellington could 
answer his question, Jim tapped his shoulder. He pulled Hiro aside 
to have a quick word while Merida asked more questions about how 
one could travel to Halloween Town. 


At Sparrow's suggestion, Tinker Bell granted everyone one last 
dosage of pixie dust, enough to ensure the safe and swift trip back 
home. 


"Hey pirate, where's home for you?" asked Peter Pan. 


"Wherever there is a daring ship and a willing crew, | will make my 
home anywhere across the sea." Sparrow twinkled with pixie dust 
and rose over the sand. He was ready to depart without any 
formalities. 


"So long, Captain Jack Sparrow. Thank you for everything,” said 
Elsa, waving her hand. 


"With due respects, Your Majesty." Sparrow headed across the sea. 
He removed his captain's hat and nodded. He gave a parting glance 


to Peter Pan before flying towards the ocean. He was the first to 
leave. 


King Mickey ensured that everyone could handle themselves in the 
air. Aladdin, Jasmine, and Abu were ready to return to Agrabah on 
Carpet. They waved everyone goodbye before heading out. Anna 
and Elsa flew towards Arendelle while holding hands. Kuzco followed 
behind as he had a lousy sense of direction, which he could never 
admit out loud. Merida checked on Hiro who arranged to fly with 
Mike and Sulley. They would help him and Baymax find a doorway 
that would take them straight to San Fransokyo. Since she did not 
need to use her feet to fly, Ariel turned back into a mermaid. She and 
Moana gave each other one last, long hug before going their 
separate ways across the ocean. Stitch and Jim agreed to help Wall- 
E and EVE back home. They boarded Stitch's space cruiser and 
headed for the stars. Mulan, Mushu, and her horse bowed in unison 
towards King Mickey before heading towards the Eastern skies. 


Before returning to his castle with Belle, the Beast thanked Merida, 
Hiro, Baymax and Peter Pan. It was not reluctant gratitude. It was 
genuine. Merida rubbed Hiro messy head of hair before setting off 
with Skellington. Hiro and Baymax, whose rocket thrusters were still 
inoperable, flew alongside Mike and Sulley. They headed for the 
doorway in the jungle, where they had arrived from Monstropolis. 


In pairs, groups, or on their own, the heroes began their journey 
home. 


Only King Mickey, Queen Minnie, Donald, Goofy, Peter Pan, and 
Tinker Bell remained. 


"Everyone's good to go!" beamed Peter Pan. 


"Thank you both for making these return trips possible. You're really 
something," complimented King Mickey. 


"Something cool and awesome? Don't | know it!" Peter Pan flexed 
his collar and Tinker Bell jingled into his ear. 


"What's she saying?" asked Goofy. 
"She's saying time for us to get back to Neverland. See ya next time! 
If you ever need a hero to fight some Heartless, you know where to 


find us. Second star to the right and straight on till morning!" Peter 
Pan and Tinker Bell glided high and shot across the sky. 


"Let's get a move on before this fairy stuff wears off," advised 
Donald. 


"Gawrsh! I'd hate to fall halfway. A'hyuck!" joked Goofy. Everyone 
shared a hearty laugh. 


"To the castle, we go?" asked Queen Minnie offering her hand. 
"Uh-huh. To the place we call home." King Mickey sweetly took her 
hand. Together, they took off with Donald and Goofy right behind 
them. 

So much had transpired over what seemed to feel like the longest 
days of his life. King Mickey wished he had more time to learn about 
the heroes who crossed paths. One by one. Team by team. 
Everyone came together in the end. 


Traveling across the morning sky, King Mickey remembered a wise 
proverb from an old friend. 


" Thinking of you, wherever you are. 
We pray for our sorrows to end, and hope that our hearts will blend. 
Now | will step forward to realize this wish. 


And who knows: starting a new journey may not be so hard, or 
maybe it has already begun. 


There are many worlds, but they share the same sky. 


One sky, one destiny. " 


After passing the mountains, King Mickey spotted two people 
walking side by side on a trail. He could not help but wonder if they 
too were unlikely friends who fought the Heartless together. He 
smiled and looked towards the horizon. He closed his eyes and 
quietly said to himself. 


"You never know who you will run into next." 


